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INTRODUCTION. 


THE  DRAMA 


Good,  my  lord,  will  you  see  the  players 
well  bestowed?  Do  you  hear,  let  them  be 
well  used;  for  they  are  the  abstracts,  and 
brief  chronicles  of  the  time.  After  your 
death  you  were  better  have  a  bad  epitaph 
than  their  ill  report  while  you  lived. — 
Shakespeare,  William,  1603,  Hamki,  Act 
lUSc.2. 

The  words  of  a  good  writw,  which  de- 
scribe it  lively,  will  make  a  deeper  impres- 
sion of  belief  in  us,  than  all  the  actor  can  in- 
sinuate into  us,  when  he  seems  to  fall  dead 
before  us;  as  a  poet  in  the  description  of  a 
beautiful  garden,  or  a  meadow,  will  please 
our  imagination  more  than  the  place  itself 
can  please  our  sight.  When  we  hear  it  re- 
lated, our  eyes  (the  strongest  witnesses)  are 
wanting,  which  might  have  undeceived  us; 
and  we  all  are  wilUng  to  favour  the  slight 
when  the  poet  does  not  too  grossly  impose 
on  us.  They,  therefore,  who  imagine  these 
relations  would  make  no  concernment  in 
the  audience,  are  deceived,  by  confounding 
them  with  the  other,  which  are  of  things 
antecedent  to  the  play :  those  are  made  often 
in  cold  blood,  as  I  may  say,  to  the  audience; 
but  these  are  warmed  with  our  concern- 
ments, which  were  before  awakened  m  the 
play.  What  the  philosophers  say  of  motion, 
that,  when  it  is  once  begim,  it  continues  of 
itself,  and  will  do  so  to  eternity,  without 
some  stop  put  to  it,  is  clearly  true  on  this 
occasion:  the  soul,  being  already  moved 
with  the  characters  and  fortunes  of  those 
imaginary  persons,  continues  going  of  its 
own  accord;  and  we  are  no  more  weary  to 
hear  what  becomes  of  them  when  they  are 
not  on  the  stage,  than  we  are  to  listen  to 
the  news  of  an  absent  mistress.— Dryden, 
John,  166S-93,  An  Euay  of  Dramatic  Poesy, 
Works,  ed.  SeoU  and  Saintsbury,  vol.  xv, 
p.  324. 


O  that,  as  oft  I  have  at  Athens  seen 
The  stage  arise,  and  the  big  clouds  descend, 
So  now  in  very  deed  I  might  behold 
The  pond'rous  earth,  and  all  yon  marble  roof, 
Meet  like  tlie  handd  of  Jove. 

— Lke,  Nathaniel,  1679,  Oidipui. 

In  other  things  the  knowing  artist  may 
Judge  better  than  the  people;  but  a  play 
(Made  for  delight,  and  for  no  other  use) 
If  you  approve  it  not,  has  no  excuse. 

—Waller,  Edmund,  1687(7),  The  Maid^s 
Tragedy,  Prologue. 

To  wake  the  soul  by  tender  strokes  of  art, 
To  praise  the  genius,  and  to  mend  the  heart; 
To  make  mankind,  in  conscious  virtue  bold, 
Live  over  each  scene,  and  be  what  they  behold: 
For  this  the  tragic  Muse  first  trod  the  stage. 

Our  scene  precariously  subsists  too  long 
On  French  translation,  and  Italian  song. 
Dare  to  have  sense  yourselves;  assert  the  stage, 
Be  justly  wanned  with  your  own  native  rage. 

—Pope,  Alexander,  1713,  Addison's  Caio, 
Prologue. 

I  could  wish  there  were  a  treaty  made  be* 
tween  the  French  and  the  English  theatres, 
in  which  both  parties  should  make  consider- 
able concessions.  The  English  ought  to  give 
up  their  notorious  violations  of  all  the  uni- 
ties; and  all  their  massacres,  racks,  dead 
bodies,  and  mangled  carcasses,  which  they 
so  frequently  exhibit  upon  their  stage.  The 
French  should  engage  to  have  more  action 
and  less  declamation;  and  not  to  cram  and 
crowd  things  together,  to  almost  a  degree  of 
impossibility,  from  a  too  scrupulous  ad- 
herence to  ttie  unities.  The  English  shouki 
restrain  the  licentiousness  of  their  poets, 
and  the  French  enhirge  the  liberty  of  theirs: 
theur  poets  are  the  greatest  slaves  in  their 
coimtry,  and  that  is  a  bold  word;  ours  are 
the  most  tumultous  subjects  in  England, 
and  that  is  saying  a  good  deal.  Under  such 
regulations  one  might  hope  to  see  a  play  in 
which  one  shouki  not  be  lulled  to  sleep  by 
the  length  of  a  monotonical  declamation 
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nor  frightened  and  shocked  by  the  barbar- 
ity of  the  action.— Chesterfield,  Phuip 
arANHOFE  Lord,  1752,  LetUrt  to  ftu  Son. 

The  invention  of  dramatic  art,  and  that 
of  a  theatre,  seem  to  lie  very  near  one  an- 
other. Man  has  a  great  disposition  to  mim- 
icry; when  he  enters  vividly  into  the  situa- 
tion, sentiments,  and  passions  of  others,  he 
even  involmitarily  puts  on  a  resemblance  to 
them  in  his  gestures.  Children  are  per- 
petually going  out  of  themselves;  it  is  one 
of  their  chief  amusements  to  represent  those 
grown  people  whom  they  have  had  an  op- 
portunity of  observing,  or  whatever  comes 
in  their  way;  and  with  the  happy  flexibility 
of  their  imagination,  they  can  exhibit  all 
the  characteristics  of  assumed  dignity  in  a 
father,  a  schoolmaster,  or  a  king.  The  sole 
step  which  is  requisite  for  the  invention  of  a 
drama,  namely,  the  separating  and  extract- 
ing the  mimetic  elements  and  fragments 
from  social  life,  and  representing  them  col- 
lected together  into  one  mass,  has  not  how- 
ever been  taken  in  many  nations.— SCHLfi- 
GBL,  Augustus  William,  1809,  DramaJdc 
Art  and  Literature,  tr.  Black,  p.  14. 

A  drama  (we  adopt  Dr.  Johnson's  defini- 
tion, with  some  littie  extension)  is  a  poem 
or  fictitious  composition  in  dialogue,  in 
which  the  action  ]a  not  related,  but  repre- 
sented. A  disposition  to  this  fascinating 
amusement,  considered  in  its  rudest  state, 
seems  to  be  inherent  in  human  nature.  It  is 
the  earliest  sport  of  children,  to  take  upon 
themselves  some  fictitious  character,  and 
sustain  it  to  the  best  of  their  skill,  by  such 
appropriate  gestures  and  language,  as  their 
youthful  fancies  suggest,  and  such  dress  and 
decoration  as  circumstances  place  within 
their  reach.  The  infancy  of  nations  is  as 
prone  to  this  pastime  as  that  of  individuals. 
When  the  horde  emerges  out  of  a  nearly 
brutal  state,  so  far  as  to  have  holidays, 
public  sports,  and  general  rejoicings,  the 
pageant  of  their  imaginary  deities,  or  of 
their  fabulous  ancestors,  is  usually  intro- 
duced as  the  most  pleasbg  and  interesting 


part  of  the  show.  But  however  general  the 
predisposition  to  the  assumption  of  fictitious 
character  may  be,  there  is  an  immeasurable 
distance  betwixt  the  rude  games  in  which 
it  first  displays  itself  and  that  polished 
amusement  which  is  numbered  among  the 
fine  arts,  which  poetry,  music,  and  painting 
have  vied  to  adorn,  to  whose  service  genius 
has  devoted  her  most  sublime  efforts,  while 
philosophy  has  stooped  from  her  loftier 
task,  to  regulate  the  progress  of  the  action, 
and  give  probability  to  the  representation 
and  personification  of  the  scene.— Scott, 
Sir  Wai/fer,  1814-23,  The  Drama. 

Everybody  has  his  own  theatre,  in  which 
he  is  manager,  actor,  prompter,  playwright, 
sceneshifter,  boxkeeper,  doorkeeper,  all  in 
one,  and  audience  mto  the  bargain.— Hare, 
A.  W.  AND  J.  C,  1827-48,  Guesses  at  Truth. 

The  excellence  of  these  works  is  in  a 
great  measure  the  result  of  two  peculiarities 
which  the  critics  of  the  French  school  con- 
sider as  defects,— from  the  mixture  of 
tragedy  and  comedy,  and  from  the  length 
and  extent'  of  the  action.  The  former  is 
necessary  to  render  the  drama  a  just  repre- 
sentation of  a  world  in  which  the  laughers 
and  the  weepers  are  perpetually  jostiing 
each  other,— in  which  every  event  has  its 
serious  and  ludicrous  side.  The  latter  en- 
ables us  to  form  an  intimate  acquaintance 
with  the  charactel*s  with  which  we  could 
not  possibly  become  familiar  during  the 
few  hours  to  which  the  unities  restrict  the 
poet.  In  this  respect  the  works  of  Shake- 
speare, in  particular,  are  miracles  of  art.  In 
a  piece  which  may  be  read  aloud  in  three 
hours  we  see  a  character  unfold  all  its  re- 
cesses to  us.  We  see  it  change  with  the 
change  of  circumstances.  The  petulant 
youth  rises  into  the  politic  and  warlike 
sovereign.  The  profuse  and  courteous 
philanthropist  sours  mto  a  hater  and  scomer 
of  his  kind.  The  t3rrant  is  altered,  by  the 
chastening  of  affliction,  into  a  pensive  moral- 
ist The  veteran  general,  distinguished 
by  coohiess,  sagacity,  and  self-command, 
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smks  under  a  conflict  between  love  strong 
as  death  and  jealousy  cruel  as  the  grave. 
The  brave  and  loyal  subject  passes,  step  by 
step,  to  the  extremities  of  human  deprav- 
ity. We  trace  his  progress  from  the  first 
dawnings  of  unlawful  ambition  to  the  cyn- 
ical melancholy  of  his  impenitent  remorse. 
Yet  in  these  pieces  there  are  no  unnatural 
transitions.  Nothing  is  omitted;  nothing  is 
crowded.  Great  as  are  the  changes,  narrow 
as  is  the  compass  within  which  they  are  ex- 
hibited, they  shock  us  as  little  as  the  gradual 
alterations  of  those  familiar  faces  which  we 
see  every  evening  and  every  morning.  The 
ma^cal  skUl  of  the  poet  resembles  that  of 
the  Dervise  in  the  Spectator,  who  con- 
densed an  the  events  of  seven  years  into  the 
single  moment  during  which  the  king  held 
his  head  under  the  water.— Macaulat, 
Thomas  Babington,  1828,  John  Dryden. 

It  is  a  most  diffictilt  and  laborious  art; 
they  know  it  that  have  tried.  Men  who  de- 
cry it  either  console  their  own  weakness 
with  a  contempt  for  the  mechanical,  as  they 
call  it,  or  blindly  insist  on  its  being  super- 
fluous. Let  any  man  endeavour  to  con- 
struct a  story  of  action  which  shall  de- 
velop a  passion— let  him  select  characters 
to  illustrate  his  passion,  and  let  him  put 
them  into  positive  and  appropriate  action, 
such  as  does  in  truth  develop  the  passion, 
and  he  will  find  the  enormous  difficulty  of 
avoiding  the  temptation  to  let  them  talk 
this;  to  let  them  reason  on  their  feelingi 
rather  than  feel;  to  let  them  determine  to 
act  or  describe  iheir  actions  rather  than 
positively  ad;  and  the  difficulty  of  making 
them  only  do  such  things  as  are  consistent 
with  their  characters  and  the  problem  of 
the  piece;  of  preserving  the  spiritual  force 
and  integrity  of  his  characters  through  all 
''circTunstances,"  not  allowing  himself  to 
be  seduced  by  the  temptation  of  letting 
circumstances  in  the  play  form  and  guide 
his  characters,  but  to  keep  up  their  mdi- 
vidualities  through  all  these  circumstances, 
whatever  they  may  be,  and  to  bring  all 
deeds  about  natundly  but  not  tediously; 


and  of  letting  every  wct(adus)  oontam  some 
deed,  and  every  scene  some  positive  ad- 
vancement of  the  plot.  These  are  the  de- 
mands of  this  ''mechanical  part,''  and  let 
those  who  think  them  easy,  try(— Lkweb, 
Geobos  Henrt,  1842,  Avihars  and  Man^ 
agerSf  Westminster  Review,  vol.  37,  p.  81. 

That  the  technique  of  the  drama  is  noth- 
ing absolute  and  unchangeable  scarcely 
need  be  stated.  Sbce  Aristotle  established 
a  few  of  the  highest  laws  of  dramatic  effect, 
the  culture  of  the  human  race  has  grown 
more  than  two  thousand  years  okler.  Not 
only  have  the  artistic  forms,  the  stage  and 
method  of  representation  undergone  a 
great  change,  but  what  is  more  important, 
the  spiritual  and  moral  nature  of  men,  the 
relation  of  the  individual  to  the  race  and  to 
the  highest  forces  of  earthly  life,  the  idea  of 
freedom,  the  conception  of  the  being  of 
Divinity,  have  experienced  great  revolu- 
tions. A  wide  field  of  dramatic  material  has 
been  lost;  a  new  and  greater  range  has  been 
won.  With  the  moral  and  political  prin- 
ciples which  control  our  life,  our  notion  of 
the  beautiful  and  the  artistically  effective 
has  developed.  Between  the  highest  art 
effects  of  the  Greek  festivals,  the  autos 
saeramentales,  and  the  drama  of  the  time  of 
Goethe  and  Iffland  the  difference  is  not  less 
great  than  between  the  Hellenic  choral 
theatre,  the  structure  for  the  mystery  play, 
and  the  complete  inclosed  room  of  the 
modem  stage.  It  may  be  considered  certain 
that  some  of  the  fundamental  laws  of  dra- 
matic production  will  remain  in  force  for  all 
time;  in  general,  however,  not  only  the  vital 
requisites  of  the  drama  have  been  found  in 
continuous  development,  but  also  the  artis- 
tic means  of  producing  its  effects.  Let  no 
one  think  that  the  technique  of  poetry  has 
been  advanced  through  the  creations  of  the 
greatest  poets  only;  we  may  say  without 
self-exaltation  that  we  at  present  have 
clearer  ideas  upon  the  highest  art  effects  in 
the  drama  and  upon  the  use  of  technical 
equipment,  than  had  Leasing,  Schiller, 
and  Goethe.— Freytaq,  Gustav,  1863-95, 
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Teehnique  of  the  Drama,  tr.  MaeEwan,  Itir 
troduciion,  p.  1. 

The  drama  is  the  necessary  product  of  the 
age  in  which  it  lives,  and  of  which  it  is  the 
moral,  social,  and  physical  expression.  It 
is  divided  into  two  classes.  The  iirst  may 
be  called  the  eonlemparaneous  or  realittie 
drama,  which  is  a  reflex  of  the  features  of 
the  period,  where  the  personages  are  life- 
size,  the  language  partakes  of  their  reality, 
and  the  incidents  are  natural.  The  object 
of  this  drama  is  to  produce  in  the  mind  of 
the  spectator  sympathy  with  human  suf- 
fering by  effecting  a  perfect  illusion  that  he 
is  witnessing  a  destiny  towards  which  the 
dramatis  persona  are  progressing.  The 
other  is  the  transcendental  or  unreal  drama, 
where  the  personages  are  larger  than  life- 
size,  their  ideas  and  language  more  exalted 
than  human  conversation,  and  the  inci- 
dents more  important  than  we  meet  with  in 
ordinary  life.  The  object  of  this  drama  is  to 
lift  the  spectator  into  a  high  atmosphere, 
and  to  expand  his  moral  stature  by  associa- 
tion with  dramatis  persona  of  gigantic  pro- 
portions. In  this  region  the  drama  cannot 
produce  perfectly  the  theatrical  illusion,  be- 
cause we  cannot  sympathize  with  beings 
more  noble  than  ourselves.  The  contem- 
poraneous drama  possesses  an  archadolog- 
ical  value.  It  is  the  only  faithful  record  of 
its  age.  In  it  the  features,  expression,  man- 
ners, thoughts,  and  passions  of  its  period 
are  reflected  and  retained.— Boucicault, 
Dion,  1877,  The  Decline  of  the  Drama, 
North  American  Review,  vol.  125,  p.  236. 

Why  has  no  actor  in  your  chief  cities  a 
stage  of  his  own?  Why  do  theatres  belong 
to  managers,  business  men  who  have  ac- 
quired fortunes  in  this  or  that  trade  and 
now  let  them  out,  like  bath-houses  at  great 
and  stultifying  rates  to  poor  itinerant 
players?  Have  you  no  rich  men — no  men 
who  will  build  and  rent  at  a  fair  rental? 
No  friends  such  as  English  art  has  in  Lon- 
don? What  a  privilege  to  create  great 
characters  and  play  great  plays  for  the 


suffering  of  paying  three  thousand  dollars  a 
week  to  a  stranger?  What  is  this  trade  in 
actors  and  plays,  this  speculating  and 
gambling,  this  slave  market,  this  crushing 
down  of  one  that  rises,  this  merchanting  in 
actors  and  actresses,  and  the  smiling  oc- 
topus that  sucks  all  things  dry,  this  playing 
doum  to  people,  instead  of  playing  up  to  art, 
and  dragging  the  people  after?— Mans- 
field, Richard,  1892,  A  Plain  Talk  upon 
the  Drama,  North  American  Review,  vol,  155, 
p.  310. 

The  truth  is  that  the  inmiortal  part  of  the 
stage  is  its  noble  part.  Ignoble  accidents 
and  interludes  come  and  go,  but  this  lasts 
on  forever.  It  lives  like  the  human  soul 
in  the  body  of  humanity,  associated  with 
much  that  is  inferior,  and  hampered  by 
many  hindrances, — but  it  never  sinks  into 
nothingness,  and  never  fails  to  find  new  and 
noble  work  in  exactness  of  permanent  and 
memorable  excellence.  Heaven  forbid  that 
I  should  seem  to  cover,  even  with  a  counter- 
pane of  courtesy,  exhibitions  of  deliberate 
immorality.  Happily  this  sort  of  thing  is 
not  common,  and  although  it  has  hardly 
been  practised  by  anyone  who,  without  a 
strain  of  meaning,  can  be  associated  with 
the  profession  of  acting;  yet  public  censure 
not  active  enough  to  repress  the  evil,  is 
ever  ready  to  pass  a  sweeping  condem- 
nation on  the  stage  which  harbors  it.  Our 
cause  is  a  good  one.  We  go  forth,  armed 
with  the  luminous  panoply  which  genius 
has  forged  for  us,  to  do  battle  with  dulness, 
with  coarseness,  with  apathy,  with  every 
form  of  vice  and  evil.  In  every  human 
heart  there  gleams  a  higher  reflection  of 
this  shining  armor.  The  stage  has  no 
lights  or  shadows  that  are  not  lights  of  life 
and  shadows  of  the  heart.  To  each  human 
consciousness  it  appeals  in  alternating  mirth 
and  sadness,  and  will  not  be  denied.  Err  it 
must,  for  it  is  human;  but,  being  human,  it 
must  endure.— iRvmo,  Henry,  1893,  The 
Drama. 

When   the  archbishop   of   York   thus 
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effectuaUy  put  an  end  to  the  Mysteries  in 
1579,  the  old  dramas  had  produced  all  their 
fruit.  They  had  kept  ahve  the  taste  for 
spectacles;  they  left  behind  them  troops  of 
comedians  throughout  the  provinces,  nu- 
merous authors,  and  a  public  ready  to  listen. 
Already  there  was  growing  up  in  a  little 
town  upon  the  banks  of  the  Avon  a  youth 
who  should  reach  the  highest  summits  of 
the  art  of  the  drama.  At  the  time  when 
those  old  representations  were  stopped, 
William  Shakespeare  was  fifteen  years  old. 
— JussERAND,  J.  J.,  1894,  The  Drama  o]  the 
Middle  Ages,  The  Chaviauqttan,  vol  14, 
p.  69. 

It  is  generally  held  that  the  province  of 
the  drama  is  to  amuse.  I  claim  that  it  has 
a  high^  purpose— that  its  mission  is  to 
interest  and  to  instruct.  It  should  not 
preach  objectively,  but  it  should  teach  sub- 
jectively; and  so  I  stand  for  truth  in  the 
drama,  because  it  is  elemental,  it  gets  to  the 
bottom  of  a  question.  It  strikes  at  unequal 
standards  and  unjust  systems.  It  is  as  un- 
yielding as  it  is  honest.  It  is  as  tender 
as  it  is  inflexible.  It  has  supreme  faith  in 
man.  It  believes  that  that  which  was  good 
in  the  beginning  cannot  be  bad  at  the  end. 
It  sets  forth  clearly  that  the  concern  of  one 
is  the  concern  of  all.  It  stands  for  the 
higher  development  and  thus  the  individual 
liberty  of  the  human  race. — Hi:rne,  James 
A.,  1897,  AH  far  TrtMs  Sake  in  {he  Drama, 
The  Arena,  voi.  17,  p.  370. 

I  do  not  know  that  the  fly  in  amber  is  of 
any  particular  use,  but  the  Comic  idea  en- 
closed in  a  comedy  makes  it  more  generally 
perceptible  and  portable,  and  that  is  an  ad- 
vantage. There  is  a  benefit  to  men  m  tak- 
ing the  lessons  of  Comedy  in  congregations, 
for  it  enlivens  the  wits;  and  to  writers  it  is 
beneficial,  for  they  must  have  a  clear 
scheme,  and  even  if  they  have  no  idea  to 
present,  they  must  prove  that  they  have 
made  the  public  sit  to  them  before  the  at- 
ting  to  see  the  picture.  And  writing  for  the 
stage  would  be  a  corrective  of  a  too-in- 


crusted  scholarly  style,  mto  which  some 
great  ones  fall  at  times.  It  keeps  minor 
writers  to  a  definite  plan,  and  English. 
Many  of  them  now  swelling  a  plethoric 
market,  in  the  composition  of  novels,  in 
pun-manufactories  and  in  journalism;  at- 
tached to  the  machinery  forcing  perishable 
matter  on  a  public  that  swaUows  vora- 
ciously and  groans;  might,  with  encourage- 
ment, be  attending  to  the  study  of  art  in 
Iiterature.~-MERIDITH,  George,  1897,  An 
Eseay  an  Comedy  and  the  Use  of  the  Comic 
Spirit,  p.  98. 

Nowadays,  every  second  man  is  a  would- 
be  dranuitist,  every  other  woman  a  potential 
actress.  The  interest  in  the  stage  is  not  con- 
fined to  that  enthusiastic  person,  the  con- 
stant playgoer— it  extends  to  those  pla- 
tonic  patrons  of  the  drama  who  never  enter 
the  portals  of  a  theatre;  it  embraces  that 
sympathetic  individual,  the  laudator  tern- 
porii  acH,  who  is  ever  prepared  to  bewaU 
the  death  of  the  drama,  and  to  weep  the 
ready  tear  over  its  untenanted  grave.  .  .  . 
Whatever  may  be  its  ailments,  the  drama  is 
not  suffering  from  want  of  medical  attend- 
ance, for  disagreeing  doctors  are  constantiy 
warring  over  its  prostrate  but  pulsating 
body.— Tree,  Herbert  Beerbohm,  1897, 
Some  AspecU  of  the  Drama  of  To-Day,  North 
American  Review,  vol  164,  pp.  66, 67. 

It  is  right  and  wholesome  to  have  those 
light  comedies  and  entertaining  shows;  and 
I  shouldn't  wish  to  see  them  diminished. 
But  none  of  us  is  always  in  the  comedy 
spirit;  we  have  our  graver  moods;  they 
come  to  us  all;  the  lightest  of  us  cannot 
escape  them.  These  moods  have  their  ap- 
petites,—healthy  and  legitimate  appetites, 
^and  there  ought  to  be  some  way  of  satis- 
fymg  them.  It  seems  to  me  that  New  York 
ought  to  have  one  theatre  devoted  to  trag< 
edy.  With  her  three  millions  of  population, 
and  seventy  outade  millions  to  draw  upon, 
she  can  afford  it,  she  can  support  it.  Amer^ 
ica  devotes  more  time,  labor,  money,  and  at- 
tention to  distributing  literary  and  musical 
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culture  among  the  general  public  than 
does  any  other  nation,  perhaps;  yet  here 
you  find  her  neglecting  what  is  possibly  the 
most  effective  of  all  the  breeders  and  nurses 
and  disseminators  of  high  literary  taste  and 
lofty  emotion— the  tragic  stage.  To  leave 
that  powerful  agency  out  is  to  haul  the 
culture-wagon  with  a  crippled  team.  Nowa- 
days, when  a  mood  comes  which  only  Shake- 
speare can  set  to  music,  what  must  we  do? 
Read  Shakespeare  ourselvesi  Isn't  it  piti- 
ful? It  is  playing  an  organ  solo  on  a  jew's- 
harp.  We  can't  read.  None  but  the 
Booths  can  do  it— QiEMENS,  Samuel 
Langhorne  (Mark  Twain),  1898,  About 
Play- Acting,  The  Forum,  vol  26,  p.  150. 

Solon,  who  was  one  of  the  traditional  wise 
men  of  Greece— it  is  Plutarch  who  tells  us 
the  story— once  went  to  see  Thespis  act. 
And  afto*  the  play  was  done,  he  asked  him 
if  he  were  not  ashamed  of  himself  to  tell  so 
many  lies  before  such  a  number  of  people. 
When  Thespb  replied  that  it  was  no  harm 
to  say  or  to  do  so  m  play,  Solon  vehementiy 
struck  his  staff  against  tiie  ground.  "Ay," 
said  he,  "if  we  honour  and  commend  such 
play  as  this,  we  shall  find  it  some  day  in  our 
business."  Here  is  one  of  the  earliest  re- 
corded instances  of  the  judgment  of  the  in- 
tellect on  things  of  the  imagmation.  Ob- 
serve the  two  points  which  are  found  fault 
with  in  art.  First,  judged  by  a  severe 
standard  of  experience,  it  is  false;  next,  it 
has  a  deleterious  influence  on  the  practical 
conduct  of  life.  Solon,  no  doubt,  preserved 
his  reputation  for  traditional  wisdom  by 
occaaonal  lapses  into  folly,  as  is  the  habit 
of  other  wise  men  whose  obiter  dida  are  apt 
to  miss  the  highest  aspect  of  things.  But  I 
begin  with  the  story  as  indicative  of  a  con- 
trast  you  will  find  running  through  the  his- 
tory of  Greek  art,  and  also,  to  a  large  ex- 
tent, of  modem  art— the  wide  divergence 
between  the  most  cultured  efforts  of  intel- 
ligent criticism,  and  the  spontaneous  out- 
pouring of  the  artistic  imagination.  When 
it  came  to  be  the  task  of  Plato  and  Aristotie 
to  ffve  a  philosophical  account  of  the  work, 


which  men  like  Phddias  and  Praxiteles, 
.Sschylus,  Sophocles,  and  Euripides  had 
done  before  them,  they  failed  nearly  as  com- 
pletely as  Solon  did,  and  for  a  similar  rea- 
son. They  applied  the  analytic  processes 
of  logic  to  a  phenomenon,  an  artistic  birth, 
an  aesthetic  Olumination,  which  has  littie 
or  nothing  to  do  with  mental  processes  at  all. 
—Courtney,  William  Leonard,  1900,  The 
Idea  of  Tragedy  in  Ancient  and  Modem 
Drama,  p.  1. 

There  is  not  a  more  neglected  branch  of 
study  than  that  concerned  with  the  rela- 
tion of  amusement  to  ethical  culture.  The 
ideal  of  the  stage,  as  an  educational  and  re- 
ligious force,  which  was  so  fully  in  accord- 
ance with  the  genius  of  clasfflcal  Greece  and 
was  so  naturally  and  completely  worked  out 
in  practice  by  her  people,  was  in  less  de- 
gree a  recognized  factor  in  the  life  of  the 
Middle-Ages— until  it  was  lost  in  the  frozen 
fog  that  crept  over  the  land  with  Puritan- 
ism, and  doubly  disappeared  in  the  succeed  - 
ing  waves  of  materialism  out  of  which  we 
are  just  emer^ng.— Potter,  Helen,  1900, 
The  Drama  of  the  Twentieth  Century,  The 
Arena,  vol  23,  p.  157. 

One  art  there  is,  and  only  one,  which  can 
avail  itself  at  will  of  almost  every  device  of 
all  the  other  arts.  One  art  there  is  which 
can  reach  out  and  borrow  the  aid  of  the 
poet,  the  painter,  the  sculptor,  the  musician, 
compelling  them  all  to  help  it  towards  its 
own  perfection.  One  art  there  b  which, 
without  danger  of  confusion,  without  de- 
parting from  its  own  object,  without  loss  of 
force,  can,  at  one  and  the  same  time,  tell  a 
story,  and  give  an  impression  of  the  visible 
world,  and  fill  our  eyes  with  the  beauty  of 
form,  and  charm  our  ears  with  rhjrthm  and 
with  harmony.  This  one  art  is  the  art  of  the 
drama,  the  art  which  most  completely  dis- 
plays the  life  of  man — "the  youngest  of  the 
sister  arts,"  the  British  poet  called  it, 
"where  all  their  beauty  blends." — Mat- 
thews, Brander,  1903,  The  Development  of 
the  Drama,  p.  3. 
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Engraving  by  F.  T.  Stuart,  From  a  Photograph  by  Gutekvnel. 

Taylor,  Sir  Henry, 677 

From  a  Photograph  by  Mr.  Hawker. 

Warren,  Samuel 143 

Engraving  by  D.  J.  Pond,  From  a  Photograph  by  MayaU. 
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Charles  Kingsley 

1819-1875 

Born,  at  Holne  Vicarage,  Devonshire,  12  June  1819.  At  school  at  Clifton,  1831-32;  at 
Helston,  Cornwall,  1832-36.  Family  removed  to  London,  1836.  Student  at  King's  Coll. , 
London,  1836-38.  Matric.  Magdalene  Coll.,  Camb.,Oct.  1838;  Scholar,  1839;  B.  A.,  1842;  M. 
A.,  1860.  Ordained  Curate  of  Eversley,  Hampshire,  July  1842.  Married  Fanny  Grenfell,  10 
Jan.  1844;  Rector  of  Eversley,  same^ear.  Clerk  in  Orders,  St.  Luke's,  Chelsea,  1844-49. 
Canon  of  Middleham,  1845.  Prof,  of  English  Lit.,  Queen's  Coll.,  Ix)ndon,  1848.  Contrib. 
(under  pseud,  of  "Parson  Lot")  to  "Politics  for  the  People, "  1848;  and  to  "The  Christian 
Socialist, "  1850-51.  Contrib.  to  " Fraser's  Mag., "  1848,  etc.  Ill-health,  winter  1848-49. 
First  visit  to  Continent,  1851.  At  Torquay,  winter  1853-54.  Chaplain  in  Ordinary  to 
the  Queen,  1859.  Prof,  of  Modem  History,  Cambridge,  1860-69.  Increasing  ill-health 
from  1864.  Pres.  of  Social  Science  Congress,  1869.  Canon  of  Chester,  1869.  Visit  to 
West  Indies,  winter  1869-70.  Resided  at  Chester,  May  1870  to  1873.  Pres.  of  Midland 
Institute,  1872.  Canon  of  Westminster,  1873.  Visit  to  America,  1874.  Died,  at  Evers- 
ley, 23  Jan.  1875.  Buried  there.  Works:  "The  Saint's  Tragedv,"  1848;  "Twenty-five 
TiUage  Sermons,"  1849;  "Alton  Locke"  (anon.),  1850;  "Cheap  Clothes  and  Nasty"  (under 
pseu.  "Parson  Lot"),  1850;  "The  Application  of  Associative  .  .  .  Principles  to  Agri- 
culture," 1851;  "Yeast"  (anon.),  (from  "Fraser's  Mag."),  1851;  "The  Message  of  the 
Church  to  Labouring  Men,"  1851;  "Phaethon,"  1852;  "Sermons  on  National  Subjects" 
(2ser.),  1852-54;  "Hypatia"  (from  "Fraser's  Mag."),  1853;  "Alexandria  and  her 
Schools,"  1854;  "Who  causes  Pestilence?"  1854;  "Sermons  for  the  Times,"  1855;  "West- 
ward Ho!"  1855; "Glaucus,"  1855;  "The Heroes,"  1856 [1855]; "Two  Years  Ago, "  1857; 
"Andromeda,"  1858;  "The  Good  News  of  God,"  1859;  "Miscellanies,"  1859;  "The  Limits 
of  Exact  Sciences  as  applied  to  History, "  1860;  "Why  should  we  pray  for  Fair  Weather?" 
1860;  "Town  and  Country  Sermons,"  1861;  "A  Sermon  on  the  death  of  .  .  .  the  Prince 
CJonsort,"  1862  [1861];  "Speech  of  Lord  Dundreary  .  .  .  on  the  great  Hippocampus  ques- 
tion" (anon.),  1862;  "The  Gospel  of  the  Pentateuch,"  1863;  "The  Water  Babies,"  1863; 
"What,  then,  does  Dr.  Newman  mean?"  1864;  "The  Roman  and  the  Teuton,"  1864; 
"Hints  to  Stammerers"  (anon.),  1864;  "David,"  1865;  "Hereward  the  Wake,"  1866;  "The 
Temple  of  Wisdom,"  1866;  "Three  Lectures  on  the  Ancient  Regime,"  1867;  "The  Water 
of  Life,"  1867;  "The  Hermits,"  1868;  "Discipline,"  1868;  "God's  Feast,"  1869;  "Madame 
How  and  Lady  Why,"  1870  [1869];  "At  Last,"  1871;  "Poems,"  1872  [1871];  "Town 
Geology,"  1872;  "Prose  Idylls,"  1873;  "Plays  and  Puritens,"  1873;  "Health  and  Educa- 
tion," 1874;  "Westminster  Sermons,"  1874;  "Lectures  delivered  in  America,"  1875. 
Poslkumaus:  "Letters  to  Young  Men,"  1877;  "True  Words  for  Brave  Men,"  ed.  by  his 
wife,  1878;  "All  Saints'  Day,  and  other  Sermons,"  ed.  by  W.  Harrison,  1878;  "From 
Death  to  life, "  ed.  by  his  wife,  1887.    He  edUed:  Mansfield's  " Paraguay, "  1856;  Tauler's 
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"History  and  Life,"  1857;  Brooke's  "The  Fool  of  Quality,"  1859;  Bunyan's "Pilgrim's 
Progress,"  1860  [1859];  "South  by  West,"  1874.  CoUeeted  Works:  in  28  vols.,  1880-85. 
Life:  "Letters  and  Memories,"  by  his  wife,  1877.— Sharp,  R.  Farquharson,  1897,  A 
Dictionary  of  EnglUh  Authors,  p.  157. 

LEY,  John  Lothrop,  1858,  LeUer  to  ki$ 
Wife,  May  28;  Correspondence^  ed.  Curtis, 
vol.  I,  p.  232. 


PERSONAL 

Charles  Kingsley  spoke  during  two 
hours  and  twenty  minutes,  with  such 
earnestness!  such  conviction!  such  passion! 
such  beauty!  There  is  nothing  like  real 
high  eloquence.  It  is  poetry  living  and 
breathing,  and  carrying  you  on  like  a 
torrent,  in  its  magnificent  course.  Oh,  how 
I  longed  for  you!  There  was  nothing  to 
frighten  any  body.  Of  course  the  princi- 
ples were  large  and  general;  but  the  whole 
address  was  most  concUiatory.  It  was 
power  in  all  its  gentleness.  He  is  a  very 
great  man.— Mitpord,  Mary  Russell, 
1844,  To  Miss  Barren,  Feb.  28;  Life  ed. 
L' Estrange,  vol  n,  p.  272. 

Few  men  have  impressed  me  more 
agreeably  than  Mr.  Kingsley.  He  is  origi- 
nal and  earnest,  and  full  of  a  genial  and 
almost  tender  landliness  which  is  delight- 
ful to  me.  Wild  and  theoretical  in  many 
ways  he  is  of  course,  but  I  believe  he  could 
not  be  otherwise  than  good  and  noble,  let 
him  say  or  dream  what  he  i^ilL— Brown- 
ing, Elizabeth  Barrett,  1852,  To  Mrs. 
Martin,  Sept.  2;  Letters,  ed.  Kenyon,  vol.  n, 
•p.  83. 

He  is  taU,  slender,  with  blue  eyes,  brown 
hair,  and  a  hale,  well-browned  face,  and 
somewhat  loose-jointed  withal.  His  wife 
is  a  real  Spanish  beauty.  How  we  did 
talk  and  go  on  for  three  days!  I  guess  he 
fa  tired.  I'm  sure  we  were.  He  fa  a  nerv- 
ous, excitable  being,  and  talks  with  head, 
shoulders,  arms,  and  hands,  while  hfa 
hesitance  makes  it  the  harder.  Of  hfa 
theology  I  will  say  more  some  other  time. 
He,  also,  has  been  through  the  great  dfa- 
tress,  the  "Conflict  of  Ages,"  but  has  come 
out  at  a  different  end  from  Edward,  and 
stands  with  John  Forster,  though  with 
more  positiveness  than  he.—STOWE,  Har- 
riet Beecher,  1856,  To  Mr.  Stowe,  Nov.  7; 
Life  and  Letters,  ed.  Fields,  p.  227. 

Seems  to  have  a  stuttering  way  with 
him  which  one  would  think  would  inter- 
fere with  that  eloquence  of  preaching  for 
which  he  fa  celebrated.  He  fa  tall,  rather 
thin,  with  commonplace  features,  neither 
handsome  nor  the  reverse,  but  seems  a  good 
fellow,  and  entirely  unparsonical.^MoT- 


He  has  a  little  the  look,  when  he  first 
comes  into  a  room,  of  a  lion— t.  e.  of  one 
who  knows  himself  to  be  a  lion.  But  I 
thought  afterwards  the  impression  might 
be  due  to  the  natural  restlessness  of  hfa 
eye  and  manner— something  of  the  same 
that  Keble  has.  He  fa  a  most  continuous 
talker,  but  fresh  and  interesting,  and  with- 
out affectation;  and  hfa  hesitation  of 
speech  fa  not  so  much  of  a  drawback  as 
you  might  expect.  He  gave  one  the  idea 
of  a  man  who  had  a  real  wfah  to  be  manly 
and  simple-minded,  and  made  that  his 
standard.  He  fa  made,  of  course,  an  im- 
mense deal  of.— MozLEY,  James  Bowling, 
1862,  To  Rev.  R.  W.  Church,  March  31; 
Letters,  ed.  his  Sister,  p.  251. 

A  high  noble  forehead,  large,  earnest, 
deep-set  eyes  (which  the  lithograph  had 
made  hollow  as  if  with  thought  and  work) 
a  firm,  close-shut  mouth,  and  large  and 
powerful  jaw;  here  was  a  poet  as  well  as  a 
parson,  a  fighter  as  well  as  a  writer,  a 
leader  as  well  as  a  priest.  Waving  black 
hair,  now  thinned  by  time,  adorned  the 
head,  and  earnest,  glowing,  lustrous,  and 
true-hearted  eyes  shone  out  from  beneath 
the  forehead,  and  seemed  to  speak  openly 
to  whomsoever  Ifatened,  "Come,  let  us 
work  together  for  the  good  of  mankind. 
Love  me,  for  I  love  you;  or  if  I  can't  con- 
vince you,  then "    Such  was  Charies 

Kingsley,  as  good  and  as  free-natured  a 
soul  as  one  would  care  to  see. — Friswell, 
James  Hain,  1870,  Modem  Men  of  Letters 
Honestly  Criticised,  p.  315. 

Rather  tall,  very  angular,  surprisingly 
awkward,  with  thin,  staggering  legs,  a 
hatchet  face  adorned  with  scraggy  gray 
whfakers,  a  faculty  for  falling  into  the  most 
ungainly  attitudes,  and  making  the  most 
hideous  contortions  of  visage  and  frame; 
with  a  rough  provincial  accent  and  an 
uncouth  way  of  speaking,  which  would  be 
set  down  for  absurd  caricature  on  the 
boards  of  a  comic  theatre;  such  was  the 
appearance  which  the  author  of  "Glaucus" 
and  "Hypatia"  presented  to  hfa  startled 


CHARLES  KINGSLEY 


19 


Audience.  Since  Brougham's  time  nothing 
so  ungainly,  odd,  and  ludicrous  had  been 
displayed  upon  an  English  platform. — Mc- 
Carthy, Justin,  1872,  The  Reverend 
Charles  Kingsley,  Modem  Leaden,  p.  212. 

He  was  what  he  was,  not  by  virtue  of 
his  office,  but  by  virtue  of  what  God  had 
made  him  in  himself.  He  was,  we  might 
almost  say,  a  layman  in  the  guise  or  dis- 
guise— of  a  clergyman — fishing  with  the 
&hermen,  hunting  with  the  huntsmen,  able 
to  hold  his  own  in  tent  and  camp,  with 
eourtier  or  with  soldier;  an  example  that 
a  genial  companion  may  be  a  Christian 
gentleman— that  a  Chnstian  clergym&n 
need  not  be  a  member  of  a  separate  caste, 
And  a  stranger  to  the  common  interests 
of  his  coun&ymen.  Yet  human,  genial 
layman  as  he  was,  he  still  was  not  the  less 
—nay,  he  was  ten  times  more— a  pastor 
than  he  would  have  been  had  he  shut  him- 
self out  from  the  haunts  and  walks  of  men. 
He  was  sent  by  Providence,  as  it  were,  "far 
off  to  the  Gentiles"— far  off,  not  to  other 
lands  or  other  races  of  mankind,  but  far 
off  from  the  usual  sphere  of  minister  or 
priest,  "to  fresh  woods  and  pastures  new/' 
to  find  fresh  worlds  of  thoughts  and  wild 
tracts  of  character,  in  which  he  found  a 
response  to  himself,  because  he  gave  a 
response  to  them.— Stanley,  Arthur 
Penrhyn,  1875,  Funeral  Sermon  on  Canon 
Kingsley  in  Weeimimter  Abbey. 

I  never  thought  to  preach  another  ser- 
mon; but  by  the  freshly  covered  grave  of 
a  friend  all  scruples  and  aU  hesitation 
vanbh.  It  is  a  sad,  sad  task.  .  .  .  "Out  of 
the  abundance  of  the  heart  the  mouth 
speaketh;"  and  if  abounding  sorrow  and 
earnest  love  can  give  me  words  I  will 
strive  to  address  myself  to  the  thoughts  of 
your  hearts.  .  .  .  But  whatever  his  loss 
to  the  Church,  much  greater  is  hb  loss  to 
us — whatever  he  was  to  others,  much 
more  was  he  to  us;  for  he  was  the  teacher 
and  friend  of  every  one  of  us.  Of  every 
one  even  of  those  who  would  none  of  hb 
counsel,  and  despised  hb  reproof;  even  to 
them  he  was  the  earnest  affectionate 
friend.  ...  We  have  known  more  of  him 
than  the  most  constant  reader  of  hb 
works,  or  the  most  ardent  admirer  of  hb 
talents.  For  until  lately  that  the  duties 
of  well-deserved  appointments  took  him 
away,  he  was  always  among  us,  and  Sun- 
<iay  after  Sunday  we  received  hb  teaching. 


You  know  how  we  hung  on  hb  lips.  .  .  . 
Brethren,  I  have  heard  many  preachers, 
but  I  never  heard  one  whose  hearty  yet 
quiet  manner  appealed  more  earnestly  to 
the  mind  and  heart;  or  who  had  in  so  great 
a  degree  the  power  of  explaining  the  truths 
of  Scripture,  and  enforcing  the  practice  of 
its  precepts  in  such  plain  simple  words. 
—Cope,  Sir  William  H.,  1875,  Living 
unto  Ood,  Sermon  Preached  at  Evenley, 
Jan.  31. 

Charles  and  Herbert  Kingsley  were 
brought  to  Hebton  Grammar  School,  in 
Cornwall,  m  the  year  1832.  .  .  .  Charles 
was  a  tall,  slight  boy,  of  keen  visage,  and 
of  great  bodily  activity,  high-«pirited, 
earnest,  and  energetic,  giving  full  promise 
of  the  intellectual  powers,  and  moral  quali- 
ties, by  which  he  was  afterwards  dbtin- 
gubhed.  Though  not  a  close  student,  he 
was  an  eager  reader  and  enquirer,  some- 
times in  very  out  of  the  way  quarters.  I 
once  found  him  busily  engaged  with  an 
old  copy  of  "Porphyry  and  lamblichus," 
which  he  had  ferreted  out  of  my  library. 
Truly  a  remarkable  boy,  original  to  the 
verge  of  eccentricity,  and  yet  a  thorough 
boy,  fond  of  sport,  and  up  to  any  enter- 
prise—a genuine  out-of-doors  Englbh  boy. 
—Coleridge,  Derwent,  1875,  Letter  to 
Mrs.  Kingsley,  Oct,  7;  Charles  Kingsley, 
his  Letters  and  Memories  of  his  Life,  ed.  his 
Wife,  vol.  I,  p.  23. 

With  regard  to  hb  moral  qualities,  he 
was  a  singularly  affectionate  man— very 
earnest,  very  kindly,  feeling  deeply  for  the 
labours  and  sufferings  of  others,  and 
thoroughly  devoted  to  the  welfare  of  the 
poor.  He  was,  indeed,  the  model  of  a 
parish  priest;  and,  considering  the  tempta- 
tions to  higher  flights  which  genius  always 
offers,  that  he  should  have  fulfilled  these 
humbler  duties  so  admirably  b  deserving 
of  the  highest  prabe.— Helps,  Sir  Ar- 
thur, 1875,  Charles  Kingsley,  Macmillan's 
Magazine,  vol.  31,  p.  376. 

Kingsley 's  conversational  powers  [1849] 
were  very  remarkable.  In  the  first  place 
he  had,  as  may  be  easily  understood  by 
the  readers  of  hb  books,  a  rare  command 
of  racy  and  correct  Englbh,  while  he  was 
so  many  sided  that  he  could  take  keen 
interest  in  almost  any  subject  which 
attracted  those  about  him.  He  had  read, 
and  read  much,  not  only  in  matters  which 
every  one  ought  to  know,  but  had  gone 
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deeply  into  many  out-of-the-way  and  un- 
expected studies.  Old  medicine,  magic, 
the  occult  properties  of  plants,  folklore, 
mesmerism,  nooks  and  bye-ways  of  history, 
old  legends;  on  all  these  he  was  at  home. 
On  the  habits  and  dispositions  of  animals 
he  would  talk  as  though  he  were  that 
king  in  the  Arabian  Nights  who  under- 
stood the  language  of  beasts,  or  at  least 
had  lived  among  the  gypsies  who  loved 
him  so  weD.  The  stammer,  which  in  those 
days  was  so  much  more  marked  than  in 
later  years,  and  which  was  a  serious  dis- 
comfort to  himself,  was  no  drawback  to 
the  charm  of  his  conversation.  ...  No 
man  loved  a  good  story  better  than  he,  but 
there  was  always  in  what  he  told  or  what 
he  suffered  himself  to  hear,  a  good  and 
pure  moral  underlying  what  might  be 
coarse  in  expression.  While  he  would 
laugh  with  the  keenest  sense  of  amusement 
at  what  might  be  simply  broad,  he  had  the 
most  utter  scorn  and  loathing  for  all  that 
could  debase  and  degrade.  And  he  was 
the  most  reverent  of  men,  though  he 
would  say  things  which  seemed  daring 
because  people  were  unaccustomed  to 
hear  sacred  things  named  without  a  pious 
snufBe.  This  great  reverence  led  him  to 
be  even  unjust  to  some  of  the  greatest 
humourists.— Paul,  C.  Kegan,  1876,  Let- 
ter to  Mrs.  Kingsley;  Charles  Kingsley,  his 
Letters  and  Memories  of  his  Life,  ed.  his 
Wife,  vol  I,  pp.  225,  227. 

All  I  saw  of  him  left  upon  me  the  feeling 
that  I  was  in  contact  with  a  powerfully 
earnest  and  reverent  spirit.  His  heart 
seemed  overcharged  with  interest  in  the 
welfare,  physical,  moral  and  spiritual,  of 
his  race.  I  was  conscious  in  his  presence 
of  the  bracing  atmosphere  of  a  noble  na- 
ture. He  seemed  to  me  one  of  the  manliest 
of  men.  I  forbear  to  speak  of  the  high 
estimate  which,  in  common  with  all  Eng- 
lish-speaking people,  I  place  upon  his 
literary  life-work.  My  copy  of  his  "Hypa- 
tia"  is  worn  by  frequent  perusal,  and  the 
echoes  of  his  rare  and  beautiful  lyrics 
never  die  out  of  my  memory.  But  since 
I  have  seen  him,  the  man  seems  greater 
than  the  author.— WnnnER,  John  Green- 
leaf,  1876,  Ijetter  to  Mrs.  Kingsley,  Life 
and  Letters,  ed.  Piekard,  vol.  n,  p.  627. 

The  green  turf  round  the  grave  was  soon 
worn  by  the  tread  of  many  footsteps;  for 
months   a  day   seldom   passed   without 


strangers  being  seen  in  the  churchyard. 
On  Bank  holidays  numbers  would  come 
to  see  his  last  resting-place— little  children 
who  had  loved  the  "Waterbabies,"  and 
the  "Heroes,"  would  kneel  down  rever- 
ently and  look  at  the  beautiful  wreaths 
of  flowers,  which  kind  hands  had  placed 
there,  while  the  gipsies  never  passed  the 
gate  without  turning  in  to  stand  over  the 
grave  in  silence,  sometimes  scattering 
wild  flowers  there,  believing,  as  they  do, 
to  use  their  own  strange  words,  that  "he 
went  to  heaven  on  the  prayers  of  the 
gipsies."— Kingsley,  Mrs.  Charles,  1876, 
ed.  Charles  Kingsley,  his  Letters  and  Mem- 
ories  of  his  Life,  vol.  ii,  p.  476. 

That  somewhat  severe  face  belied  one 
of  the  kindest  hearts  that  ever  beat;  yet 
the  handsome  and  chivalrous  features  not 
unvorthily  expressed  one  of  the  truest, 
bravest,  and  noblest  of  souls.  Kingsley 
could  not  have  done  a  mean  or  false  thing: 
by  his  make  it  was  as  impossible  as  that 
water  should  run  up  hill.— Boyd,  Andrew 
H.  .K.,  1877,  Charles  Kingsley,  Eraser's 
Magazine,  vol.  95,  p.  255. 

I  have  read  every  word  of  Canon  Kings- 
ley's  "Life  and  Letters,"  and  thought 
better  of  him  for  reading  it.  He  was  very 
decided  in  his  opinions,  but  very  modest 
in  his  notion  of  his  own  merits;  and,  though 
conservative  in  regard  to  the  Anglican 
Church,  tolerant  and  kind  to  those  who  did 
not  agree  with  him.  He  was  a  friend  to 
the  humbler  classes,  and  a  most  faithful 
and  sympathetic  pastor,  wearing  out  his 
life  for  his  flock;  yet  I  cannot  see  that  he 
contemplated  doing  them  any  good,  save 
by  personal  effort  and  kind  attentions. 
I  do  not  And  in  any  part  of  the  memoir 
that  he  sought  to  improve  the  institutions 
under  which  the  working  class  in  England 
had  been  kept  poor  and  degraded.  But 
his  personal  attentions  with  respect  to 
their  comfort,  their  health,  their  spiritual 
condition,  and  their  mental  improvement, 
were  constant,  and  these,  along  with  his 
literary  labors,  undermined  his  health  and 
broke  it  down  once  in  two  or  three  years. 
He  was  a  worn-out  man  when  he  came  to 
America.  But  read  the  book,  if  you  can 
get  it.  If  you  skip  anything,  skip  the 
letters  in  which  he  tries  to  be  jocular  and 
runs  into  slang— mere  slang,  which  he 
seems  to  take  for  fun.— Bryant,  WnxiAM 
CULLEN,  1877,  To  Miss  J.  Dewey,  June  2; 
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William  CuUen  Bryant,  A  Biography  hy 
Godwin,  vol.  n,  p.  383. 

He  appears  to  us  as  a  man  of  an  ex- 
tremely vigorous  temperament  and  a 
decidedly  simple  intellect,  with  an  appre- 
ciation of  natural  things  and  a  power  of 
expr^sing  the  pleasure  of  natural  science 
that  amount  almost  to  genius,  together 
with  an  adoration  of  all  things  English  and 
Anglican  which  almost  assimilates  him  to 
the  typicsl  John  Bull  of  foreign  caricature, 
and  a  hatred  of  "Popery"  which  strongly 
confirms  this  resemblance.  His  strongest 
quality  was  his  great  personal  energy, 
which  evidently  had  an  influence  of  an 
agreeable  and  improving  sort  upon  those 
with  whom  he  came  into  contact.— James, 
Henry,  1877,  Charles  Kingsley's  Life  and 
Letters,  The  Nation,  vol.  24,  p.  60. 

The  life  of  this  almost  unique  man  will  do 
much  to  give  cheer  and  hope  to  the  world's 
toilers  of  every  grade;  it  will  open  the  hearts 
of  multitudes  to  the  teachings  of  Christian- 
ity who  would  be  repelled  by  the  severities 
of  other  schools.  We  welcome  it  as  a  voice 
of  gladness  and  melody.— Putnam,  James 
0.,  1877-80,  Charles  Kingsley;  Addresses, 
Speeches  and  Miscellanies,  p.  220. 

Charles  Eingpley,  who  had  shared  his 
[Carlyle's]  reaction  in  political  affairs,  kept 
away  from  him  a  good  deal  in  later  years  be- 
cause he  felt  himself  to  be  one  of  the  large 
number  implicitly  arraigned  in  the  "Life  of 
Sterling"  as  the  disappointed  young  ladies 
who  h^  taken  the  veil.  But  Carlyle  al- 
ways spoke  affectionately  of  Kingsley.  "I 
havea  very  vivid  remembrance,"  he  once 
said,  "of  Charles  coming  with  his  mother 
to  see  me.  A  lovely  woman  she  was,  with 
large,  clear  eyes,  a  somewhat  pathetic  ex- 
pression of  countenance,  sincerely  in- 
terested in  all  religious  questions.  The 
delicate  boy  she  brought  with  her  had 
much  the  same  expression,  and  sat  listen- 
ing with  intense  and  silent  interest  to  all 
that  was  said.  He  was  always  of  an  eager, 
loving,  poetic  nature.  "—-Conway,  Mon- 
CURE  Daniel,  1881,  Thomas  Carlyle,  p.  69. 

Charles  Kingsley  has  been  one  of  the 
Forces  of  the  present  generation.  He  liter- 
ally pitched  heart-foremost,  if  not  head- 
foremost, into  all  the  social,  scientific,  and 
political  problems,  thoughtfully  discussed 
by  the  more  careful  thinkers  of  the  time,  as 
a  kind  of  "free  lance,"  committed  from  the 
start  to  a  championship  of  the  emotional 


side  of  every  question  which  his  calmer  con* 
temporaries  were  inclined  to  consider  from 
its  reasonable  side.  If  the  difficulties  which 
trouble  all  thinking-men  in  their  endeavors 
to  advance  the  human  race  could  be  over- 
come by  gushes  of  philanthropic  senti- 
ment, Kingsley  would  have  rapidly  risen 
to  be  the  first  man  of  his  time.  .  .  .  The 
real  lesson  taught  by  Charles  Kingsley's  life 
is  this:  that  he  was  the  most  impulsive,  the 
most  inconsistent,  the  most  passionate,  and, 
at  heart,  the  most  conscientious,  of  human 
beings.  .  .  .  Kingsley  never  arrived  at  in- 
tellectual and  moral  manhood.  He  was  a 
boy,— a  grand,  a  glorious  boy,  when  he 
first  appeared  as  a  dogmatic  man,  assuming 
to  direct  English  thought;  and  a  boy,  a 
splendid  boy,  he  remained  to  the  last  year 
of  his  life.  All  his  vagaries  of  opinion  and 
sentiment,  all  the  strange  inconsistencies  of 
his  career,  all  the  sense  and  all  the  nonsense 
which  alternately  shocked  or  attracted  his 
contemporaries,  were  properly  to  be  re- 
ferred to  the  plain  fact  that  he  never  be- 
came a  mature  man.  All  the  learning  he 
acquired,  all  the  experience  of  life  he  ac- 
cumulated through  long  years,  all  his  con- 
tacts and  collisions  ^dth  the  minds  of 
friends  who  represented  the  most  advanced 
intellect  of  the  age,  never  could  cure  him 
of  the  boyish  defect  of  substituting  im- 
pulse for  intelligence,  even  in  the  consider- 
ation of  those  complicated  problems  in 
which  intelligence  should  manifestly  be 
the  supreme  guide  and  arbiter.— WrappLE, 
Edwin  Percy,  1885,  Some  Noted  Princes, 
Authors,  and  Statesmen  of  Our  Time,  ed. 
Parton,  pp.  230, 231. 

It  is  pleasing  to  recall  the  distinguished 
rector's  attachment  to  dumb  animals 
among  the  traits  of  his  every-day  life.  Like 
Mrs.  Somerville,  he  believed  that  some  of 
the  created  beings  inferior  to  man  were 
destined  to  share  the  blessings  of  a  future 
state  of  existence.  His  dog  and  his  horse 
were  his  friends.  As  a  perfect  horseman, 
possessing  the  patience  and  much  of  the 
skill  of  a  Rarey,  he  was  a  pattern  to  all  who 
ride,  reasoning  with  the  animal  he  gov- 
erned, and  talking  to  it  in  gentle  tones, 
mindful  that  the  panic-fear  both  of  horses 
and  children  is  increased  by  harsh  punish- 
ment.—Evershed,  Henry,  1886,  CaTion 
Kingsley,  National  Review. 

No  man  was  ever  more  sensitive  to  public 
opinion— felt  its  censure  more  keenly,  or 
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enjoyed  its  applause  more  frankly  than  he. 
He  has  often  lamented  his  sensitiveness  to 
me,  and  that  he  ''was  bred  to  think  first, 
not  whether  a  thing  was  right  or  wrong  but, 
what  Lady  A  or  Mr.  B  would  say  about  it. " 
And  yet  with  all  this  sensitiveness  it  would 
be  hard  to  find  any  man  of  our  time  who 
was  less  warped  by  it— who  wavered  less  in 
saying  or  doing  the  word  or  thing  which  he 
felt  it  was  true  and  right  to  say  or  do, 
looking  the  storm,  which  he  knew  it  would 
bring  about  his  ears,  straight  in  the  face  all 
the  time.  I  am  not  aware  that  this  has  ever 
been  fairly  brought  out,  and  it  deserves  a 
prominent  place  in  studying  and  estimating 
his  life's  work.  ...  I  don't  think  anyone 
can  appreciate  Charles  Kingsley  rightly 
who  is  not  aware  of  or  does  hot  take  into 
account  this  almost  painful  sensitiveness.— 
Hughes,  Thomas,  1892,  Charlez  Kingsleyy 
Novelist,  a  Lecture  by  J.  A.  R,  Marriott, 
Prefatory  Note,  p.  iv. 

In  all  nature  he  saw  something  to  ad- 
mire, and  his  walks,  to  him,  were  as  poems. 
On  his  lawn  dwelt  a  family  of  toads,  that 
lived  on  from  year  to  year  in  the  same  hole 
in  the  green  bank,  which  the  sc3rthe  was 
never  allowed  to  approach.  He  had  two 
little  friends  in  a  pair  of  sand  wasps,  which 
lived  in  a  crack  of  the  window  in  his  dress- 
ing-room; one  of  which  he  had  rescued 
from  drowning  in  a  hand  basin,  taking  it 
out  tenderly  and  putting  it  in  the  siinslune 
to  dry..  The  little  fly-catcher  which  built  its 
nest  every  year  under  his  bedroom  window 
was  a  constant  joy  to  him.  He  had  also  a 
favourite  slow-worm  in  the  churchyard, 
which  his  parishioners  were  warned  not  to 
kill.  Such  tastes  he  encouraged  in  his  chil- 
dren, and  in  the  lads  of  the  village,  teaching 
them  to  love  and  handle  gently,  without 
disgust,  all  living  things,— toads,  beeUes, 
frogs,  etc.,  as  being  works  and  wonders 
from  the  hands  of  a  living  God;  and  though 
ail  this  was  true,  and  that  he  loved  such 
humble  creatures,  yet  to  spiders  he  had  the 
greatest  aversion.— Day,  George,  1896, 
Naturalists  and  their  Investigations,  p.  148. 

His  keen  interest  in  country  sport,  and  in 
.  country  pursuits  generally,  enabled  him  to 
83anpathize  with  country  gentiemen  and 
sportsmen  of  all  grades,  and  with  agricultur- 
ists, farmers,  and  labourers  alike;  and  his 
soldierly  instincts,  which  he  never  lost, 
drew  to  him  the  soldier  class,  both  officers 
and  men,  whom  the  neighbourhood  of 


Eversley  to  Aldershot  gave  him  rare  oppor- 
tunities of  influencing.  Hence,  men  were 
affected  by  him  as  they  had  not  been 
affected  by  clergymen  before;  and  he  was 
regarded  as  the  apostie  of  "muscular  Chris- 
tianity," a  term  which  he  thought  most 
offensive,  but  which  was  understood  at  any 
rate  by  many,  in  a  complimentary,  not  an 
offensive  sense.— Overton,  John  Hkxry, 
1897,  The  Church  in  England,  vol.  ii,  p.  391. 

At  Westminster  he  preached  again  many 
of  the  sermons  which  he  had  preached  at 
Chester,  and  they  produced  a  profound 
effect.  It  was  curious  to  see  him  stand  in 
the  pulpit  and  gaze  round  him  on  the  vast 
congregations  with  something  of  anxious 
curiosity.  He  felt  the  responsibility  of  those 
occasions,  but  he  managed  to  create  a  sort 
of  electric  sympathy  between  his  hearers 
and  himself— a  sympathy  caused  by  the 
depth  of  his  sincerity  and  earnestness. 
Farrar,  Frederic  William,  1897,  Men  I 
have  Known,  p.  281. 

Kingsley  was  a  great  martyr  to  stammer- 
ing, it  often  was  torture  to  him  in  a  lively 
conversation  to  keep  us  all  waiting  till  his 
thoughts  could  break  through  again.  In 
church,  however,  whether  he  was  reading 
or  speaking  extempore,  there  was  no  sign  of 
stammering;  apparently  there  was  no  effort 
to  overcome  it.  But  when  he  walked  home 
from  church  he  would  say:  "Oh,  let  me 
stammer  now,  you  won't  mind  it. "— MuL- 
LER,  Friedrich  Max,  1898,  Auld  Lang 
Syne,  p.  109. 

THE  SAINT'S  TRAGEDY 
1848 

We  stayed  at  home  reading  the  "Saint's 
Tragedy"  by  Charles  Kingsley;  the  story 
of  St.  Elizabeth  of  Hungary,  put  into  dra- 
matic form  with  great  power.  I  wish  I  had 
hit  upon  this  theme  for  my  Golden  Legend, 
the  mediaeval  part  of  my  Trilogy.  It  is 
nobler  and  more  characteristic  than  my 
obscure  legend.  Strange,  that  while  I  was 
writing  a  dramatic  poem  illustrating  the 
Middle  Ages,  Kingsley  should  have  been 
doing  the  same,  and  that  we  should  have 
chosen  precisely  the  same  period,  about 
1230.  His  poem  was  published  first,  but  I 
never  saw  it,  or  a  review  of  it,  till  two  days 
ago.— Longfellow,  Henrt  Wadsworth, 
1852,  Journal,  April  2;  Life,  ed,  Longfellow, 
vol.  II,  p.  219. 

When  Mr.  Kingsley  published  his  first 
poem,  **The  Saint's  Tragedy,"  I  was  vain 
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and  conceited  enough  to  write  a  preface  to 
it.  Soon  enough  the  public  had  sense  to 
perceive  that,  if  recommendations  were 
wanted,  I  should  rather  have  begged  one 
from  him;  soon  enough  I  gave  such  offence 
to  the  public  as  would  have  rendered  any 
reconmiendations  of  mine  very  damaging 
to  the  person  who  received  them.  That 
damage  Mr.  Kingsley  has  suffered,  and  has 
borne  with  kindness  and  generosity  of 
which  I  may  be  excused  for  attempting  to 
speak.— Maurice,  Frederick  Denison, 
1859,  Mt.  Kingsley  and  the  "Saturday  Re- 
view," MaemiUan's  Magazine ,  vol.  1,  p.  118. 

It  contained  not  only  poetry  of  a  very 
high  order,  but  its  character  and  its  comedy 
are  equally  good.— Friswell,  James  Hain, 
1870,  Modem  Men  of  Letters  Honestly  Critir 
dsed,  p.  322. 

The  work  by  which  his  reputation  in  the 
world  of  letters  was  first  established,  and  is 
likely  to  be  longest  maintained. — Martin, 
Sm  Theodore,  1879,  The  Life  of  His  Royal 
Highness  the  Prince  Consort,  vol.  IV,  p.  283. 

When  the  time  has  come  for  the  literary 
history  of  England  in  the  nineteenth  cen- 
tury to  be  written  by  a  competent  hand, 
the  "Saint's  Tragedy"  will  in  it  occupy  an 
honoured  place  as  a  powerful  dramatic  ex- 
pression of  the  social  aspirations,  from  a  re- 
ligious point  of  view,  in  1848,  as  conceived 
not  too  clearly,  but  entertained  none  the 
less  fervently  by  one  of  the  most  generous 
spirits  of  that  time. — Kaupmann,  MORITZ, 
1892,  Charles  Kingsley,  Christian  Socialist 
and  Social  Reformer,  p.  74. 

ALTON  LOCKE 
1850 

As  for  "Alton  Locke,"  I  totally  forget 
all  the  miraculous  part,  and  only  read  it  as 
an  intensely,  frightfully  practical  book,  and 
bought  a  more  expensive  pair  of  boots  in 
consequence!— Fox,  Caroline,  1853,  Let- 
ter to  E.  T.  Came,  Jan,  19;  Memories  of  Old 
Friends,  ed.  Pym,  p.  307.  t 

Nowhere  can  you  find  any  proof  that  the 
author  is  able  to  think  about  anything.  An 
idea  strikes  him;  he  seizes  it,  and,  to  use 
Hawthorne's  expression,  "wields  it  like  a 
flail. "  Then  he  throws  it  down  and  takes 
up  something  else,  to  employ  it  in  the  same 
wild  and  incoherent  fashion.  This  is  Kings- 
ley  all  out,  and  always.  He  is  not  content 
with  developing  his  one  only  gift  of  any 
literary  value— the  capacity  to  paint  big, 


striking  pictures  with  a  strong  glare  or 
glow  on  them.  He  firmly  believes  himself 
a  profound  philosopher  and  social  re- 
former, and  he  will  insist  on  obtruding  be- 
fore the  world  on  all  occasions  his  abso- 
lute incapacity  for  any  manner  of  reason- 
ing on  any  subject  whatsoever.  Wild  with 
intellectual  egotism,  and  blind  to  all  teach- 
ing from  without,  Kingsley  rushes  at  great 
and  difficult  subjects  head  downwards  like 
a  bull.— McCarthy,  Justin,  1872,  The 
Reverend  Charles  Kingsley,  Modem  Leaders, 
p.  216. 

"Alton  Locke"  may  be  fairly  regarded 
as  his  best  piece  of  work.  .  .  .  With  all  the 
genuine  force  of  "Alton  Locke  "—and  no 
living  novelist  has  excelled  the  vividness  of 
certain  passages— there  is  an  unsatisfactory 
side  to  the  whole  performance.  It  is  marred 
by  the  feverishness  which  inspires  most  of 
his  work.  There  is  an  attempt  to  crowd  too 
much  into  the  space,  and  the  emphasis 
sometimes  remains  when  the  power  is  flag- 
ging. Greater  reserve  of  power  and  more  at- 
tention to  unity  of  effect  would  have  been 
required  to  make  it  a  really  great  book. — 
Stephen,  Leslie,  1877-92,  Hours  in  a 
Library,  vol.  ni,  pp,  47,  52. 

As  a  novel  it  is  almost  a  failure,  but  not  so 
as  a  propagandist  work  of  fiction.  In  its 
presentation  of  fact  it  is  a  complete  success. 
In  the  description  of  fetid  and  filthy  work- 
shops and  fever  dens  of  the  sweaters,  in  its 
exposure  of  the  causes  which  turned  honest 
and  peaceable  workmen  into  conspirators, 
the  author  of  "Alton  Locke"  did  the  work 
of  half  a  dozen  labour  commissions,  and  did 
it  much  more  effectually  by  appealing  in 
fervid  tones  of  passionate  sympathy  to  the 
well-to-do  people  of  his  day,  calling  upon 
them  to  rescue  their  fellow-men  from  de- 
struction of  soul  and  body,  and  stimulating 
private  and  public  philanthropy  to  set 
about  and  face  the  social  problem  with 
honesty  of  purpose.— Kaufmann,  Moritz, 
1892,  Charles  Kingsley,  Christian  Socialist 
and  Social  Reformer,  p.  130. 

We  can  make  sure  of  the  fact  that  "Al- 
ton Locke"  has  been  potent  as  a  twofold 
protest:  first  against  the  cruel  exploitation 
of  labor,  and  second  against  the  misdi- 
rected resentment  of  the  sufferers.  Its  in- 
surrection is  on  a  far  broader  ground,  and 
with  a  much  wider  intention  than  that  of 
"Jane  E\Te. "  It  is  human  and  that  is  per- 
sonal; but  because  humanity  is   still   so 
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much  weaker  than  personality,  it  has 
probably  influenced  vastly  fewer  readers. 
Then,  it  has  failed  of  equal  influence,  un- 
doubtedly, because  it  is  not  of  equal  art.  It 
is  a  polemic,  in  which  all  the  characters,  of 
whatever  party  they  apparently  are,  are 
always  arguing  for  the  author.  .  .  .  Neither 
Lillian  Winnstay,  the  shallow-hearted,  ro- 
mantic beauty,  who  flatters  the  poor  poet 
by  her  pleasure  in  his  verse  and  his  pic- 
turesque personality,  nor  Eleanor  Staunton, 
who  snubs  him  for  his  good,  but  is  really  his 
friend,  and  the  faithful  friend  of  all  the 
poor,  is  more  than  an  illustration.— How- 
ells,  William  Dean,  1901,  Heroines  of 
Fiction,  vol.  n,  pp.  3, 4. 

YEAST 
1851 

Canon  Kingsley  will  be  remembered 
longest  by  "Yeast"  and  "Alton  Locke,"  the 
works  of  his  "Sturm  und  Drang"  period  as 
"the  Chartist  Parson,"  before  he  had  found 
a  solution  for  everything.  They  are  too 
bizarre  to  be  permanently  popular,  but 
bizarre  as  they  are,  they  are  unmistakably 
powerful,  and  probably  did  much  in  their 
day  to  loosen  the  crust  of  callous  prejudice 
into  which  the  self-complacency  of  the 
comfortable  classes  always  tends  to  harden. 
If  everyone  had  worked  as  hard  as  Canon 
Kingsley  to  remedy  the  grievances  which 
once  excited  him,  it  could  not  be  said  that 
he  was  premature  in  ceasing  to  be  a  revolu- 
tionist.—SiMCOX,  George  Augustus,  1875, 
The  Late  Canon  Kingsley^  The  Academy, 
vol.  7,  p.  115. 

The  verses  given  to  Tregarva  in  "  Yeast" 
sum  up  his  diagnosis  of  the  social  disease 
with  admirable  vigour.  Many  scenes  in  that 
rather  chaotic  story  are  equally  vivid  in 
their  presentation  of  the  facts.  The  de- 
scription of  the  village  feast  is  a  bit  of 
startingly  impressive  realism.  The  poor, 
sodden,  hopeless,  spiritless  peasantry  con- 
soling themselves  with  strong  drink  and 
brutal  songs,  open  to  no  impressions  of 
beauty,  with  no  sense  of  the  romantic  ex- 
cept in  lawless  passion,  and  too  beaten 
down  to  have  even  a  thought  of  rebellion 
except  in  the  shape  of  agrarian  outrage,  are 
described  with  singular  force. — Stephen, 
Leslie,  1877-92,  Hours  in  a  Library,  vol. 
m,  p.  51. 

"Yeast"  is  a  book  very  difiicult  to  clas- 
sify. It  is  not  exactly  a  novel,  it  Ls  more 
than  a  "Dialogue,"  it  is  too  romantic  for  a 


sermon,  it  is  too  imaginative  for  a  pamph- 
let, it  is  too  full  of  action  for  a  political  and 
social  treatise.  Incongruous  as  it  is,  it  is 
interesting  and  effective,  and  contains  some 
of  Kingsley's  best  work.  It  has  some  of  his 
most  striking  verses,  some  of  his  finest 
pictures  of  scenery,  many  of  his  most  elo- 
quent thoughts,  all  his  solid  ideas,  the  pas- 
sion of  his  youth,  and  the  first  glow  of  his 
enthusiasm.  It  was  written  before  he  was 
thirty,  before  he  thought  himself  to  be  a 
philosopher,  before  he  professed  to  be  en- 
trusted with  a  direct  message  from  God.— 
Harrison,  Frederic,  1895,  Studies  in 
Early  Victorian  Literature,  p.  175. 

HYPATIA 
1858 
"Hypatia"  never  came;  but  I  cannot 
afford  to  be  without  it.  Part  of  the  con- 
clusion seems  to  me  particularly  valuable. 
I  mean  the  talk  of  the  Christianized  Jew  to 
the  classic  boy.  Hypatia's  mistreatment  by 
the  Alexandrians  I  found  almost  too  hor- 
rible. It  b  very  powerful  and  tragic;  but  I 
objected  to  the  word  "naked."  Pelagia's 
nakedness  has  nothing  which  revolts  one 
...  but  I  really  was  hurt  at  having  Hy- 
patia stript,  tho'  I  see  that  it  adds  to  the 
tragic,  and  the  picture  as  well  as  the  moral 
is  a  fine  one.— Tenntson,  Alfred  Lord, 
1853,  To  Charles  Kingsley;  Alfred  Lord  Ten- 
nyson, A  Memoir  by  his  Son,  vol.  l,  p.  367. 

You  have  performed  a  great  and  lasting 
work,  but  it  is  a  bold  undertaking.  You 
fire  over  the  heads  of  the  public,  oZm  wv 
avOpwroi  curiv,  as  Nestor  says,  the  pigmies  of 
the  circulating  library.  Besides,  you  have 
(pardon  me)  wronged  your  own  child  most 
cruelly.  Are  you  aware  that  many  people 
object  to  reading  or  allowing  it  to  be  read, 
because,  the  author  says  in  the  Preface,  it  is 
not  written  for  those  of  pure  mind?  My 
daughters  exclaimed  when  they  read  that  in 
the  Preface,  after  having  read  to  their 
manmia  the  whole  in  numbers  to  general 
edification,  as  they  do  Bible  and.  Shak- 
speare  every  day.  I  should  wish  you  to 
have  said,  that  in  describing  and  picturing 
an  age  like  that,  there  must  be  here  and 
there  nudities  as  in  nature  and  as  in  the 
Bible.  Nudities  there  are  because  there  is 
truth.  For  God's  sake,  let  that  Preface  not 
come  before  Germany  without  some  modi- 
fied expression.  Impure  must  be  the  minds 
who  can  be  offended  or  hurt  by  your  pic- 
ture! What  offends  and  hurts  is  the  modem 
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LustemheU,  that  veiling  over  indecency, 
exciting  imagination  to  draw  off  the  veil  in 
order  to  see  not  God's  naked  nature,  but 
corrupted  man's  indecency.  Forgive  that  I 
take  the  child's  part  against  the  father  I  But, 
indeed,  that  expression  is  not  the  right,  and  • 
imjust  to  yourself,  and  besides  highly 
detrimental  to  the  book.— Bunsen,  Cmus- 
TiAN  Karl  Josias  Baron,  1853,  Letter  to 
Kingskyy  May;  Charles  Kingskyf  his  Letters 
and  Memories  of  his  Life,  ed.  his  Wife,  vol. 
I,  p.  367. 

He  leaves  himself  very  much  in  the  case 
of  him  who  wrote  a  severe  attack  upon 
himself  and  neglected  the  intended  vindi- 
cation. We  see  the  evil  in  full  operation, 
there  is  a  dramatic  exhibition  of  that;  but 
we  discover  only  from  a  few  didactic  bdnts, 
that  matters  would  have  been  mended  by  a 
different  state  of  circumstances.  With  all 
its  gorgeousness  of  coloring,  and  sustained 
intensity  of  interest^  and  general  correct- 
ness of  conclusion,  ''Hypatia"  must  be  pro- 
nounced a  failure.— Baynb,  Peter,  1858, 
Essays  in  Biography  and  Criticwn,  Second 
Series,  p.  36. 

It  is  difficult  to  believe  that,  either  in 
"Hypatia"  or  in  "Two  Years  Ago,"  he  had 
laid  his  plot  beforehand:  in  "Yeast"  there 
does  not  pretend  to  be  any  plot  at  all. 
"Hypatia"  especially  nught  have  been  so 
grand,  and  is  so  disappointing.  There  is  a 
consummate  mastery  of  the  costume  and 
character  of  the  epoch;  there  are  magnifi- 
cent materials  of  character  and  fancy 
brought  together  to  the  workshop;  there 
are  gorgeous  descriptions  of  external  beauty ; 
there  are  individual  scenes  of  thrilling  in- 
terest; there  are  wonderful  glimpses  both 
of  thought  and  passion.  .  .  .  The  incon- 
siderate confusion  in  which  the  incidents  of 
the  story  jostle  and  stumble  over  one  an- 
other, and  the  indistinctness  with  which 
many  of  them  are  told,  compel  us  to  re- 
serve our  admiration  for  particular  scenes 
and  portions,  and  render  it  impossible  to 
praise  the  work  as  a  whole.  .  .  .  Still,  with 
all  its  faults,  it  is  unquestionably  a  work  of 
genius;  but  of  genius  in  a  hurry, — of  genius, 
as  it  were,  shut  up  without  fire  or  candle, 
like  an  inharmonious  jury,  and  compelled 
to  complete  its  task  before  it  can  regain  its 
liberty.— Greg,  William  Rathbone,  1860- 
73,  Kingsley  and  Carlyle,  Literary  and  So- 
cial Judgments,  p.  139. 

It  was  his  moral  enthusiasm,  which,  in 
the  pages  of  "Hypatia"  has  scathed  with 


an  everlasting  brand  the  name  of  the  Alex- 
andrian CyrU  and  his  followers,  for  their 
outrages  on  humanity  and  morality  in  the 
name  of  a  hollow  Christianity  and  a  spu- 
rious orthodoxy.  Read,  if  you  would  learn 
some  of  the  most  impressive  lessons  of 
Ecclesiastical  history.— Read  and  inwardly 
dieest  those  pages,  perhaps  the  most  power- 
ful he  ever  wrote  which  close  that  wonder- 
ful story  by  discriminating  the  destinies 
which  awaited  each  of  its  characters  as  they 
passed,  one  after  another,  "each  to  his  own 
place."  —  Stanley,  Arthur  Penrhyn, 
1875,  Funeral  Sermon  on  Canon  Kingsley  in 
Westmimter  Abbey. 

Among  Kingsley's  works,  "Hypatia"  b 
probably  the  one  most  widely  known  and 
appreciated,  not  only  in  England,  but  in 
Germany,  France,  and  Italy  sdso.  Though 
a  mere  novel,  it  represents  the  struggle  of 
the  old  Greek  world  with  the  new  powers  of 
Christendom  with  truly  dramatic  art.— 
Muller,  Friedrich  Max,  1877-84,  Bio- 
graphical Essays,  p.  366. 

Apart  from  its  other  merits,  many  and 
conspicuous,  "Hypatia"  remains  a  monu- 
ment of  painstaking  research.  I  should 
hesitate  indeed  to  pledge  myself  to  the  ac- 
curacy of  the  minute  deUils— though  Kings- 
ley  took  extraordinary  pains  to  attain  it- 
er even  to  the  broad  truth  of  the  historical 
portraiture;  it  may  be,  as  some  one  has 
said,  that  a  sound  historian  would  shudder 
at  innumerable  anachronisms  and  pick  holes 
in  every  paragraph,  but  all  I  say  is,  pro- 
duce me  the  "sound  historian"  who  knew 
that  period  as  Kingsley  knew  it,  prodlice 
me  the  man  as  deeply  read  as  Kingsuey  was 
in  the  Alexandrine  mystics,  and  then  we 
will  argue  about  details.  Meanwhile,  in 
"Hypatia"  we  undoubtedly  possess  a 
wonderfully  vivid— and  in  the  main  an  ac- 
curate picture  of  one  of  the  most  important, 
pregnant,  fateful  epochs  in  the  history  of 
the  world— a  period  which  witnessed  the 
death  agonies  of  the  Great  Empire  of  the 
past,  which  saw  the  struggling  to  the  birth 
of  the  new  and  vigorous  nationalities  of  the 
future.— Marriott,  J.  A.  R.,  1892,  Charles 
Kingsley  Novelist,  A  Lecture,  p.  29. 

The  summer  of  1863  added  a  third  con- 
test, which  was  provoked  by  the  same 
theological  bitterness.  -  Stanley  and  Dr. 
LiddelT  had  proposed  that  the  University 
should  confer  the  honorary  degree  of  D.  C.  L. 
on  the  Rev.  Charles  Kingsley.  The  pro- 
posal was  resisted  by  Dr.  Pusey,  partly  on 
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the  ground  of  Eingsley's  universalism,  but 
more  particularly  on  the  ground  that  '*  Hy- 
patia"  was  a  work  not  fit  to  be  read  by  our 
"wives  and  sisters."  To  Stanley  the  at- 
tack on  "Hypatia"  seemed  the  more  un- 
justifiable and  offensive  because  the  book 
had  been  recommended  to  him  by  Mrs. 
Augustus  Hare,  and  because  he  had  him- 
self urged  his  mother  to  read  it.  He  care- 
fully prepared  a  speech  for  the  Council,  in 
which  he  demanded  "that  the  aspersions 
cast  upon  the  moral  character  of  the  book, 
in  the  gross  language  which  I  have  copied 
out  from  Pusey's  lips,  be  withdrawn." — 
Prothero,  Rowland  E.,  1893,  The  Life 
and  Correspondenee  of  Arthur  Penrhyn 
Stanley,  vol  li,  p.  135. 

An  ambitious  novel,  at  once  historical 
and  philosophical,  impressive  in  parts,  but 
on  the  whole  heavy.— Walker,  Hugh, 
1897,  TAe  Age  of  Tennyson,  p.  270. 

"Hypatia"  still  remains  the  sublimest 
subject  that  historical  fiction  has  appro- 
priated to  its  use — the  death  struggle  be- 
tween Greek  and  Christian  civilization  in 
the  fifth  century.  .  .  .  A  second  purpose 
is  unmistakably  conveyed  in  his  sub-title 
to  "Hypatia:"  "New  Foes  with  an  Old 
Face. "  Kingsley  was  bitterly  anti-Roman, 
and  wished  to  arrest  the  movement  toward 
Rome  that  Newman  had  given  the  Church 
of  England.  These  ulterior  aims  lent  to 
"Hypatia"  a  modem  tone,  making  out  of 
it  a  novel  of  aggressive  purpose.  But  they 
stood  in  the  way  of  real  history.  What 
purports  to  be  historical  facts  in  "Hypatia" 
Leslie  Stephen  has  pronounced  a  bubble 
that  bursts  on  the  most  delicate  touch;  the 
Church  of  Rome  as  therein  represented  is 
not  the  church  of  the  fifth  century,  and  the 
Goths  are  mythical.— Cross,  Wilbur  L., 
1899,  The  Development  of  the  English  Novel, 
p.  145. 

It  cannot  be  said  by  the  unprejudiced 
reader  that  his  Hypatia  is  an  attractive  per- 
sonality. He  has  somehow  failed  to  give 
her  charm,  though  he  has  given  her  a  beau- 
tiful body,  perfectly  moulded  features,  with 
blue  eyes  and  yellow  hair,  and  a  glorious 
intellect.  But  the  truth  is  his  Hypatia  re- 
mains as  cold  as  the  baths  of  Apollo,  and  it 
is  not  going  too  far  to  say  that  she  is  rather 
repellent.  Of  course  she  might  answer 
that  she  did  not  mean  to  be  otherwise,  in 
her  poet's  hands,  and  that  what  he  had 
shown  her,  that  she  was;  rather  arrogant  in 
mind,  holding  matrimony  in  high  scorn. 


and  thinking  but  little  better,  if  any,  of 
maternity.  The  passion  of  the  ardent  young 
monk  Philammon  for  this  snow-cold  divin- 
ity is  not  made  altogether  credible,  and  his 
sister,  poor,  pretty,  Pelagia,  who  has  lived 
the  life  of  a  wanton  and  is  presently  the 
paramour  of  the  Gothic  chief  Amal,  is  more 
winning  in  some  things  that  take  the  heart. 
— Howells,  Wiluam  Dean,  1901,  Hero- 
ines of  Fiction,  vol.  ii,  p.  6. 

WESTWARD  HO! 
1856 

The  construction  of  the  romance  we 
think,  bears  the  marks  of  haste,  and  may 
perhaps  be  pronounced  clumsy.  ...  In 
beauties  of  detail  no  work  of  the  author  is 
more  rich.  Mr.  Kingsley  rarely  constructs 
a  character.  But  in  the  honest  Jack  Brim- 
blecombe,  that  strange  compound  of  im- 
perfect literature  and  genuine  feeling,  of 
skin-deep  valor  and  heart-sound  faith,  he 
has  drawn  a  living  man,  less  adequately  de- 
veloped indeed,  but  as  fresh  and  original, 
as  the  inimitable  Saunders  Mackey  of  Al- 
ton Locke.  .  .  .  We  hail  it  as  a  strong  and  a 
suggestive  work.— Hurlbut,  W.  H.,  1855, 
Kingsley's  Sir  Amyas  Leigh,  Christian  £x- 
aminer,  vol.  59,  pp.  289, 290, 295. 

"Westward  Ho!"  partakes  much  more  of 
the  character  of  biography  and  history  than 
of  the  ordinary  sentimental  novel.  Love 
plays  a  great  part  in  the  progress  of  the 
story,  as  it  does  in  the  lives  of  most  men; 
but  it  is  as  motive  influencing  character  and 
determining  action  that  it  is  exhibited,  not 
as  itself  the  sole  interest  of  life,  the  single 
feeling  which  redeems  human  existence 
from  dulness  and  inward  death.  The  love 
which  acts  on  the  career  and  character  of 
Amyas  Leigh  does  not  spend  itself  in  moon- 
light monologues  or  m  passionate  dis- 
courses with  its  object;  nor  does  the  story 
depend  for  its  interest  upon  the  easily 
roused  sympathy  of  even  the  stupidest 
readers  with  the  ups  and  downs,  the  for- 
tunes and  emotions,  of  a  passion  common 
in  certain  degrees  and  certain  kinds  to  all 
the  race.  It  is  no  such  narrow  view  of  life 
that  is  presented  here,  but  rather  that 
broad  sympathy  with  human  action  and 
human  feeling  in  its  manifold  complete- 
ness which  gives  to  art  a  range  as  wide  as 
life  itself,  and  throws  a  consecrating  beauty 
over  existence  from  the  cradle  to  the 
grave,  wherever  human  affections  act, 
wherever  human  energies  find  their  object 
and  their  field,  wherever  the  battle  between 
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right  and  wrong,  between  sense  and  spirit, 
is  waged — wherever  and  by  whatever  means 
characters  are  trained,  principles  strength- 
ened, and  humanity  developed.— Brimley, 
George,  1855-58, ''  Weittoard  Hoi"  E$$ays, 
ed.  Clark,  p.  300. 

Finished  "  Amyas  Leigh. ''  It  is  an  ample 
and  rather  grand  book,  with  magnificent 
passages  of  description;  but  too  ponderous 
and  melodramatic. — Longfellow,  Henrt 
Wadsworth,  1856,  Journal,  July  12;  Life 
ed.  LoTigfellow,  vol.  n,  p.  285. 

A  finer,  nobler  story  for  boys  does  not  ex- 
ist.—Friswell,  James  Hain,  1870,  Modem 
Men  of  Letters  HonesOy  Crittei$ed,  p.  330. 

The  most  famous,  and  perhaps  the  best 
novel,  of  Charles  Kingsley.  Often  one  has 
read  it  since,  and  it  is  an  example  of  those 
large,  rich,  well-fed  romances,  at  which  you 
can  cut  and  come  again,  as  it  were,  laying  it 
down,  and  taking  it  up  on  occasion,  with 
the  certainty  of  being  excited,  amused— 
and  preached  at.— Lang,  Andrew,  1891, 
Essays  in  LitUe,  p.  153. 

When  you  read  Charles  Kingsley's  story 
of  "Westward  Ho!"  (which  you  surely 
should  read,  as  well  as  such  other  matter  as 
the  same  author  has  written  relating  to 
fialeigh)  you  will  get  a  live  glimpse  of  this 
noble  knight  of  letters,  and  of  those  other 
brave  and  adventurous  sailors  of  Devon- 
shire, who  in  those  times  took  the  keels  of 
Plymouth  over  great  wastes  of  water.  Kings- 
ley  writes  of  the  heroes  of  hb  native  Devon, 
in  the  true  Elizabethan  humor— putting 
fiery  love  and  life  into  his  writing;  the  roar 
of  Atlantic  gales  breaks  into  his  pages,  and 
they  show,  up  and  down,  splashes  of  storm- 
driven  brine.— Mitchell,  Donald  G.,1890, 
English  Lands,  Letters  arid  Kings,  Elizabeth 
to  Anne,  p.  18. 

His  "Westward  Hoi"  may  be  regarded 
as  an  ideal  example  of  the  historical  ro- 
mance, so  equably  is  a  story  of  private  life 
interwoven  with  public  history.— Moulton, 
Richard  Green,  1895,  Kingsley* s  *'Wesi- 
ward  Ho!'*  The  Chautauquan,  vol  20,  p.  548. 

A  historical  romance,  the  scene  of  which 
is  laid  m  the  time  of  Elizabeth,  is  generally 
considered  Kingsley's  best  work;  and  it  is 
only  a  small  minority,  to  which  the  writer 
happens  to  belong,  who  find  it  dreary.  The 
power  of  some  of  the  descriptions  must  be 
acknowledged;  but  whether  "Westward 
Ho!"  will  Uve  is  a  question  on  which  there 


may  be  difference  of  opinion. — Walker, 
Hugh,  1897,  The  Age  of  Tennyson,  p.  270. 

It  is  just  the  author's  sympathy  with  the 
times,  and  with  the  men  of  the  times,  even 
down  to  their  prejudices  and  fierce  dis- 
likes, that  has  given  to  "Westward  Ho!" 
its  unique  success  as  a  romance  of  that  age 
of  young  and  energetic  enthusiasms.  It  is 
a  manly  book,  and  therefore  pre-eminently 
a  book  for  boys.  From  cover  to  cover  there 
is  nothing  maudlin  or  weakly  sentimental 
in  it.  Its  verve  and  energy  are  infectious. 
AH  through  the  reader  is  conscious  of  that 
tingling  of  the  blood  that  accompanies  the 
excitement  of  a  succession  of  high  adven- 
tures.—Graham,  Richard  D.,  1897,  The 
Masters  of  Victorian  Literature,  p.  91. 

TWO  YEARS  AGO 
1857 

To  US  this  appears  the  cleverest  and  the 
pleasantest  of  Mr.  Kingsley's  novels. — 
Greg,  Wiluam  Rathbone,  1860-73, 
Kingsley  and  Carlyle,  Literary  and  Social 
Judgments,  p.  141. 

Is  in  many  respects  a  painful  perform- 
ance. It  contains,  indeed,  some  admirable 
descriptions  of  scenery;  but  the  sentiment 
is  poor  and  fretful.  Tom  ThumalK  intended 
to  be  an  embodiment  of  masculine  vigour, 
has  no  real  stuff  in  him.  He  is  a  bragging, 
excitable,  and  at  bottom  sentimental  per- 
son. All  his  swagger  fails  to  convince  us 
that  he  is  a  true  man.  Put  beside  a  really 
simple  and  masculine  nature  like  Dandie 
Dinmont,  or  even  beside  Kingsley's  own 
Amyas  Leigh,  one  sees  his  hoUowness.  The 
whole  story  leads  up  to  a  distribution  of 
poetical  justice  in  Kingsley's  worst  manner. 
He  has  a  lamentable  weakness  for  taking 
upon  himself  the  part  of  Providence. — 
Stephen,  Leslie,  1877-92,  Hours  in  a 
Library,  vol  m,  p.  55. 

The  critical  judgments  on  this  novel  are 
— as  usual — singularly  diverse.  There  are 
those  who  place  it  highest,  while  others  piece 
it  lowest  on  the  list  of  Kingsley's  novels. 
For  my  part  I  should  do  neither.  In  con- 
struction it  is  perhaps  the  worst,  but,  on 
the  other  hand,  in  characterization  and  de- 
scriptive power  it  seems  to  me  equal  if  not 
superior  to  the  best.  And  after  all  it  is  in 
that  gift  of  descriptive  power,  of  dramatic 
delineation,  of  graphic  word  painting,  that 
Kingsley  surpassed  all  other  novelists  of 
his  generation.— Marriott,  J.  A.  R.,  1892, 
Charles  Kingsley  Novelist,  A  Lecture,  p.  26, 


28 


CHARLES  KINGSLEY 


ANDROMEDA 
1858 

His  "Andromeda"  is  an  admirable  com- 
position,—a  poem  laden  with  the  Greek 
sensuousness,  yet  pure  as  crystal,  and  the 
best-sustained  example  of  English  hexam- 
eters produced  up  to  the  date  of  its  com- 
position. It  is  a  matter  of  indifference 
whether  the  measure  bearing  that  name  is 
akin  to  the  antique  model,  for  it  became,  in 
the  hands  of  Kingsley,  Hawtrey,  Long- 
fellow, and  Howells,  an  effective  form  of 
English  verse.  The  author  of  "Andro- 
meda" repeated  the  error  of  ignoring  such 
quantities  as  do  obtain  in  our  prosody,  and 
relying  upon  accent  alone;  but  his  fine  ear 
and  command  of  words  kept  him  musical, 
interfluent,  swift.  —  Stedman,  Edmund 
Clarence,  1875-87,  Victorian  Poeii,  p.  251. 

In  "Andromeda"  Kingsley  has  shown  a 
measure  of  power  with  which  those  who 
know  him  only  through  his  lyrics  would 
scarcely  credit  him.  Many  a  canvas  has 
gleamed  with  the  statuesque  figure  of  that 
old-world  princess,  but  in  none  has  it  stood 
out  more  clearly  than  in  the  word-pictures 
of  this  fine  poem.  It  is  presented  to  us 
steeped  in  the  clear  golden  air  of  the  south- 
em  day;  and  the  pure  Pagan  joy  of  exist- 
ence, with  its  refusal  to  "look  before  and 
after,"  its  absolute  satisfaction  with  the 
present,  and  its  shrinking  even  from  the 
shadow  of  death,  characterise  most  strik- 
ingly this  late  version  of  the  oft-told  tale. — 
Groser,  Horace  G.,  1892,  The  PoeU  and 
the  Poetry  of  the  Century,  Kingsley  to  Thorn- 
eon,  ed.  MUnes,  p.  4. 

In  "Andromeda"  he  has  written  the  very 
best  English  hexameters  ever  produced, 
and  perhaps  the  only  ones  in  which  that 
alien  or  rebel  takes  on  at  least  the  semblance 
of  a  loyid  subject  to  the  English  tongue. 
The  rise  of  the  breeze  after  the  passage  of 
the  Nereids,  the  expostulation  of  Andro- 
meda with  Perseus,  and  the  approach  of 
the  monster,  are  simply  admirable.— 
Saintsbury,  George,  1896,  A  History  of 
Nineteenth  Century  Literature,  p.  325. 

THE  WATER  BABIES 
1863 

Has  last  great  and  spontaneous  success. — 
SiMCOX,  George  Augustus,  1877,  Charles 
Kingsley,  Fortnightly  Review,  vol.  27,  p.  23. 

Perhaps  there  is  no  one  book  in  which  so 
many  of  the  distinctive  features  of  Charles 
Kingsley  are  combined  as  in  the  delightful 


"Water  Babies,"  dedicated  to  his  youngest 
son,  Grenville  Arthur,  and  to  all  other  good 
little  boys.  In  it  we  have  his  eager  sympa- 
thy with  suffering ;  his  love  for  little  children ; 
his  hatred  of  cruelty  and  injustice;  his  in- 
tolerance of  ignorance  which  masquerades 
as  knowledge;  his  delight  in  the  wonderful 
things  of  Nature,  which  are  the  works  of 
God.  It  is  a  dull  soul  who  does  not  feel  for 
poor  little  Tom,  who  spent  his  time  be- 
tween laughing  and  crying,  and  who  thought 
it  must  be  a  very  dirty  lady  who  could  need 
a  bath-tub!  Cousin  Cramchild  and  Aunt 
Agitate  seem,  alas!  like  familiar  friends. 
There  is  something  as  deep  as  there  is  de- 
licious in  the  argument  concerning  the  ex- 
istence of  water-babies. — Rogers,  Arthur, 
1898,  Men  and  Movements  in  the  English 
Church,  p.  329. 

HEREWARD  THE  WAKE 
1806 

The  story  of  "Hereward  the  Wake"  has 
one  peculiar  charm  which  is  not  always  to 
be  found  in  stories.  It  is  that  charm  which 
is  found  in  matchless  perfection  in  the 
Greatest  of  Story-books,  and  which  gives  to 
the  life-histories  recorded  there  such  won- 
derful power  and  influence  over  our  lives  of 
nowadays,  helping  us,  if  we  use  the  help 
rightly,  to  "make  our  lives  sublime. "  It  is 
the  charm  of  perfect  truth.  The  man  Here- 
ward is  made  to  live  and  move  before  us  as 
he  lived  and  moved  before  his  contempo- 
raries, with  all  the  strength  and  all  the 
weakness  of  his  character,  a  man  of  like 
passions  with  ourselves.— Field,  Mrs.  E. 
M.,  1893,  Great  Characters  of  Fiction,  ed. 
Townsend,  p.  145. 

It  has  two  great  merits :  it  reproduces  in  a 
marvellous  way  the  impression  of  the  fen 
country;  and,  by  vivid  flashes,  though  not 
constantly,  the  reader  seems  to  see  before 
his  eyes  the  very  life  of  the  old  vikings.— 
Walker,  Hugh,  1897,  The  Age  of  Tenny- 
son, p.  270. 

POEMS 
Kingsleys  true  poetic  faculty  is  best  ex- 
pressed in  various  sounding  lyrics  for  which 
he  was  popularly  and  justly  esteemed. 
These  are  new,  brimful  of  music,  and 
national  to  the  core.  "The  Sands  o'  Dee,' ' 
"The  Three  Fishers,"  and  "The  Last  Buc- 
caneer" are  very  beautiful;  not  studies, 
but  a  true  expression  of  the  strong  and  ten- 
der English  heart.— Stedbian,  Edmund 
Clarence,  1875-87,  Victorian  Poets,  p.  251. 
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His  verse,  however,  has  a  great  deal  of 
merit,  and  may  be  read  with  some  true 
pleasure.  He  had  a  capacity  for  poetry,  as 
he  had  capacities  for  many  things  beside, 
and  he  cultivated  it  as  he  cultivated  all  the 
others.  His  sense  of  rhythm  seems  to  have 
been  imperfect.  His  ear  was  correct,  and  he 
often  hit  on  a  right  and  beautiful  cadence; 
but  his  music  grows  monotonous,  his 
rhythmical  ideas  are  seldom  well  sustained 
or  happily  developed.  His  work  abounds  in 
charming  phrases  and  m  those  verbal  in- 
spirations that  cateh  the  ear  and  linger 
long  about  the  memory:— as  witness  the 
notes  that  are  audible  in  the  opening  verses 
of  "The  Sands  of  Dee,"  the  "pleasant  Isle 
of  Av8s  "  of  "  The  Last  Buccaneer, "  and  the 
whole  first  stanza  of  the  song  of  the  Old 
Schoolmistress  in  "The  Water-Babies." 
But  as  it  is  with  his  music,  so  is  it  with  his 
craftmanship  as  well.  He  would  begin  bril- 
liantly and  suggestively  and  end  feebly  and 
ill,  so  that  of  perfect  work  he  has  left  little 
or  none.  It  is  also  te  be  noted  of  him  that 
his  originality  was  decidedly  eclectic— an 
originaUty  informed  with  many  memories 
and  showing  sign  of  many  iifiiuences;  and 
that  his  work,  even  when  its  purpose  is 
most  dramatic,  is  always  very  personal, 
and  has  always  a  strong  dash  in  it  of  the 
sentimental  manliness,  the  combination  of 
muscularity  and  morality,  peculiar  to  its 
author.  For  the  rest,  lUngsley  had  im- 
agination, feeling,  some  insight,  a  great 
^Section  for  man  and  nature,  a  true  in- 
terest in  thing?  as  they  were  and  are  and 
ought  to  be— above  all,  as  they  ought  to  be! 
—and  a  genuine  vein  of  lyric  song. — Hen- 
ley, WiLLUM  Ernest,  1880,  The  English 
Poets,  ed.  Ward,  vol  iv,'p.  608. 

Simple,  brave,  resolute,  manly,  a  little 
given  to  "robustiousness,"  Kingsley  trans- 
figured all  these  qualities  by  possessing  the 
soul  and  the  heart  of  a  poet.  He  was  not  a 
very  great  poet  indeed,  but  a  true  poet- 
one  of  the  very  small  band  who  are  cut  off, 
by  a  gulf  that  can  never  be  passed,  from 
mere  writers  of  verse,  however  clever,  ed- 
ucated, melodious,  ingenious,  amiable,  and 
refined.  He  had  the  real  spark  of  fire,  the 
true  note;  though  the  spark  might  seldom 
break  into  flame,  and  the  note  was  not  al- 
ways dear.  Never  let  us  confuse  true  poets 
with  writers  of  verse,  still  less  with  writers 
of  "poetic  prose. "  Kingsley  wrote  a  great 
deal  of  that— perhaps  too  much:  his  de- 


scriptions of  scenes  are  not  always  as  good 
as  in  Hereward's  ride  round  the  Fens,  or 
when  the  tall,  Spanish  galleon  staggers  from 
the  revenge  of  man  te  the  vengeance  of 
God,  to  her  doom  through  the  mist,  te  her 
rest  m  the  sea.  Perhaps  only  a  poet  could 
have  written  that  prose;  it  is  certain  no 
writer  of  "poetic  prose"  could  have  written 
Kingsley's  poems.— Lang,  Andrew,  1891, 
Essays  in  Little,  p.  156. 

Kingsley  was,  above  all  things,  a  worker, 
a  worker  with  a  keen  moral  consciousness, 
and  a  worker  who  sang  at  his  work.  His 
could  never  have  been  a  life  of  mere  esthetic 

Eroduction.  His  best  poems  are  those  that 
e  put  forth,  rh3rmeless  and  metreless,  as 
stories;  and  these  are  instinct  with  the  de- 
sire to  promote  nobility  of  conduct  and 
character.— Groser,  Horace  G.,  1892,  The 
Poets  and  the  Poetry  of  the  Century,  Kings- 
ley  to  Thomson,  ed.  Miles,  p.  2. 

If  Kingsley,  with  all  his  literary  gifts, 
was  never  quite  in  the  first  rank  in  any- 
thing, he  came  nearest  to  being  a  poet  of 
mark.  Some  of  his  ballads  almost  touch 
the  high-water  mark  of  true  ballad  poetry, 
with  its  abrupt  fierce  blows  of  tragedy  and 
pathos,  its  simple  touches  of  primitive  rude 
speech,  its  reserve  of  force,  its  unspoken 
mysteries.  At  any  rate,  Kingsley's  best 
ballads  have  no  superior  in  the  ballads  of 
the  Victorian  era  in  lilt,  in  massiveness  of 
stroke,  in  strange  unexpected  turns.  "The 
Weird  Lady"  is  an  astonishing  piece  for  a 
lad  of  twenty-one.— Harrison,  Frederic, 
1895,  Stvdies  in  Early  Victorian  Literature, 
p.  166. 

Kingsley  was  one  of  those  darlings— per- 
haps the  rarest— of  the  Muses  to  whom  they 
grant  the  gift  not  only  of  doing  a  littie 
poetry  exquisitely,  but  the  further  gift  of 
abstaining  from  doing  anything  ill;  and  he 
seems  to  have  recognised  almost  at  once 
that  "the  other  harmony,"  that  of  prose, 
was  the  one  meant  for  him  to  do  his  day's 
work  in.— Saintsburt,  George,  1896,  A 
History  of  Nineteenth  Century  Literature,  p, 
326. 

GENERAL 

The  intensity  of  Mr.  Kingsley's  genius 
always  secures  to  his  productions  a  cer- 
tain singleness  of  impression.  The  most 
heterogeneous  materials,  put  into  the 
crucible  of  his  thoughts  and  brought  to  its 
white  heat,  flow  down  in  the  forms  perfectly 
characteristic  and   distinct.     The  unity, 
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however,  is  simply  that  of  his  own  person- 
ality, meeting  us  again  and  again;— a 
phenomenon,  let  us  say,  ever  delightful  to 
us,  and  rich  in  whatever  it  is  best  to  love 
and  admire;  but  needing  for  its  full  power 
more  elaboration  of  matter  and  harmony  of 
plan  than  he  exacts  from  himself. — Martin- 
BAU,  James,  1854,  Alexandria  and  her 
Sehooh,  Essays  PkUosophieal  and  Theolog- 
iedf  vol.  n,  p.  293. 

In  Mr.  Kingsley's  volumes  the  emotions 
play,  we  suspect,  rather  too  important  a 
part;  yet  their  prevalence,  attuned,  as 
they  always  are,  to  nobleness  and  valor, 
spreads  a  general  healthf ulness  around.  To 
read  his  works,  is  like  travelling  in  a  pleas- 
ant hilly  country,  where  the  fresh  hearty 
breeze  brings  you  the  strength  of  the  moun- 
tains, and  the  clear  atmosphere  shows  you 
every  line,  and  curve,  and  streamer,  of  the 
clouds  that  race  the  wind.  You  may  be 
compelled  to  remark  that  the  cornfields  are 
not  so  heavy  as  in  the  rich  plain,  that  per- 
haps the  poppy  and  the  corn-flower,  beauti- 
ful to  the  eye,  but  light  on  the  granary- 
floor,  are  somewhat  too  abundant,  and  that 
there  is  an  ample  allowance  of  gay  copse, 
and  heath,  and  fern.  But  you  feel  that,  at 
least,  there  is  no  miasma,  that  there  is  no 
haze,  such  as  floats  suspiciously  over  the 
rich,  moist  meadow,  that  you  are  in  a  land 
of  freshness,  freedom,  health. — Batne, 
Peter,  1858,  Essays  in  Biography  and 
Criticism,  Secfmd  Series,  p.  11. 

Whatever  objections  may  be  taken  to 
his  method,  and  whatever  may  be  thought 
of  his  success,  there  can  be  no  mistake  as  to 
his  intention.  His  very  rhetoric  is  sur- 
charged, to  the  extent  of  a  vehement  man- 
nerism, with  the  phrases  of  his  Theology; 
and  there  is  not  one  of  his  novels  that  has 
not  the  power  of  Christianity  for  its  theme. 
Masson,  David,  1859,  British  Novelists  and 
Their  Styles,  p.  280. 

He  reminds  of  nothing  so  much  as  of  a 
war-horse  panting  for  the  battle;  his  usual 
style  b  marvellously  like  a  neigh,— a  ^'ha! 
ha!  among  the  trwnpets!"  the  dust  of  the 
combat  is  to  him  the  breath  of  life;  and 
when  once,  in  the  plenitude  of  grace  and 
faith,  fairly  let  loose  upon  his  prey— hu- 
man, moral,  or  material— all  the  Red  In- 
dian within  him  comes  to  the  surface,  and 
he  wields  his  tomahawk  with  an  unbaptized 
heartiness,  slightly  heathenish,  no  doubt, 
but  withal  unspeakably  refreshing.     It  is 


amazing  how  hard  one  who  is  a  gladiator 
by  nature  strikes  when  convinced  that  he 
is  doing  God  service. — Greg,  William 
Rathbone,  1860-73,  Kingsley  and  Carlyle, 
Literary  and  Social  Judgnients,  p.  117. 

Men  of  far  greater  intellect  have  made 
their  presence  less  strongly  felt,  and  im- 
printed their  image  much  less  clearly  on  the 
minds  of  their  contemporaries.  He  is  an 
example  of  how  much  may  be  done  by  en- 
ergetic temper,  fearless  faith  in  self,  an 
absence  of  all  sense  of  the  ridiculous,  a  pas- 
sionate S3rmpathy,  and  a  wealth  of  half- 
poetic  descriptive  power.  If  ever  we  have 
a  woman's  parliament  in  England,  Charles 
Kingsley  ought  to  be  its  chaplain;  for  I 
know  of  no  clever  man  whose  mind  and 
temper  more  aptly  illustrate  the  illogical 
impulsiveness,  the  rapid  emotional  changes, 
the  generous,  often  wrong-headed  vehem- 
ence, the  copious  flow  of  fervid  words,  the 
vivid  freshness  of  description  without  an- 
al3^is,  and  the  various  other  peculiarities 
which,  justly  or  unjustly,  the  world  has 
generally  agreed  to  regard  as  the  special 
characteristios  of  woman.  —  McCarthy, 
Justin,  1872,  The  Reverend  Charles  Kings- 
ley,  Modem  Leaders,  p.  221. 

We  cannot  help  regarding  these  letters 
and  speeches  of  1848-56  as  a  manly  effort 
for  order  at  a  time  when  so  many  influences 
threatened  instability  and  revolution  in  our 
country.  There  is  much  in  them  that  may 
even  now  be  found  useful  in  reference  to 
the  question  of  bringing  working-men  into 
churches,  and  making  them  sober  and 
loyal.  Kingsley's  words  must  have  fre- 
quently acted  as  a  corrective  to  the  wild 
and  feverish  tirades  of  trades'  leaders.  In 
not  a  few  respects,  indeed,  the  direction 
which  sanitary  improvement,  as  well  as 
wise  philanthropical  and  political  effort  is 
taking  now,  may  be  regarded  as  a  confir- 
mation of  much  that  Charles  Kingsley  said 
in  these  Reform  Speeches  and  Letters.  It 
is  because  we  owe  him  such  a  deep  debt  of 
gratitude  for  pleasure,  and  for  many  wise 
and  cheerful  words,  that  we  have  taken  it 
upon  us  to  try  to  show  that  his  "  Chartism,' ' 
which  was  the  outeome  of  practical  sym- 
pathy, rather  than  a  reasoned  political 
scheme,  in  any  respect,  was  not  of  quite 
such  a  mad  and  dangerous  sort  as  has  often 
been  asserted.— Japp,  Alexander  H.,  (H. 
A.  Page),  1876,  Charles  Kingsley's  Chartr 
ism,  Good  Words,  vol.  17,  p.  416. 
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With  little  subtlety  of  insight  or  feeling, 
with  too  much  tendency  to  boisterous  edi- 
fication, he  was  still  a  most  admirable  de- 
scriptive writer.  As  a  poet,  it  appears,  he 
took  himself  too  seriously;  "Santa  Maura" 
we  see  now  was  written  with  more  emotion 
than  it  will  be  read  with.  The  "Three 
Fishers"  will  probably  live;  it  is  too  soon  to 
guess  whether  the  "Bad  Squire"  and  the 
"Buccaneer"  will  follow  the  "Corn-Law 
Rhymes"  to  a  premature  grave.  "Andro- 
meda" has  most  of  the  merits  of  a  Broad 
Church  tract  and  an  Alexandrian  heroic 
idyll.  His  mantle  as  a  novelist  has  fallen 
upon  writers  so  unlike  him  as  the  author  of 
"Guy  Livingstone,"  "Ouida,"  and  Miss 
Broughton.--SiMcox,  George  Augustus, 
1877,  Charles  Kingsley,  Fortnightly  Review^ 
vol  27,  p.  3L 

Kingsley's  exuberant  faith  in  his  own 
message  showed  the  high  spirits  of  youth 
rather  than  a  profound  insight  into  the  con- 
ditions of  the  great  problems  which  he 
solved  so  fluently.  At  the  time,  however, 
this  youthful  zeal  was  contagious.  If  not  an 
authority  to  obey,  he  was  a  fellow-worker 
in  whom  to  trust  heartily  and  rejoice  un- 
reservedly.—Stephen,  Leslie,  1877-92, 
Hofun  in  a  Library^  vol.  m,  p.  32. 

The  Chartist  movement  in  England  called 
forth  from  him  two  novels,  "Alton  Locke" 
(1850)  and  "Yeast"  (1851),  which,  amidst 
much  that  is  crude  and  chaotic,  are  full  of 
eloquent  writing  and  breathe  a  spirit  of 
earnest  sympathy  with  the  sufferings  of  the 
poor.  ...  No  more  thoroughly  healthy- 
souled  man  has  adorned  this  generation, 
and  few  have  been  more  potent  for  good.— 
NicoLL,  Henry  J.,  1882,  Landmarks  of 
English  Literature,  pp.  399,  400. 

In  both  Lamennais  and  Kingsley  we  have 
the  same  admixture  of  humility  and  audac- 
ity, the  charm  of  natural  simplicity  which 
attracts  friends  and  attaches  disciples,  and 
the  leonine  defiance  of  falsities  and  wrongs 
which  repels  time-serving  neutrals  and 
opponents.  In  both,  too,  we  observe  the 
"  passionate  limitation  of  view  "  which  looks 
on  human  affairs  from  the  ideal  stand- 
point of  social  reformers,  rather  than  the 
realistic  standpoint  of  social  politicians  or 
economic  thinkers.  This  often  impels  them 
to  dwell  on  social  wrongs  with  the  f orcefid- 
ness  of  undisciplined  exaggeration— a  fault 
only  partly  corrected  in  Kingsley  by  his 
quasi-scientific  habits  of  thought  and  social 


sympathies.— Eaufmann,  Moritz,  1882- 
88,  Lamennais  and  Kingsley,  Christian  So- 
eialism,  p.  80. 

These  lectures  ["Roman  and  the  Teu- 
ton"] throw  no  light  upon  any  of  the  diffi- 
cult and  disputed  points  in  the  history  of 
the  Middle  Ages.  But  this  fact  does  not 
detract  from  their  value.  They  were  in- 
tended not  as  a  history,  but  rather  as  a 
commentary  on  the  significance  and  in- 
fluence of  historical  events.  They  are  to  be 
judged,  therefore,  simply  as  the  specula- 
tions of  a  remarkably  ingenious  and  in- 
teresting mind;  and,  as  such,  they  form,  for 
the  general  reader,  one  of  the  most  stimu- 
lating volumes  ever  written  on  this  some- 
what dreary  period.  Every  lecture  shows 
the  fertility  of  imagination,  the  exuberance 
of  fancy,  and  the  ingenuity  of  expression 
that  have  made  Kingsley's  writings  so  de- 
lightful to  a  large  number  of  readers.  Few 
persons  will  read  the  books  without  being 
aroused  and  stimulated  to  new  trains  of 
thought.  —  Adams,  Charles  Kendall, 
1882,  A  Manual  of  Historical  Literature,  p. 
154. 

Kingsley  was  far  less  intense  and  theo- 
logical. He  had  a  broader  nature,  which 
took  in  more  of  the  variety  and  beauty  of 
life.  He  had,  as  Maurice  acknowledged,  a 
far  higher  capacity  of  natural  enjoyment. 
But  he,  too,  in  everything— in  his  novel- 
writing,  b  his  social  efforts,  in  his  history 
and  science,  as  well  as  in  his  sermons — was 
a  witness  to  the  Divine.  He  did  not  glow,  as 
Maurice  did,  with  a  Divine  radiance  in  all 
he  did;  he  had  neither  his  "Master's  sub- 
tlety nor  his  profundity;  but  he  was  more 
mtelligible,  healthy,  and  broad-mmded, 
and  he  carried  the  spirit  of  Christianity  as 
heartily,  if  not  as  profoundly,  into  all  his 
work,  Maurice  was  more  of  the  Prophet 
both  in  his  tenderness  and  occasional  fierce- 
ness—Kmgsley  more  of  the  Poet.  Yet  with 
all  his  more  concrete  poetic  sympathies,  the 
pupil  was  earnest  as  the  theological  master 
he  delighted  to  honor.— Tulloch,  John, 
1885,  Movements  of  Religious  Thought  in 
Britain  During  the  Nineteenth  Century,  p, 
182. 

His  novels  have  fine  artistic  qualities,  but 
they  are  really  parables  rather  than  novels, 
pure  and  simple,  and  they  can  only  be 
adequately  valued  by  people  who  are  in 
sympathy  with  the  ethical  thought  and 
sentiment  which  they  hold   in  solution. 
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Enthusiasm  for  Eingsley  as  a  novelist  is 
hardly  ever  found  uncombined  with  en- 
thusiasm for  him  as  a  theologian^  a  poli- 
tician, and  a  social  reformer;  nor  would 
Kingsley  have  valued  even  the  most  ardent 
appreciation  of  the  body  of  his  work  un- 
accompanied by  sympathy  with  its  indwell- 
ing soul.— Noble,  James  Ashcroft,  1886. 
Morality  in  English  Fiction,  p.  44. 

The  minor  prophets  were  many,  but 
Charles  Kingsley  was  the  foremost  among 
them.— Besant,  Sir  Walter,  1887,  Books 
which  Have  Influenced  Me,  p.  23. 

Of  Kingsley  more  than  of  any  other  con- 
temporary writer,  it  may  be  said  that  his 
works,  in  one  way  or  another,  are  always 
the  reflection  of  himself.  He  writes  in- 
variably from  within,  outwards.  In  what 
Goethe  defines  as  true  dramatic  power— the 
power  which  is  possessed  by  some  men  of 
putting  themselves  in  the  place  of  char- 
acters with  whom  they  have  nothing  in 
common— "Wilhelm  Meister"  himself  was 
not  more  deficient.  Such  of  his  creations,  as 
are  anything  but  painted,  though  often 
vividly  painted,  shadows,  owe  their  life  to 
the  fact  that  they  enshrine  some  portion  of 
their  creator's  varied  personality.  .  .  .  The 
"Wizard  of  the  North"  never  makes  him- 
self visible  amongst  the  scenes  and  persons 
he  has  conjured  up;  but  the  presence  of 
Charles  Kingsley,  whether  under  the  guise 
of  philosopher.  Viking,  muscular  Christian, 
gentleman  adventurer,  or  at  least  as  him- 
self acting  the  part  of  chorus,  can  never  for 
a  moment  be  forgotten. — Mallock,  Miss 
M.  M.,  1890,  Charles  Kingsley,  Dublin  Re- 
view,  vol,  107,  p.  13. 

In  the  beginning  of  1864  Kingsley  had 
an  unfortunate  controversy  with  John 
Henry  Newman.  He  had  asserted  in  a  re- 
view of  Mr.  Froude's  "History"  in  "Mac- 
millan's  Magazine"  for  January  1860  that 
"Truth,  for  its  own  sake,  had  never  been  a 
virtue  with  the  Roman  catholic  clergy," 
and  attributed  this  opinon  to  Newman  in 
particular.  Upon  Newman's  protest,  a 
correspondence  followed,  which  was  pub- 
lished by  Newman  (dated  31  Jan.  1864), 
with  a  brief,  but  cutting,  comment.  Kings- 
ley  replied  in  a  pamphlet  called  "What, 
then,  does  Dr.  Newman  mean?"  which  pro- 
duced Newman's  famous  "Apologia." 
Kingsley  was  clearly  both  rash  in  his  first 
statement  and  unsatisfactory  in  the  apology 
which  he  published  in  "Macmillan's  Maga- 


zine" (this  is  given  in  the  correspondence). 
That  Newman  triumphantly  vindicated  his 
personal  character  is  also  beyond  doubt. 
The  best  that  can  be  said  for  Kingsley  is 
that  he  was  aiming  at  a  real  blot  on  the 
philosophical  system  of  his  opponent;  but, 
if  so,  it  must  also  be  allowed  that  he  con- 
trived to  confuse  the  issue,  and  by  obvious 
misunderstandings  to  give  a  complete  vic- 
tory to  a  powerful  antagonist.  With  all  his 
merits  as  an  imaginative  writer,  Kingsley 
never  showed  any  genuine  dialectical  abil- 
ity —Stephen,  Leslie,  1892,  Dictionary  of 
Nationai  Biography,  vol.  xxxi,  p.  178. 

To  put  it  plainly,  I  cannot  like  Charles 
Kingsley.  Those  who  have  had  opportun- 
ity to  study  the  deportment  of  a  certain 
class  of  Anglican  divines  at  a  foreign  table 
d'hote  may  perhaps  understand  the  an- 
tipathy. There  was  almost  always  a  cer- 
tain sleek  off  ensiveness  about  Charles  Kings- 
ley  when  he  sat  down  to  write.  He  had  a 
knack  of  using  the  most  insolent  language, 
and  attributing  the  vilest  motives  to  sdl 
poor  foreigners  and  Roman  Catholics  and 
other  extra-parochial  folk,  and  would  ex- 
hibit a  pained  and  completely  ludicrous  sur- 
prise on 'finding  that  he  had  hurt  the  feel- 
ings of  these  unhappy  inferiors— a  kind  of 
indignant  wonder  that  Providence  should 
have  given  them  any  feelings  to  hurt.  At 
length,  encouraged  by  popular  applause, 
this  very  second-rate  man  attacked  a  very 
first-rate  man.  He  attacked  with  every 
advantage  and  with  utter  unscrupulous- 
ness;  and  the  first-rate  man  handled  bim; 
handled  him  gently,  scrupulously,  de- 
cisively; return^  him  to  his  parish;  and 
left  him  there,  a  trifie  dazed,  feeling  his 
muscles.  —  Quiller-Couch,  A.  T.,  1895, 
Adventures  in  CriOcismy  p.  139. 

The  merits  of  Kingsley  as  a  writer,  and 
especially  as  a  writer  of  fiction,  are  so  vivid, 
so  various,  and  so  unquestionable  by  any 
sound  and  dispassionate  criticism,  that 
while  cynics  may  almost  wonder  at  his  im- 
mediate and  lasting  popularity  with  read- 
ers, serious  judges  may  feel  real  surprise  at 
his  occasional  disrepute  with  critics.  The 
reasons  of  this  latter,  however,  are  not 
really  very  hard  to  find.  He  was  himself  a 
passionate  partisan,  and  exceedingly  heed- 
less as  to  the  when,  where,  and  how  of  ob- 
truding his  partisanship.  He  had  that  un- 
lucky foible  of  inaccuracy  in  fact  which 
sometimes,  though  by  no  means  always, 
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attends  the  faculty  of  brilliant  description 
and  declamation,  and  which  especially  char- 
acterised his  own  set  or  coterie.  Although 
possessed  of  the  keenest  sense  both  of 
beauty  and  of  humour,  he  was  a  little  un- 
critical in  expressing  himself  in  both  these 
departments,  and  sometimes  laid  himself 
open  in  reality,  while  he  did  so  much  of tener 
in  appearance,  to  the  charge  of  lapses  in 
taste.  Although  fond  of  arguing  he  was 
not  the  closest  or  most  guard^  of  logicians. 
And  lastly,  the  wonderful  force  and  spon- 
taneity of  his  eloquence,  flowing  (like  the 
pool  of  Bourne,  that  he  describes  at  the 
opening  of  his  last  novel)  a  river  all  at  once 
from  the  spring,  was  a  little  apt  to  carry 
him  away  with  it. — Saintbbury,  George, 
1896,  English  Prose,  ed,  Craik,  vol.  v,  p. 
647. 

If  his  early  socialistic  novels  begin  to  be 
obsolete,  "Hypatia"  and  "Westward  Ho!" 
have  borne  the  strain  of  forty  ^ears,  and 
are  as  fresh  as  ever.  The  vivid  style  of 
Kingsley  was  characteristic  of  his  violent 
and  iU-balanc^,  but  exquisitely  cheery 
nature.— GossB,  Edmund,  1897,  A  Short 
History  of  Modern  English  Likrature,  p.  372. 

A  popular  writer,  only  superficially  ac- 
quainted with  history,  but  imbued  with  a 
magnificent  enthusiasm  and  a  manly  and 
tender  religious  feeling.— Hutton,  Will- 
iam Holt,  1897,  Social  England,  ed.  Traill, 
vol.  VI,  p.  274. 

The  fact  is  that  Eingsley  was  all  his  life, 
in  everjrthing  he  thought  and  in  every- 
thing he  did,  a  poet,  a  man  of  high  ideals, 
and  likewise  of  unswerving  honesty.— 
MuLLER,  Friedrich  Max,  1898,  Avid  Lang 
Syne,  p.  109. 


Eingslev,  a  man  of  aggressive  energy,  in- 
tense enthusiasms,  varied  interests,  and 
lofty  ideals,  was  one  of  the  most  stimulat- 
ing and  wholesome  influences  of  his  time.— 
Pancoast,  Henrt  S.,  1899,  Standard  Eng- 
lish Poems,  Spenser  to  Tennyson,  p.  736, 
note. 

There  have  been  many  writers,  no  doubt, 
of  higher  literary  rank,  but  few  who  by  their 
worlffi  have  given  their  generation  so  much 
pleasure,  and  still  fewer  who  have  given 
it  in  such  a  thoroughly  healthy  and  in- 
vigorating way.  And  certainly  no  intelli- 
gent reader  ever  rose  from  a  perusal  of 
Kingsley's  books  without  feeling  himself  a 
little  stronger,  more  natural,  more  sym- 
pathetic human  bemg,  or  without  an  in- 
creased sense  of  that  faith  in  God  and 
nature  which  was  always  at  the  centre  of 
Kingsley's  thought.  —  Stubbs,  Charles 
WlLLL^.  1899,  Charles  Kingsky  and  the 
Christian  Social  Movement,  p.  182. 

The  passion  of  strenuous  effort  in  these 
books  has  burned  away  the  mist  and  fo^  of 
the  earlier  day.  It  is  too  much  to  say  Uiat 
''Alton  Locke"  brought  on  the  political  re- 
forms of  England— the  demands  of  the 
Charter,  the  equal  districts,  the  vote  by 
ballot,  the  extended  suffrage.  It  is  too 
much  to  say  that  "Yeast"  or  "Alton 
Locke"  freed  the  apprentice  or  emanci- 
pated the  agricultural  laborer.  But  it  is  not 
too  much  to  say  that  they  notably  ad- 
vanced the  cause  of  freedom.  When  the  in- 
fluences are  summed  up  which  have  made 
for  social  and  political  enlightenment  in 
England,  no  small  share  will  be  found  due 
to  these  purposeful  novels  of  Charles  Kings- 
ley.— Stoddard,  FRANas  HOVEY,  1900, 
The  Evolution  of  the  English  Novel,  p.  173. 


Sir  Charles  Lyell 

1797-1875 
Sir  Charles  Lyell,  geologist,  bom  at  Kinnordy,  Forfarshire,  14th  November  1797,  the 
eldest  son  of  the  mycologist  and  Dante  student,  Charles  Lyell  (1767-1849).  Brought  up 
in  the  New  Forest,  and  educated  at  Ringwood,  Salisbury,  and  Midhurst,  in  1816  he  en- 
tered Exeter  College,  Oxford,  and  took  his  B.  A.  in  1819.  At  Oxford  in  1819  he  attended 
the  lectures  of  Buckland,  and  acquired  a  taste  for  the  science  he  afterwards  did  so  much  to 
promote.  He  studied  law,  and  was  called  to  the  bar;  but  devoting  himself  to  geology, 
made  European  tours  in  1824  and  1828-30,  and  published  the  results  in  the  "Transactions 
of  the  Geological  Society"  and  elsewhere.  His  "Principles  of  Geology  (1830-33)  may  be 
ranked  next  after  Darwin's  "Origin  of  Species"  among  the  books  which  have  exercised  the 
most  powerful  influence  on  scientific  thought  in  the  19th  century.  It  denied  the  neces- 
sity of  stupendous  convulsions,  and  taught  that  the  greatest  geological  changes  might 
have  been  produced  by  forces  still  at  work.    "The  Elements  of  Geology"  (1£^)  was  a 
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supplement.  ''The  Geological  Evidences  of  the  Antiquity  of  Man"  (1863)  startled  the 
public  by  its  unbiased  attitude  towiurds  Darwin.  Lyell  also  published  '*  Travels  in  North 
America"  (1S45)  and  ''A  Second  Visit  to  the  United  Stotes"  (1849).  In  1832-33  he  was 
professor  of  Greology  at  ^ng's  College,  London.  Repeatedly  president  of  the  Historical 
Society,  and  in  1864  president  of  the  British  Association,  he  was  knighted  in  1848  and 
created  a  baronet  in  1864.  lie  died  in  London  22d  February  1875,  and  was  buried  in 
Westminster  Abbey.  See  "Life,  Letters,  and  Journals"  (1881),  and  Prof.  Bonney's 
"Charles  Lyell  and  Geology"  (1895).— Patrick  and  GROOME,ed«.,  1897,  Chambers'  Bio- 
graphical  DidUmary,  p.  609. 

early  youth  to  extreme  old  age  it  was  to 
him  a  solemn  religious  duty  to  be  inces- 
santly learning,  constantly  growing,  fear- 
lessly correcting  his  own  mistakes,  always 
ready  to  receive  and  reproduce  from  others 
that  which  he  had  not  in  himself.  Science 
and  religion  for  him  not  only  were  not 
divorced,  but  were  one  and  indivisible. — 
Stanley,  Arthur  Penrhyn,  1875,  Sermon 
in  Westminster  Abbey;  Life,  Letters  and 
Journals  of  Sir  Charles  Lyell,  ed,  Mrt.  Lyell, 
vol  n  p.  461. 


PERSONAL 

CHARLES  LYELL, 

Baronet,  F.  R.  S., 

Author  of 

"The  Princtplbs  op  Geology." 

Born  at  Kinnordy,  in  Forfarshirb, 

November  14,  1797; 

Died  in  London, 

February  22, 1875. 

Throughout  a  long  and  laborious  Life 

He  sought  the  Means  of  DEaPHERiNG 

The  FRAGBfENTARY  RECORDS 

Of  the  Earth's  History 
In  the  patient  Investigation 
Of  the  present  Order  of  Nature, 
Enlarging  the  Boundaries  of  Knowl- 
edge 
And  leaving  on  Scientific  Thought 

An  Enduring  Influence. 
"0  Lord,  how  great  are  Thy  Works, 
And  Thy  Thoughts  are  very  deep.  " 
Psalm  xcu.  5. 
—Inscription  on  Grave,  1875,  Westmin- 
ster Abbey, 

He  was  in  many  ways  a  very  interesting 
man.  His  scientific  confreres  were  prob- 
ably little  aware  of  the  vein  of  deeper  senti- 
ment in  him  which  kept  him  in  sympathy 
with  moral  and  religious  trusts  too  often 
disowned  by  them.  Few  men  have  found 
a  more  distinct  work  to  do  in  science  and  in 
life;  or  have  done  it  with  more  complete 
effect.— Martinbau,  James,  1875,  To  A.  J. 
Mott,  Feb,  25;  Life  and  Letters,  ed,  Dmmr 
mond,  vol,  n,  p,  85. 

Of  him  who  b  thus  laid  to  rest,  if  of  any 
one  of  our  time,  it  may  be  said  that  he  fol- 
lowed truth  with  a  zeal  as  sanctified  as  ever 
fired  the  soul  of  a  missionary,  and  with  a 
humility  as  child-like  as  ever  subdued  the 
mind  of  a  simple  scholar.  For  discover- 
ing, confirming,  rectifying  his  conclusions, 
there  was  no  journey  too  distant  to  under- 
take. Never  did  he  think  of  his  own  fame 
or  name  in  comparison  of  the  scientific  re- 
sults which  he  sought  to  establish.    From 


I  saw  more  of  Lyell  than  any  other  man, 
both  before  and  after  my  marriage.  His 
mind  was  characterised,  as  it  appeared  to 
me,  by  clearness,  caution,  sound  judgment, 
and  a  good  deal  of  originality.  When  I 
made  any  remark  to  him  on  Geology,  he 
never  rested  until  he  saw  the  whole  case 
clearly,  and  often  made  me  see  it  more 
clearly  than  I  had  done  before.  He  would 
advance  all  possible  objections  to  my  sug- 
gestion, and  even  after  these  were  ex- 
hausted would  long  remam  dubious.  A 
second  characteristic  was  his  hearty  sym- 
pathy with  the  work  of  other  scientific  men. 
...  His  delight  in  science  was  ardent,  and 
he  felt  the  keenest  interest  m  the  future 
progress  of  mankind.  He  was  very  kind- 
hearted,  and  thoroughly  liberal  in  his  re- 
ligious beliefs,  or  ratiier  disbeliefs;  but  he 
was  a  strong  theist.  His  candour  was 
highly  remarkable.  He  exhibited  this  by 
becoming  a  convert  te  the  Descent  theory, 
though  he  had  gained  much  fame  by  oppos- 
ing Lamarck's  views,  and  this  after  he  had 
grown  old.— Darwin,  Charles,  1876,  Auto- 
biography, The  Life  and  Letters  of  Charles 
Darwin,  ed.  his  Son,  vol.  l,  p.  59. 

Above  the  medium  height  and  having  a 
well-shaped  head  and  clear-cut  intellectual 
features  [with  a  forehead  of  surprising  height 
and  width],  Lyell  would  have  been  a  man  of 
commanding  presence  if  his  extremely 
short  sight  had  not  obliged  him  to  stoop 
and  to  peer  into  anything  he  wished  to 
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observe.  In  Lyell  a  keen  insight  into  nature 
and  human  nature,  a  well-balanced  judg- 
ment, and  a  strong  sense  of  justice,  were 
combined  with  a  deep  veneration  for  all 
that  is  noble  and  true.  ...  It  was  his  warm 
sympathy  and  receptivity,  combined  with 
true  philosophical  candour,  which  kept  him 
to  the  very  last  in  touch  with  advancing 
knowledge.  In  his  work  Lyell  was  very 
methodical,  beginning  and  ending  at  fixed 
hours.  Accustomed  to  make  use  of  the 
help  of  others  on  account  of  his  weak  sight, 
he  was  singularly  unconscious  of  outward 
bodily  movement,  though  highly  sensitive 
to  pain.  When  dictating,  he  was  often  rest- 
less, moving  from  his  chair  to  his  sofa, 
pacing  the  room,  or  sometimes  flinging  him- 
self fi3l  length  on  two  chairs,  tracing  a  pat- 
tern with  Us  finger  on  the  floor,  as  some 
thoughtful  or  doquent  passage  flowed 
from  his  lips.  But  though  a  rapid  writer 
and  dictator,  he  was  sensitively  conscien- 
tious in  the  correction  of  his  manuscript, 
partly  from  a  strong  sense  of  the  duty  of 
accuracy,  partly  from  a  desire  to  save  his 
publisher  tiie  expense  of  proof  corrections. 
Hence  passages  once  finished  were  rarely 
altered,  even  after  many  years,  unless  new 
facts  arose. — Fisher,  Arabella  Bucklet, 
1893,  IaIUt  to  GrenviUe  A.  J.  Cole,  Diction- 
ary of  National  Biography,  vol.  xxxiv,  p. 
323. 

Sir  Charles  Lyell  realized  to  my  mind  the 
man  of  science  as  he  was  of  old;  devout,  and 
yet  entirely  free-thinking  in  the  true  sense; 
filled  with  admiring,  almost  adoring  love 
for  Nature,  and  also  (all  the  more  for  that 
enthusiasm)  simple  and  fresh-hearted  as  a 
child.  ...  Sir  Charles's  interest  in  his 
own  particular  science  was  eager  as  that  of 
a  boy.— CoBBB,  Frances  Power,  1894, 
Life  by  Hendf,  vol.  n,  pp.  404, 405. 

PRINCIPLES  OF  GEOLOGY 
1830-33 

Mr.  Lyell's  system  of  geology  is  just  half 
the  truth,  and  no  more.  He  affirms  a 
great  deal  that  is  true;  and  he  denies  a  great 
deal  which  is  equally  true;  which  is  the 
general  characteristic  of  all  systems  not 
embracing  the  whole  truth.— Coleridge, 
Samitel  Taylor,  1833,  TahU  Talk,  June 
29;  Table  Talk  and  Omniana,  ed.  A$he,  p. 
230. 

I  think  his  book  by  many  degrees  the  best 
work,  not  only  on  his  subject,  but  on  any 
scientific  subject  with  which  I  am  ac- 


quainted. It  reduces  an  intricate,  obscure, 
and  most  enormously  copious  subject,  to 
one  which  is  almost  mathematically  ar- 
ranged, clear  and  condensed.  His  general- 
isations are  quite  inimitable,  except  by  the 
singular  beauty  and  force  of  his  detailed  de- 
scriptions and  his  patient  investigation  of 
disputed  points;  to  which  I  may  add  the 
calm,  dispassionate,  gentlemanlike  style  m 
which  he  handles,  not  one^  but  every  con- 
troversial subject  which  the  subject  re- 
quires should  be  discussed.  And  yet  he  does 
this  with  so  much  liveliness  both  of  manner 
and  of  diction,  and  with  such  genuine 
earnestness,  that  I,  for  one,  cannot  help 
being  swept  away  with  the  gentie  but  irre- 
sistible current  of  his  persuasive  eloquence. 
For,  indeed,  his  book  contains  the  eesenoe 
of  eloquence;  right  reason,  extensive  and 
exact  knowledge,  cultivated  taste,  and  a 
disinterested  and  philosophical  desire  to 
state  the  matter  in  such  a  way  that  truth 
may  be  the  result.  There  is,  moreover,  an 
elegance  of  fancy  throughout,  and  a  touch 
of  humour,  or  rather  of  wit,  which  are  in 
happy  companionship  with  the  simplicity 
and  general  elegance  of  the  composition.  It 
b  already,  in  my  apprehension,  the  first 
book  of  the  day,  and  every  time  I  read  it,  I 
am  filled  the  more  and  more  with  respect 
for  the  author's  talents  and  his  imowledge, 
and  feel  more  and  more  grateful  to  hi^  for 
the  pleasure  he  has  given  me.  I  trust  he 
will  be  able  soon  to  print  a  cheaper  edition, 
for  the  book  would  soon  be  very  extensive!  v 
circulated,  if  its  form  and  price  were  such 
as  to  enable  the  great  body  of  readers  to  get 
at  it.— Hall,  Basil,  1833,  LetUr  io  Leon- 
ard Hover,  Sept.  7;  Life,  Letters  and  JotamaU 
of  Sir  Charles  Lyell,  ed.  Mrs.  Lyell,  vol.  n, 
Appendix  A.,  p.  465. 

The  appearance  of  this  work  will  always 

form  an  epoch  in  the  history  of  geology 

It  is  not  less  due  to  him  than  to  our  readers, 
that  we  should  observe,  in  conclusion,  how 
distinctly  the  general  tendency  of  these 
volumes  is  to  open  up  new,  interesting,  and 
expansive  views  of  the  mighty  work  of  Cre- 
ative Intelligence.  ...  No  reader  can  pe- 
ruse it  without  being  deeply  impressed  by 
the  fresh  and  striking  proofs  it  affords,  in 
every  page,  of  the  Almighty  Power,  Wis- 
dom, and  Goodness.— Whewell,  William, 
1835,  LyeWs  Principles  of  Oeology,  Quarterly 
Review,  vol  53,  pp.  407,  448. 

I  have  recently  read   afresh   the   first 
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edition  of  the  "Principles  of  Geology;"  and 
when  I  consider  that  this  remarkable  book 
had  been  nearly  thirty  years  in  everybody's 
handS;  and  that  it  brings  home  to  any 
reader  of  ordinary  intelligence  a  great  prin- 
ciple and  a  great  factr-the  principle,  that 
the  past  must  be  explained  by  the  present 
unless  good  cause  be  shown  to  the  con- 
trary; and  the  fact,  that,  so  far  as  our 
knowledge  of  the  past  history  of  life  on  our 
globe  goes,  no  such  cause  can  be  shown— I 
cannot  but  believe  that  Lyell,  for  others,  as 
myself,  was  the  chief  agent  for  smoothing 
the  road  for  Darwin.  For  consistent  uni- 
formitarianism  postulates  evolution  as 
much  in  the  organic  as  m  the  inorganic 
world.  The  origin  of  a  new  species  by  other 
than  ordinary  agencies  would  be  vastly 
greater  "catastrophe"  than  any  of  those 
which  Lyell  successfully  eliminated  from 
sober  geological  speculation.  —  Huxley, 
Thobias  Henrt,  1887,  On  the  Reception  of 
the  "Origin  of  Species/*  The  Life  and  Let- 
ters of  Charles  Dartrin,  ed.  his  Son,  vol.  I,  p. 
543. 

The  "Principles  of  Geology"  is  by  no 
means  light  reading,  but  as  a  work  of  sci- 
ence it  ranks  deservedly  high;  in  the  days 
when  it  first  appeared  it  was  probably 
rendered  more  attractive  by  the  delicately 
heretical  flavour,  which  added  a  charm  to 
all  similar  researches  in  those  days,  but  has 
now  become  too  much  a  matter  of  course  to 
interest  any  one. — Oliphant,  Margaret 
0.  W.,  1892,  The  Victorian  Age  of  English 
Literaiurey  p.  365. 

In  1871  he  published  a  virtually  new 
work,  which  has  seen  four  editions,  "The 
Student's  Elements  of  Geology. "  For  sev- 
eral years  his  was  the  only  convenient 
modem  text-book  on  the  subject,  and  it 
may  abeady  be  regarded  as  a  classic.  The 
life-work  of  the  author  is  exemplified  even 
here,  by  the  treatment  of  the  various  sys- 
tems in  descending  order,  thus  proceeding 
from  the  known  towards  the  unknown, 
from  existing  phenomena  to  the  endeavour 
to  comprehend  the  past. — Cole,  Gren- 
VILLE  A.  J.,  1893,  Dictionary  of  National 
Biography,  vol  xxxiv,  p,  323. 

It  is  the  destiny  of  all  books  of  science  to 
be  soon  superseded  and  superannuated, 
while  those  of  literature  may  live  for  all 
time.  I  suppose  Sir  Charles  Lyell's  "Prin- 
ciples of  Geology"  has  undergone,  or  will 
undergo,  this  fate  ere  long;  but  the  mag- 


nanimity and  candor  which  made  him,  m 
issuing  the  tenth  edition  of  that  book,  ab- 
jure all  his  previous  arguments  against 
evolution  and  candidly  own  himself  Dar- 
win's convert,  was  an  evidence  of  genuine 
loyalty  to  truth  which  I  trust  can  never  be 
forgotten.  He  was,  a^  Professor  Huxley 
called  him,  the  "greatest  Geologist  of  his 
day  "—the  man  "who  found  Geology  an  in- 
fant science  feebly  contending  for  a  few 
scattered  truths,  and  left  it  a  giant,  grasp- 
ing all  the  ages  of  the  past. "— Cobbe, 
Frances  Power,  1894,  Life,  by  Herself,  vol. 
n,  p.  408. 

The  man  who  dealt  the  death-blow  to  the 
old  uncritical  view  of  geology  was  Sir 
Charles  Lyell,  whose  "Principles  of  Geol- 
ogy" marks  an  epoch  in  the  science.  Lyell's 
central  doctrine  is  that  the  past  history  of 
the  earth  must  be  inferred  by  ordinary 
processes  of  observation  and  reasoning 
from  the  present,  and  that  it  is  possible  to 
interpret  "the  testimony  of  the  rocks"  by 
means  of  principles  which  we  still  see  at 
work.  In  other  words  he  was  a  "uniform- 
itarian."  The  victory  of  his  view  estab- 
lished "the  reign  of  law"  over  the  field  of 
geology,  and  went  far  towards  convincing 
men  of  its  universality.  Assuming  no 
causes  except  such  as  he  could  point  to  in 
experience,  Lyell  showed  how  the  geological 
formations  of  the  earth  arose.  According 
to  Darwin,  the  effect  of  Lyell's  work  could 
formerly  be  seen  in  the  much  more  rapid 
progress  of  geology  in  England  than  in 
France;  and  the  "Principle  of  Geology" 
was  most  helpful  to  Darwin  himself.— 
Walker,  Hugh,  1897,  The  Age  of  Tenny- 
son, p.  177. 

Lyell's  "Principles  of  Geology"  will  al- 
ways rank  as  one  of  the  classics  of  geology 
and  must  form  an  early  part  of  the  reading 
of  every  man  who  would  wish  to  make  him- 
self an  accomplished  geologist.— Geikie, 
Sir  Archibald,  1897,  The  Founders  of 
Oeology,  p.  281. 

ANTIQUITY  OF  MAN 
1863 
You  asked  me  to  tell  you,  when  I  had 
read  it,  what  I  thought  of  Sir  Charles  Ly- 
ell's book.  I  have  only  to-day  finished  the 
perusal  of  the  copy  he  kindly  sent  me,  that 
is,  all  but  half  of  the  matter  on  the  glacial 
period,  which  I  reserve  till  I  can  read  it 
more  attentively.  Throughout  it  is  a  very 
interesting  and  to  me  a  very  satisfactory 
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book.  It  IS  three  books:  1.  A  capital 
resum6  and  examination  of  what  we  knew 
about  the  evidence  of  antiquity  of  man; 
no  evidence  we  had  not  read  of  before,  but 
very  clearly  presented,  of  course.  2.  A 
treatise  on  the  glacial  period.  Out  of  this  I 
have  much  to  learn,  and  must  read  it  all 
again  carefully;  of  a  part  I  have  not  yet 
cut  the  leaves.  3.  On  transmutation  mat- 
ters. That  part  of  the  book  I  can  judge 
somewhat  of,  and  I  declare  it  firat-rate.  It 
is  just  about  what  I  expected,  and  is  char- 
acteristic of  the  man.  I  think  that  you,  and 
Hooker,  are  unreasonable  in  complaining  of 
Lyell  that  he  does  not  come  out  "flat- 
footed,"  as  we  say,  as  an  advocate  of 
natural-selection  transmutation.  For,  1st, 
it  is  evident  that  though  inclined  strongly 
towards  it  he  is  by  no  means  satisfied  that 
natural  selection  wiH  do  all  the  work  you 
put  upon  it.  2nd,  he  very  plainly  implies 
nearly  all  you  would  have  him  say.  And, 
3d,  he  serves  your  cause  (supposing  it  to  be 
well-founded)  quite  as  effectually,  perhaps, 
by  his  guarded  position,  by  his  keeping  the 
position  of  a  judge  rather  than  of  an  ad- 
vocate, and  by  considering  still  the  case  as 
not  yet  ripe  for  a  decision.— Gray,  Asa, 
1863,  To  Charles  Darwin,  April  20;  Letters, 
ed.  Gray,  vol  n,  p.  503. 

The  book  may  seem,  from  the  literary 
critic's  point  of  view,  rather  composite  in 
character,  and  this  objection  was  made  in  a 
good-natured  form  by  a  writer  in  the 
"Saturday  Review,"  who  called  it  "a  trilogy 
on  the  antiquity  of  man,  ice,  and  Darwin. " 
That,  however  is  but  a  slight  blemish,  if 
blemish  it  be,  and  it  was  readily  pardoned, 
because  of  the  general  interest  of  the  book, 
the  clearness  of  its  style,  and  the  lucidity  of 
its  reasoning.— Bonnet,  Thomas  George, 
1895,  Charles  LyeU  and  Modem  Geology,  p. 
185. 

GENERAL 

Mr.  Lyell's  book,  ["Travels  in  North 
America  "]  to  borrow  a  term  from  his  favour- 
ite science,  may  be  likened  to  a  pudding- 
stone,  in  which  the  geological  plums  are 
thicldy  set  in  a  thin  paste  of  travel.  As  the 
latter  is  seasoned  with  praise  nearly  to  the 
American  taste,  the  whole  will  be  devoured 
by  tiie  omnivorous  general  reader,  although 
much  of  it  will  be  somewhat  beyond  his 
comprehension.— Gray,  Asa,  1845,  LyeWs 
Travels  in  North  America,  North  American 
Review,  vol  61,  p.  498. 


His  scientific  observations  are  full  of  in- 
formation and  entertainment,  though  we 
cannot  always  go  along  with  him  in  his 
theories;  but  the  materials  which  he  has 
brought  together  to  assist  one  in  forming 
a  correct  view  of  the  condition  and  pros- 
pects of  various  portions  of  our  country, 
and  of  the  character  of  the  several  classes 
of  its  inhabitants,  are  more  complete  and 
trustworthy  than  can  be  found  in  any  single 
book  of  travels  in  America  with  which  we 
are  acquainted.— Bowen,  Francts,  1849, 
LyeWs  Second  Visit  to  America,  North  Amer- 
ican Review,  vol  69,  p.  353. 

Lyell  ...  is  an  excellent  and  thought- 
ful writer,  but  not,  I  think,  a  great  field 
observer  ...  his  mind  is  essentially  de- 
ductive not  mductive.— Sedgwick,  Adam, 
1865,  Life  and  Letters,  vol  u,  p.  412. 

I  do  not  know  whether  I  was  quite  so 
much  interested  by  Lyell's  work  as  by 
Lubbock's  "Prehistoric  Times;"  but  I  do 
not  think  Lyell  has  left  much  room  for 
doubt  as  to  his  opmions  on  any  point  on 
which  he  must  be  supposed  to  have  made 
up  his  mind,  nor  did  his  book  acquaint  me 
with  any  as  to  the  main  question  which  I 
had  not  previously  heard  from  himself  in 
conversation.— ThirlwalL,  Connop,  1865. 
Letters  to  a  Friend,  Nov.  24,  ed.  Stanley, 
p.  43. 

Sir  Charles  Lyell  has  always  maintained 
orthodoxy  of  opinion  while  boldly  seeking 
the  truths  unfolded  to  his  penetration  by 
his  favorite  science.  His  writings  have 
been  rather  noted  for  their  pith  than  for 
their  voluminousness;  he  has  written  mul- 
turn,  not  mvlta,  in  accordance  with  the 
counsel  of  the  old  philosopher.  His  style 
is  always  positive,  and  his  elucidations  are 
clear  and  exhaustive.  He  was  one  of  those 
who  gave  an  impulse  to  the  great  intel- 
lectual movement  which  is  beanng  fruit  in 
the  animated  scientific  discussions  of  the 
present  day,  of  which  many  of  the  writers 
have  now  got  far  beyond  him.— Towle, 
George  M.,  1871,  Sir  Charles  LyeU,  Apple- 
ton's  Journal,  vol  6,  p.  214. 

For  somewhere  about  half  a  century  he 
continued  in  the  van  of  English  geologists, 
and  so  identified  himself  with  them  and 
their  pursuits  as  to  be  justiy  taken  as  the 
leader  of  geological  speculation  in  this 
country.  ...  Of  his  work  among  the 
Tertiary  formations,  with  the  nomenclature 
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by  which,  through  that  work,  they  are 
now  univenally  known,  his  observations  on 
the  rise  of  land  in  Sweden,  his  researches 
into  the  structure  of  volcanic  cones,  and 
other  original  contributions,  over  and  above 
the  solid  additions  to  science  supplied  by 
the  numerous  editions  of  his  popular  works, 
it  is  not  needful  to  make  mention  here. 
Enough  is  gained  if  at  this  time  these  few 
lines  recall  some  of  the  services  to  which 
Sir  Charles  LyeU  devoted  a  long,  honour- 
able, and  illustrious  life,  which  have  graven 
his  name  in  large  letters  on  the  front  of  the 
temple  of  science,  and  in  memory  of  which 
that  name  will  long  be  remembered  with 
gratitude  and  enthusiasm  as  a  watchword 
among  the  students  of  geology.— Geieie, 
Sir  ARCfflBALD,  1875,  Scientific  WorihieSy 
Nature,  vol  12,  pp.  325,  327. 

The  science  of  Geology  is  enormously  in- 
debted to  Lyell— more  so,  as  I  believe,  than 
to  any  other  man  who  ever  lived.— Dar- 
win, Charles,  1876,  Aviobiagraphyy  The 
Life  and  Letters  of  Charles  Darwin,  ed.  his 
Son,  vol.  I,  p.  60. 

Many  books  have  been  written  about 
Mont  Blanc,  its  botany  and  its  glaciers,  but 
none  have  ever  equalled,  in  truthfulness 
and  freshness  of  description,  the  diary  of 
Lyell.  He  seized  upon  all  the  remarkable 
points  to  be  noticed,  and  shone  both  as  a 
botanist  and  geologist.  .  .  .  Lyell's  long- 
eTcpected  book  on  the  "Principles  of  Geol- 
ogy" was  published  in  1830,  and  it  made 
a  very  considerable  sensation,  and  was 
warmly  combated  and  abused.  Now  it  is 
admitted  as  the  most  conclusive  and  use- 
ful of  introductory  books,  fit  for  a  youth, 
and  eminently  good  in  its  tone.— Duncan, 
P.  Martin,  1882,  Heroes  of  Science,  pp.  312, 
326. 

In  reviewing  the  seventy-eight  years  of 
his  labours,  it  is  impossible  to  avoid  seeing 


throughout  how  admirably  his  opportun- 
ities were  adapted  to  the  work  he  had  to  do. 
He  was  the  right  man,  to  start  with;  but 
the  lines  also  fell  to  him  in  the  right  places. 
With  equal  abilities,  equal  ardour,  and 
equal  singleness  of  purpose,  he  could  not 
have  done  so  much  without  the  happy  con- 
junction of  circumstances  as  well.  On  the 
other  hand,  the  lesson  of  his  valuable  life 
throws  only  into  stronger  relief  the  utter 
waste  of  powers  and  opportunities  on  the 
part  of  most  other  Englishmen  in  like  posi- 
tions. Ninety-nine  people  out  of  a  hun- 
dred, put  in  Lyell's  place,  would  have  been 
nothing  better  than  masters  of  foxhounds 
or  slaughterers  of  tame  pheasants. — Allen, 
Grant,  1882,  Sir  Charles  Lyell,  FortnighUy 
Review,  vol.  37,  p.  87. 

It  has  been  sometimes  said  that  Lyell 
was  not  an  original  thinker.  Possibly  not; 
vixere  fortes  ante  AgaTnemnana  is  true  in 
science  no  less  than  in  national  history; 
there  were  mathematicians  before  Newton, 
philosophic  naturalists  before  Darwin, 
geologists  before  Lyell.  He  did  not  claim 
to  have  discovered  the  principle  of  uni- 
formity. He  tells  us  himself  what  had  been 
done  by  his  predecessors  in  Italy  and  in 
Scotland:  but  he  scattered  the  mists  of 
error  and  illusion,  he  placed  the  idea  upon 
a  firm  and  logical  basis;  in  a  word,  he  found 
uniformitarianism  an  hypothesis,  and  he 
left  it  a  theory.  That  surely  is  a  more  solid 
gift  to  science,  a  better  claim  to  greatness, 
than  any  number  of  brilliant  guesses  and 
fancies,  which,  after  coruscating  for  a  brief 
season  to  the  amazement  of  a  gaping  crowd, 
explode  into  darkness,  and  are  no  more 
seen.— BoNNEY,  Thomas  George,  1895, 
Charles  LyeU  arid  Modem  Geology,  p.  219. 

The  greatest  geologist  of  his  time.— Will- 
iams, Henry  Smith,  1901,  The  Story  of 
NineteenthrCentury  Science,  p.  99. 


Sir  Arthur  Helps 

1813-1875 
Bom,  at  Balham  Hill,  Streatham,  10  July  1813.  At  Eton,  1829-32.  Matric.  Trin. 
Coll.,  Gamb.,  1832;  B.  A.,  1835;  M.  A.,  1839.  Priv.  Sec.  to  Chancellor  of  Exchequer, 
1836  [7}-39;  to  Sec.  for  Ireland,  1839.  Commissioner  of  French,  Danish  and  Spanish 
Claims.  Married  Bissel  Fuller.  Clerk  of  Privy  Council,  June  1860  to  March  1875.  Hon. 
D.  C.  L,  Oxford,  8  June  1864.  C.  B.,  June  1871 ;  K.  C.  B.,  July  1872.  Died,  in  London, 
7  March  1875.  Works:  "Thoughts  in  the  Qoister  and  the  Crowd "  (anon.),  1835;  "Es- 
says written  in  the  intervals  of  Business"  (anon.),  1841;  "Catherine  Douglas"  (anon.), 
1843;  "King  Henry  II."  (anon.),  1843;  "The  Claims  of  Labour"  (anon.),  1844;  "Friends 
in  Council,"  ser.  L  (2  pts.),  1847-49;  ser.  ii.,  1859;  "A  Letter  from  one  of  the  Special 
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Constables  in  London''  (anon.),  1848;  ''TheC!onqiieror8of  the  New  World"  (anon.),  1848; 
"Companions  of  my  Solitude"  (anon.),  1851;  "A  Letter  on  Uncle  Tom's  Cabin"  (anon.) 
1852;  "The  Spanish  Conquest  in  America"  (4vols.),  1855-«1;  "Oulita  the  Serf"  (anon.) 
1858;  "Organization  in  DaUy  Life"  (anon.),  1862;  "Life  of  Las  Casas,"  1868  [1867];  "Re- 
almah"  (anon.),  1868;  "Life  of  Columbus"  (with  H.  P.  Thomas),  1869;  "Life  of  Pirarro," 
1869;  '^Casimir  Maremma"  (anon.),  1870;  "Brevia"  (anon.),  1871;  "Ck)nver8ations  on 
War"  (anon.),  1871;  "life  of  Hernando  Cortes,"  1871;  "Life  and  Labours  of  Mr.  Brassey," 
1872  (3rd  edn.  same  year);  "Thoughts  upon  Government,"  1872;  "Some  Talk  about  Ani- 
mals" (anon.),  1873;  "Ivan  de  Biron"  (anon.),  1874;  "Social  Pressure"  (anon.),  1875. 
He  edited:  the  Prince  Consort's  "Speeches,"  1862;  the  Queen's. "Leaves  from  the  Journal 
of  our  Life  in  the  Highlands,"  1868;  the  Queen's  "Mountain,  Loch  and  Glen,"  1869;  T. 
Brassey's  "Work  and  Wages,"  1872.  — Sharp,  R.  Farquharson,  1897,  A  Dieiianary  of 
English  Attihan,  p.  130. 


PERSONAL 

I  dined  with  Arthur  Helps  yesterday  at 
Sir  James  CJark's— very  snug— only  he  and 
myself.  He  is  a  sleek  man,  wiUi  dose- 
snipped  hair;  has  a  quiet,  humorous  way  of 
talking,  like  his  books.— EuoT,  George, 
1853,  To  Mrs,  Bray,  Dee,  28;  George  Eliot's 
Life  as  rdaied  in  her  Letters  and  Journals^ 
ed.  Cross,  vol.  I,  p.  230. 

A  thin,  scholarly,  cold  sort  of  a  man. — 
Hawthorne,  Nathaniel,  1856,  English 
Note-Books,  vol.  II,  p.  24. 

Next  to  humanity  the  object  of  Sir 
Arthur's  greatest  reverence  was  its  most 
direct  emanation— a  book.  His  acquaint- 
ance with  books  was  enormous.  He  read 
rapidly,  for  his  power  of  attention  was  ab- 
solute; and  he  remembered  what  he  read 
for  tiiat  same  reason.  I  am  unable  to  say 
who  were  his  favourite  writers;  for  the 
writers  he  knew  best  he  regarded  as  per- 
sonal friends,  and  among  personal  friends 
there  should  be  no  favouritism.  If  I  were 
called  upon  to  say  of  what  writer  I  have 
heard  him  speak  the  most  often  and  with 
the  greatest  admiration,  I  think  it  would  be 
one  of  the  last  my  readers  would  be  likely 
to  name — Machiavelli.  But  then  he  had  de- 
rived his  opinion  of  him,  not  from  the  pages 
of  Macaulay,  but  from  the  revelations  of 
that  great  statesman  concerning  himself— 
to  be  found  only  in  his  writings  and  his  life. 
Should  a  finished  portrait  of  Sir  Arthur 
Helps  ever  be  achieved  by  a  competent  hand, 
it  w^l  present  traits,  moral  and  intellectual, 
too  numerous  and  too  beautiful  to  be  truth- 
fully attributable  to  more  than  a  very  few 
men  of  our  own  or  any  other  time.  One  of 
these  traits  must  not  be  omitted  from  the 
slightest  sketch  of  him— the  intensity  and 
constancy  of  his  personal  attachments. — 
HuLLAH,  John,  1875,  Sir  Arthur  Helps, 
MaemUlan's  Magazine,  vol.  31,  p.  553. 


He  was  an  excellent  host.  .  .  .  The  ad- 
mirable tact  of  the  master  of  the  house  was 
always  successful  in  putting  people  at  ease 
with  each  other.  He  talked  admirably,  and 
had  a  marvelloiisly  retentive  memory,  but 
he  never  forgot  the  rule  which  he  puts  in 
the  mouth  of  one  of  the  "Friends  in  Coun- 
cil"—that  "one  ought  always  to  be  mind- 
ful of  the  first  syllable  of  the  word  con- 
versation, and  talk  with  people,  not  to 
them. "  As  head  of  an  OfSce  which  had  to 
enter  into  relation  with  nearly  every  de- 
partment of  Government,  he  gained  univer- 
sal esteem.  He  treated  his  subordinates 
almost  as  part  of  Ins  own  family,  and  was 
perpetually  extending  his  hospitality  to 
them.  ...  He  was,  I  think,  over-sensitive 
to  adverse  criticism,  of  which  he  had  per- 
haps not  enough  to  allow  him  to  grow  cal- 
lous to  it;  and  the  least  misprints  in  his 
own  booira  or  articles  annoyed  him  ex- 
ceedingly.—Preston-Thomas,  H.,  1890, 
Arthur  Helps,  Blackwood^ s  Magazine,  voL 
148,  pp.  46,  47,  49. 

GENERAL 
"Casimir  Maremma,"  by  the  same  au- 
thor, is  an  Oriental  story.  The  form  of 
the  conversations  is  not  attractive;  while 
the  tales,  though  daringly  novel  in  con- 
ception, are  not  always  slolfully  worked  out. 
The  language  throughout  is  pure  and  ele- 
gant, and  the  true  worth  of  the  matter  lies 
in  its  earnest  and  enlightened  speculation. 
.  .  .  Helps's  "History  of  Spanish  Con- 
quests in  America"  deals  mainly  with  the 
slavery  question  and  with  the  colonial 
policy  of  the  Spaniards,  and  consequently 
does  not  trench  on  the  ground  so  well 
occupied  by  Robertson  and  Prescott.  The 
style  of  the  work  is  chaste,  the  sentiment 
pure  and  elevated.— Spalding,  William, 
1852,  A  History  of  English  Literature,  pp. 
417,  425. 
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I  have  been  reading  Helps'  "Conquest" 
on  your  recommendation.  It  is  a  curiously 
told  story— as  if  it  was  being  told  with  all 
the  narrator's  little  private  ways  of  allu- 
sion or  remark— but  very  interesting. — 
Church,  Richard  William,  1857,  To  Sir 
Frederick  Rogers,  Feb.  17;  Life  and  Letters 
of  Dean  Church,  ed.  his  Daughter,  p.  178. 

It  ["OuUta"]  is  a  noble  and  beautiful 
work.  It  is  strongly  marked  with  the  same 
characteristics  which  distinguish  its  author's 
former  writings.  Its  power  and  excellence 
are  mainly  in  thoughtfulness,  pathos, 
humour.  There  is  a  certain  subtlety  of 
thought,— a  capacity  gradually  to  sur- 
round the  reader  with  an  entire  world  and  a 
complete  life:  we  feel  how  heartily  the 
writer  has  thrown  himself  into  the  state  of 
things  he  describes,  half  believing  the  tale 
he  tells,  and  using  gently  and  tenderly  the 
characters  he  draws.  We  have  a  most  in- 
teresting story:  we  see  before  us  beings  of 
actual  flesh  and  blood.  .  .  .  The  language 
of  the  tragedy  is  such  as  might  have  been 
expected  from  its  author.  There  is  not  a 
phrase,  not  a  word  from  first  to  last,  to 
which  the  most  fastidious  taste  could  take 
exception.— Boyd,  Andrew  K.  H.,  1858, 
(Miia  the  Serf,  Frasefs  Magazine,  vol  57, 
p.  529. 

Though  he  is  capable  of  strong  con- 
clusiveness, he  approaches  conclusions  by  a 
zig-^y  ai^d  tries  by  a  parting  kick  any  god 
of  his  own  setting  up.  He  concludes,  but  his 
conclusions  are  half-regrets;  and  his  despot- 
ism (for  he  can  be  despotic)  is  almost  a 
genial  rage;  as  of  a  man  who  should  say, 
''Come,  something  must  be  possible;  let  us 
go  and  make  that  something  real  after  all 
this  vacillation. "  He  says  of  the  states- 
man—that is,  Malverton  says  of  him— that 
"he  should  doubt  to  the  last,  and  then  act 
like  a  man  who  has  never  doubted."  To 
this  Ellesmere  replies,  "Qeverly  put,  but 
untrue,  after  the  fashion  of  you  maxim- 
mongers.  He  should  not  act  like  a  man 
who  has  never  doubted,  but  like  a  man 
who  was  m  the  habit  of  doubting  till  he  had 
received  sufficient  information. "  There  is 
a  good  deal  of  Mr.  Helps  himself  in  that 
description;  and  it  is  not  a  bad  sketch  of 
the  right  temperament  for  a  statesman. — 
HoLBEACH,  Henry,  1870,  The  Author  of 
"Friends  in  Council,"  Contemporary  Re- 
view, vol  14,  p.  429. 

No  two  men  have  done  more,  I  believe, 


to  save  this  generation  from  two  or  even 
three  extremes  of  fanaticism,  than  Mr.  Car- 
lyle  and  Mr.  Helps.  ...  It  is  this  vein  of 
wise  charity,  running  through  all  which 
Mr.  Helps  has  ever  written,  wWch  makes  his 
books  so  wholesome  to  the  student  of  his 
fellow-men;  especially  wholesome,  I  should 
think,  to  ministers  of  religion.— Kingsley, 
Charles,  1872,  Afr.  Helps  as  an  Essayist, 
Macmillan*s  Magazine,  vol  25,  p.  201, 203. 

When  Mr.  Helps,  twenty-five  years  ago, 
published  "Friends  m  Council, "  he  founded 
a  school  of  essayists  who  undertook  to  apply 
what — to  use  one  of  their  favorite  expres- 
sions—is called  "thought"  to  all  the  minor 
affairs  of  life.  ...  Of  Mr.  Helps's  school 
we  confess  we  cannot  with  honesty  say 
much  good.  Of  Mr.  Helps  we  gladly  speak 
\rith  considerable  respect.  He  has,  as  an 
historian,  produced  works  which  place  him 
high  among  historical  writers  of  the  second 
class.  His  earlier  essays  were  graceful  and 
intelligent,  if  not  very  profound  or  vigorous. 
There  was  a  time  when  he  wrote  somewhat 
above  the  level  of  his  readers,  and  strove 
rather  to  bring  them  up  to  him  than  to  de- 
scend to  their  capacities.  The  candor, 
moreover,  he  claims  he  really  possesses,  and 
we  suspect  he  might  still  as  a  critic  produce 
works  of  considerable  value.  We  greatly 
hope  that  he  may  cease  to  writ-e  vaguely  on 
things  in  general,  and  produce  once  more 
wor^  on  history  worthy  of  hb  considerable 
reputation.  As  an  historian  he  has  one 
great  merit.  He  is  one  of  the  few  men  who 
still  believe  m  moral  force,  since,  in  Eng- 
land at  least,  the  limited  number  of  per- 
sons who  did  not  bow  down  and  worship 
force  when  represented  by  Louis  Napoleon, 
began  to  adore  it  when  represented  by  Bis- 
marck. From  this  passionate  admiration 
for  successful  violence  Mr.  Helps  is  entirely 
free.  —  Dicey,  A.  V.,  1872,  Mr.  Arthur 
Helps,  The  Nation,  vol  14,  pp.  323,  324. 

His  most  popular  books  are  "Friends  in 
Council"  and  "Companions  of  my  Soli- 
tude." In  these  volumes  are  reported  the 
conversations  of  a  company  of  friends, 
who  discuss  questions  of  various  kinds,— 
ethical,  social,  and  literary.  English  liter- 
ature contains  nothing  in  the  shape  of  col- 
loquial essays  that  approaches  these  in 
merit.  The  individuality  of  the  interlocutors 
is  carefully  preserved,  and  the  reader  ac- 
quires a  personal  interest  in  each  hardly 
subordinate  to  the  general  effect  of  the 
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wisdom  which  they  mterchange.  The 
thought  of  these  essays  is  effective  not  only 
by  its  intrinsic  vigor  and  its  wonderful 
affinity  for  the  mind  of  average  intelligence, 
but  by  the  inimitable  grace  and  almost  in- 
sidious gentleness  of  its  expression.  No 
writer  is  more  remote  from  dogmatism 
than  Mr.  Helps;  but  his  opinions  bear  un- 
mistakable marks  of  maturity  and  fixed- 
ness. His  felicity  of  illustration  is  hardly 
surpassed,  and  the  tender  human  sym- 
pathy which  warms  all  his  writings  brings 
him  very  near  to  his  readers.  Mr.  Helps  is 
not  a  powerful  original  thinker;  but  he  has 
the  art  of  presenting  the  best  thought  in 
the  most  impressive  and  persuasive  shape, 
in  an  almost  unequaled  degree,  and  of 
calling  out  or  reanimating  ideas  which 
have  been  latent  in  the  minds  of  his  readers. 
There  are  no  essays  in  the  language,  save 
perhaps  those  of  Macaulay,  that  are  at  once 
so  delightful  and  so  instructive  as  Mr. 
Helps's.--CATHCART,  Georqb  R.,  1874,  ed., 
The  Literary  Reader,  p.  323. 

I  scarcely  knew  him  except  at  Cam- 
bridge forty  years  ago:  and  could  never 
relish  his  Writings,  amiable  and  sensible  as 
they  are.  I  suppose  they  will  help  to  swell 
that  substratum  of  Intellectual  Peat  (Car- 
lyle  somewhere  calls  it)  from  [which]  one  or 
two  living  Trees  stand  out  in  a  Century.— 
FttzGerald,  Edward,  1875,  Letter,  AprU 
9 ;  Letters  to  Fanny  KenMe,  ed,  Wright,  p,  65. 

Sir  Arthur  Helps'  books,  if  they  possessed 
no  other  merit,  would  still  be  valuable  to 
our  hurry-skurry  age  by  recalling  to  us  the 
sense  that  there  is— or  used  to  be— such  a 
thing  as  Leisure  somewhere  on  the  globe.— 
CoBBE,  Frances  Power,  1875,  Social  Pres- 
eure,  The  Academy,  vol.  7,  p.  5. 

In  the  most  characteristic  series  of  his 
works,  of  which  "Friends  in  Council "  is  the 
centre,  he  is  persistently  occupied  with  a  ra- 
tionale of  things  which  most  think  it  a  gain 
not  to  think  about;  how  to  do  thing3  that 
most  do  well  or  ill,  and  are  done  with;  how 
to  mitigate  the  surprises  and  avoid  the  re- 
grets which  meet  us  by  the  way,  for  which 
most  think  callousness  the  only  remedy  and 
the  best.  Throughout,  the  vein  of  his  specu- 
lation is  coloured  by  a  view  that  if  we  would 
take  up  the  little  difficulties  of  life  and  deal 
with  them,  the  great  ones  would  melt  away. 
He  did  not  treat  the  weariness  of  detail 
and  the  reluctance  to  spend  thought  in 
articiilating  statements  that  border  upon 


truisms  as  facts  to  be  reckoned  with,  but  as 
mistakes  to  be  corrected,  as,  indeed,  the 
sensitive  eagerness  of  his  mind,  however 
it  was  disciplined  into  patience,  always 
led  him  to  see  much  more  clearly  that  in 
life  which  is  modifiable,  than  that  which 
is  fixed.  But  within  its  range,  his  percep- 
tion was  singularly  clear  and  accurate,  and 
there  can  be  little  doubt  that  it  was  height- 
ened by  his  keen  disinterested  sensibility  to 
all  concrete  discomfort.  Perhaps  his  great 
talent  for  the  concrete  did  something  to 
keep  his  mind  in  the  byways  of  thought 
and  affairs;  the  highways  of  both  are  paved 
with  abstractions.— SiMCOX,  George  Au- 
gustus, 1875,  Sir  Arthur  Helps,  The 
Academy,  vol,  7,  p,  268. 

Helps'  literary  career  coounenced  at  an 
early  age  with  the  publication  in  1835  of 
"Thoughts  in  the  Cloister  and  the  Crowd. " 
He  afterwards  attempted  history,  fiction, 
drama,  but  his  social  essays  alone  achieved 
any  lasting  popularity.  .  .  .  his  views  are 
for  the  most  part  commonplace  and  are 
often  expressed  at  tedious  length.— Boase, 
George  Cleiient,  1891,  Dictionary  of 
National  Biography,  vol.  xxy,  p.  372. 

His  position  in  the  world  of  letters  was 
sometlung  of  a  paradox:  he  never  rose  to 
the  highest  sphere,  yet  was  a  imiversal 
favourite  of  the  public,  respected  and  mer- 
ited every  respect;  and  while  treating  the 
loftiest  subjects  in  a  manner  consider^  by 
a  mass  of  readers  both  original  and  striking, 
he  never  really  in  any  of  his  works  rose 
above  the  region  of  the  respectable  com- 
monplace.—Ouphant,  Margaret  0.  W., 
1892,  The  Victorian  Age  of  English  Liter- 
ature, p.  154. 

In  different  ways  enough— for  he  was  as 
quiet  as  the  other  was  showy— Helps  was 
the  counterpart  of  Kinglake,  as  exhibiting 
a  certain  stage  in  the  progress  of  English 
culture  during  the  middle  of  the  century— a 
stage  in  which  the  Briton  was  considerably 
more  alive  to  foreign  things  than  he 
had  been,  had  enlarged  his  sphere  in 
many  ways,  and  was  at  least  striving  to  be 
cosmopolitan,  but  had  lost  insular  strength 
without  acquiring  Continental  suppleness. 
— Saintsbury,  George,  1896,  A  History  of 
Nineteenth  Century  Literature,  p.  384. 

He  was  an  overrated  writer  in  his  time. 
He  is  perhaps  underrated  now.— Shorter, 
Clebient,  1897,  Victorian  Literature,  p.  191. 
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Connop  TMrlwall 

1797-1875 
Bom,  at  Stepney,  11  Feb.  1797.  Early  education  at  Charterhouse  School  Matric. 
Trin.  Ck>lL,  Camb.,  1814;  Craven  Scholar,  1815;  Bell's  Scholar,  1815;  Chancellor's  Medal- 
Ibt,  1818;  B.  A.,  1818;  Minor  Fellow,  Trin.  Coll.,  1818;  M.  A.,  1821.  Student  of  Lincohi's 
Inn,  Feb.  1820.  Called  to  Bar,  1825.  Ordained  Deacon,  1827;  Priest,  1828.  Rector  of 
Kirby-under-Dale,  Yorks,  1834-40.  B.  D.  and  D.  D.,  1840.  Bishop  of  St.  David's,  July 
1840  to  May  1874.  Died,  at  Bath,  27  July  1875.  Works:  [exclusive  of  separate  sermons 
and  episcopal  charges,  etc.]:  "Primiti»"  (priv.  ptd.),  1809;  "History  of  Greece"  (8 
vols.),  1835-47;  "The  Advantages  of  Literary  and  Scientific  Institutions,"  1850;  "In- 
augural Address"  [at  the  Edinburgh  Philosophical  Institution],  1861;  "The  Present  State 
of  Relations  between  Science  and  Literature,"  1867.  Posthumam:  "Remains,  literary 
and  theological,"  ed.  by  J.  J.  S.  Perowne  (3  vols.),  1877-78;  "Letters,  literary  and  theo- 
logical," ed.  by  J.  J.  S.  Perowne  and  L.  Stokes,  1881 ;  "Letters  to  a  Friend,"  ed.  by  Dean 
Stenley,  1881.  He  trarulaUd:  Schleiermacher's  "Qritical  Essay  on  the  Gospel  of  St. 
Luke,"  1825;  Niebuhr's  "History  of  Rome"  (with  J.  C.  Hare),  1828.— Sharp,  R.  Far- 
QUHARSON,  1897,  A  DidionaTy  of  English  Auihon,  p.  279. 


PERSONAL 

My  Bishop,  I  can  discern,  is  a  right  solid 
honest-hearted  man,  full  of  knowledge  and 
sense,  excessively  delicate  withal,  and,  in 
spite  of  his  positive  temper,  almost  timid. 
No  wonder  he  is  a  little  embarrassed  with 
me,  till  he  feel  gradually  that  I  have  not 
come  here  to  eat  him,  or  make  scenes  in  his 
still  house.  But  we  are  getting,  or  as  good 
as  got,  out  of  that,  and  shall  for  a  brief  time 
do  admirably  weU.  Here  is  medicine  for 
the  soul,  if  the  body  fare  worse  for  such 
sumptuosities,  precisely  the  converse  of 
Llandough.  It  is  wholly  an  element  of 
rigid,  decently  elegant  forms  that  we  live  in. 
Very  wholesome  for  the  like  of  me  to  dip  for 
a  day  or  two  into  that,  is  it  not?  For  the 
rest,  I  have  got  two  other  novels  of  Tieck, 
of  which  the  admiring  Bishop  possesses  a 
whole  stock.— Carlylb,  Thomas,  1843, 
Letter  to  Jane  Welsh  Carlyk,  A  History  of 
His  Life  in  London,  ed.  Froude,  vol  i,  p. 
263. 

CONNOP  THIRLWALL 

SCHOLAR,  HISTORIAN,  THEOLOGIAN, 

FOR  THIRTY-POUR  TEARS 

BISHOP  OP  ST.   DAVID'S. 

BORN  February  11, 1797. 

DIED  JULY  27,  1875. 

COR  SAPIENS  ET  INTELLIGENS 

AD  DISCERNENDUM  JUDICIUM. 

GWYN.  EI.  FYD. 

—Inscription  on  Grave,   1875,   Weet- 
minster  Abbey ^  p,  395. 

The  Bishop  had  but  few  intimate  friends; 
and  of  those  who  were  his  contemporaries 
at  Cambridge,  most  had  passed  away  be- 
fore him.    To  the  world  at  large  he  was 


known  as  the  scholar,  the  historian,  the 
tJbeologian,  foremost  in  the  first  rank  of 
these;  but  of  the  man  they  knew  little  or 
nothing.  .  .  .  The  Bishop's  life  was  not  an 
eventful  life.  It  was  essentially  the  life  of 
the  student  and  the  man  of  letters;  it  pre* 
sented  few  of  those  incidents  which  make 
the  ordinary  biography.  With  the  exception 
of  the  remarkable  episode  at  Cambridge, 
there  was  little  in  it  that  attracted  notice. 
Men  far  less  distinguished  made  more  noise 
in  the  world.  He  rarely  spoke  in  the  House 
of  Lords ;  he  never  threw  himself  in  the  strife 
of  parties.  No  man  governed  a  diocese  bet- 
ter, and  the  difSculties  of  his  diocese  were 
peculiar;  but  he  did  not  belong  to  the 
modem  type  of  bishop,  whose  eflSciency  is 
measured  in  common  estimation  by  his 
power  of  speech  and  motion.— Perowne, 
J.  J.  Stewart,  1881,  Letters  of  Connop 
ThirltDoU,  ed.  Perowne  and  Stokes,  Preface, 
pp,  V,  vi. 

In  April,  1875,  the  Bishop  became  al- 
most totally  blind,  and  lost  the  use  of  his 
right  hand.  His  solitude  was  relieved  as 
far  as  possible  by  those  around  him.  He 
was  kept  acquainted  with  everything  that 
happened,  and  his  unabated  interest  in  all 
rehgious  and  political  matters  was  shown 
by  the  letters  he  dictated.  His  mind  was 
kept  in  continual  exercise;  a  letter  from  his 
nephew,  written  a  short  time  before  the 
Bishop's  death,  speaks  of  him  as  translat- 
ing Sanscrit  as  it  was  read  to  him  by  one 
member  of  the  family,  Italian  and  Portu- 
guese with  another,  and  German  and  French 
with  another.  Even  the  little  ones  were  em- 
ployed in  reading  history  and  chemistry  to 
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fauiL  His  patience  and  gentieneBB  touched 
the  hearts  of  all  about  him.  Theloesof  eye- 
sight and  the  Ices  of  power  of  using  his  pen 
must  have  tried  him  severely,  yet  no  com- 
plaint ever  escaped  him.— Stokes,  Loths, 
1881,  L^tm  of  Connap  TkirlmU,  ed.  Per- 
ovme  and  Siokes,  p.  394. 

The  English  Church  will  probably  never 
again  have  a  prelate  of  Thirlwall's  power  or 
character.  —  FIiottde,  James  AirmoNT, 
1884,  Thonuu  CarlyU,  A  Hixtory  of  ku  Life 
in  London,  vol  i,  p.  159. 

It  has  often  been  observed  that  every 
great  mind  has  its  distinct  phases,  accord- 
ing as  it  is  known  to  outsiders  or  to  inti- 
mates. This  was  true  of  the  late  Bishop  of 
St.  David's  whose  claims  to  greatness  are 
indisputable.  You  could  not  judge  of  him 
by  his  portraits  and  photog^phs,  for  which 
he  sat  only  to  please  his  friends,  or  by  his 
effigy  in  Westminster  Abbey.  The  broad 
forehead,  the  massive  jaw,  the  intellectual 
but  stem  countenance  revealed  one  phase, 
the  smile  which  occasionally  lit  up  his  face 
revealed  another.  Under  the  grave  face 
was  an  almost  womanly  tenderness,  a  sense 
of  humour  and  an  enjoyment  of  a  merry 
thought,  to  be  looked  for  in  a  WQberforce 
but  which  was  a  revelation  in  a  Thirlwall. 
But  like  the  heat  latent  in  an  anvO,  it  needed 
the  percussion  of  kindred  influences  to 
bring  these  warmer  traits  to  the  surface. 
Scholar,  historian,  theologian— so  is  he  de- 
scribed on  his  monument;  but  he  was  much 
more  than  this.  He  might  emphatically 
have  said,  Humani  nihil  oZtewttm.— Hunt- 
ington, George,  1886,  Lighter  PJuues  of  a 
Great  Mind,  Tempk  Bar,  vol  76,  p.  188. 

The  Bishop  of  St.  David's,  Thirlwall, 
was  staying  at  the  Rectory  [1853]  when  I 
was  at  home.  Excellent  as  he  was,  I  was 
horribly  afraid  of  him,  for  a  more  repellent, 
freeang  manner  than  his  I  never  saw.  I 
hated  tiie  Rectory  now  more  than  ever,  but 
was  more  than  ever  devoted  to  lime.— 
Hare,  Augustus  J.  C,  1896,  The  Story  of 
MyLife,vd.i,p.ia. 

HISTORY  OF  GREECE 
1836^7 
I  have  lately  read  Thirlwall's  fourth 
volume,  which  perhaps  is  the  best.  He 
has  thrown  much  new  light  on  the  history 
of  Athens  at  the  close  of  the  Peloponnesian 
war.  After  all,  however,  the  history  is  so 
uncertain  that  one  scarcely  knows  what  to 
beBeve.    He  has    succeeded   in   shaking 


Xenophon's  credit  to  a  greater  degree  than 
I  should  have  thought  poesible.--L£Wi8, 
Sir  George  Cornewall,  1837,  To  E.  W. 
Head,  June  2;  Letten  to  Vanout  Friende,  ed. 
Lewie,  p.  80. 

You  will  be  glad  to  hear,  I  think,  that  the 
volumes  of  Thirlwall's  Greece  seem  to  me  to 
improve  as  the  work  advances.  There 
never  could  be  a  doubt  as  to  the  learning 
and  good  sense  of  the  book;  but  it  seems 
to  me  to  be  growing  in  feeling  and  anima- 
tion, and  to  be  now  a  very  delightful  his- 
tory, as  well  as  a  very  valuable  one. — 
Arnold,  Thomas,  1840,  Letter  to  Arehdea- 
eon  Hare,  Jan,  26;  Life  and  Correepandenee, 
ed.  Stanley,  vol  n,  p.  174. 

If  my  early  friend  Dr.  Thirlwall's  "His- 
tory of  Greece"  had  appeared  a  few  years 
sooner,  I  should  probably  never  have  con- 
ceived the  design  of  the  present  work  at  all; 
I  should  certainly  not  have  been  prompted 
to  the  task  by  any  deficiencies,  such  as 
those  which  I  felt  and  regretted  in  Ifitford. 
The  comparison  of  the  two  authors  affords 
indeed  a  striking  proof  of  the  progress  of 
sound  and  enldrged  views  respecting  the 
ancient  world  during  the  present  genera- 
tion. Having  studied  of  course  the  same 
evidence  as  Dr.  Thirlwall,  I  am  better  en- 
abled than  others  to  bear  testimony  to  the 
learning,  the  sagacity,  and  the  candour 
which  pervades  his  excellent  work.— Grote, 
George,  1846,  A  History  of  Greece,  Preface, 

A  work  which,  as  a  whole,  is  not  perhaps 
to  be  compared  favorably  with  that  of 
Grote,  but  which  still  has  some  points  of 
great  advantage.  It  shows  learning,  sa- 
gacity, and  candor;  but  it  falls  far  short  of 
Grote  in  that  power  of  combination  and 
generalization  which  has  made  the  later 
work  so  justiy  famous.  The  English  of 
Thirlwall  is  superior  to  that  of  Grote,  al- 
though the  style  of  neither  of  them  is  en- 
titled to  very  hi^h  praise.  Thirlwall's 
sympathies  are  aristocratic  rather  than 
democratic— the  exact  opposite  of  the  sym- 
pathies of  Grote.  The  books,  therefore, 
may  well  be  read  at  the  same  time,  in  or- 
der that  conflicting  views  may  be  com- 
pu*ed  and  weighed.  Another  difference  be- 
tween the  two  works  is  that  while  Grote  is 
especially  strong  on  the  earlier  history  of 
Greece,  ThirlwaU  is  strong  on  the  later  his- 
tory. Perhaps  the  best  portion  of  Thirl- 
wall's book  is  that  which  relates  to  the  age 
beginning  with  the  period  at  which  Grote 
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ends.— Adams,  Charles  Kendall,  1882,  A 
Manual  of  Historicai  Literaturey  p.  93. 

Bishop  Thirlwall  certainly  rivalled  Gib- 
bon and  Macaulay  in  mental  calibre,  and 
the  inferior  reputation  of  his  "History  of 
Greece"  is  one  proof  among  many  of  the 
supreme  importiance  of  striking  diction. 
But  still  more  powerful  causes  concurred. 
Writing  for  a  cyclopaedia,  he  inevitably 
worked  with  a  feeling  of  constraint;  and, 
though  he  cannot  have  underrated  the 
difficulties,  he  seems  to  have  imperfectly 
realised  the  grandeur  of  his  undertaking. 
Hence  he  is  always  a  little  below  his  sub- 
ject, and  a  little  below  himself;  he  delights 
and  instructs,  but  he  does  not  satisfy. — 
Garnett,  Richard,  1887,  The  Reign  of 
Queen  Victoria,  ed.  Ward,  vol  n,  p.  453. 

It  is  a  work  full  of  interest  and  much 
more  readable  than  the  more  elaborate  his- 
tory of  Grote,  though  the  latter  has  to  a 
great  extent  supplanted  it  as  a  work  of 
reference.  Thirlwall's  history  will,  how- 
ever, always  retain  its  value,  and  certainly 
deserves  more  attention  than  is  generally 
paid  to  it.— Oliphant,  Margaret  0.  W., 
1892,  The  Victorian  Age  of  English  LUer- 
oiure,  p.  194. 

He  is  seldom  picturesque,  and  indeed  he 
never  tries  to  be  so.  But  to  a  scholarship 
naturally  far  superior  to  Grote's,  he  united 
a  much  fairer  and  more  judicial  mind,  and 
the  faculty  of  writing— instead  of  loose 
stuff  not  exactly  imgrammatical  nor  al- 
ways uncomely,  but  entirely  devoid  of  any 
grace  of  style— an  excellent  kind  of  classi- 
cal English,  but  slightly  changed  from  the 
best  eighteenth  century  models.  And  he 
had  what  Grote  lacked,  the  gift  of  seeing 
that  the  historian  need  not— nay,  that  he 
ought  not  to — parade  every  detail  of  the 
arguments  by  which  he  has  reached  his 
conclusions;  but  should  state  those  con- 
clusions themselves,  reserving  himself  for 
occasional  emergencies  in  which  process  as 
well  as  result  may  be  properly  exhibited. 
It  is  fair  to  say,  in  putting  this  curious  pair 
forward  as  examples  respectively  of  the 
popular  and  scholarly  methods  of  historical 
writing,  that  Grote's  learning  and  industry 
were  very  much  more  than  popular,  while 
Thirlwall's  sense  and  style  might  with  ad- 
vantage have  put  on,  now  and  then,  a  lit- 
tle more  pomp  and  circumstance.  But  still 
the  contrast  holds;  and  until  fresh  dis- 
coveries like  that  of  the  "Athenian  Polity' ' 


accumulate  to  an  extent  which  calls  for  and 
obtains  a  new  real  historian  of  Greece,  it  is 
Thirlwall  and  not  Grote  who  deserves  the 
first  rank  as  such  in  English.— Saintsbury, 
George,  1896,  A  History  of  Nineteenth 
Century  Literature,  p,  222. 

As  a  historian,  Thirlwall  is  imdoubtedly 
a  sounder  scholar  and  a  better  writer  than 
Grote;  he  has  also  a  more  judicial  temper 
and  a  finer  sense  of  proportion.— Sandys, 
J.  E.,  1897,  Social  England,  ed.  Traill,  vol 
VI,  p.  310. 

GENERAL 

Pray  get  Thirlwall's  "Charge"  and  read 
it;  it  is  well  worth  twice  2s.  It  is,  I  think,  a 
specimen  of  clear,  manly  thought  and  ex- 
pression, and  of  English  equity,  though  per- 
haps with  too  little  enthusiasm.  There  is, 
however,  no  want  of  practical  faith,  and 
there  are  indications  of  a  more  devout 
spirit  than  one  has  been  wont  to  attribute 
to  him.— Maurice,  Frederick  Denison, 
1842,  Letter  to  Mr.  Scratchey,  Dec.  28;  Life 
ed.  Maurice,  vol  i,  p.  336. 

A  fresh  perusal  of  these  remarkable 
"Charges"  has  only  deepened  my  impres- 
sion not  merely  of  the  extraordinary  ability 
and  learning  which  everywhere  stamp 
them,  but  of  their  permanent  value  as  a 
philosophical  contribution  to  ecclesiastical 
literature.  They  were  not  merely  counsels 
addressed  by  the  Chief  Pastor  of  a  diocese 
to  his  clergy,  or  dissertations  of  more  or  less 
value  on  topics  of  transient  interest:  they 
were  the  review  by  a  master  mind  of  all  the 
great  questions  which  have  agitated  the 
Church  of  England  during  one  of  the  most 
eventful  periods  of  her  history.  ...  In  the 
first  place,  their  value  consists  to  a  great  ex- 
tent in  the  depth  as  well  as  the  breadth  of 
view  which  they  everywhere  exhibit.  .  .  . 
In  the  next  place,  the  combination  of  ex- 
act scholarship  with  a  vast  range  of  varied 
learning  gave  a  singular  weight  to  any 
opinion  which  fell  from  him  on  questions  of 
criticism  and  interpretation.  Here  he  had 
no  rival  on  the  Episcopal  Bench,  perhaps 
none  among  English  scholars.  There  might 
be  those  who  were  not  mferior  to  him  in  a 
critical  knowledge  of  the  Old  Testament  or 
of  the  New;  none  perhaps  were  equally  sure 
of  their  ground  in  both.  There  were  those 
who  surpassed  him  in  minute  acquaintance 
with  patristic  and  mediaeval  literature; 
there  were  none  who  possessed  in  the  same 
degree  the  critical  skill  which  could  dissect 
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a  text,  with  the  learning  which  could  illus- 
trate it.  His  range  was  wide,  but  he  knew 
its  limits.  He  was  no  pretender  to  knowl- 
edge; and  hence  on  (]uestions  where  an  ac- 
quaintance with  scientific  investigations 
seemed  necessary  to  speak  with  authority, 
he  speaks  with  reserve  and  a  caution  which 
to  many  appeared  disappointing.  But  this 
very  reserve  inspires  confidence.  We  can 
trust  a  guide  who  resolutely  keeps  within 
the  limits  of  his  own  knowledge. — Per- 
OWNE,  J.  J.  Stewart,  1876,  ed.  Remaim 
Literary  and  Tkeciogieal  of  Connop  ThxrU 
tpofl,  Preface,  vol.  i,  pp.  v,  vii. 

Of  that  thirst  for  knowledge  in  all  its  parts 
of  which  the  Bible  speaks,  of  the  masteiy 
of  all  ancient  and  modem  learning,  few,  lif 
any,  in  his  time  have  been  more  wonderful 
examples  than  he  who  from  his  eleventh  till 
his  threescore  and  eighteenth  year  was  al- 
ways gathering  in  fresh  stores  of  under- 
standing. Of  him,  as  of  Solomon,  it  might 
be  said,  ''Thy  soul  covered  the  whole 
earth/'  There  was  hardly  a  civilized 
language  which  he  had  not  explored  both 
in  its  structure  and  literature.  He  was  the 
chief  of  that  illustrious  group  of  English 
scholars  who  first  revealed  to  this  country 
the  treasures  of  German  research,  and  the 
insight  which  that  research  had  opened 
into  the  mysterious  origin  of  the  races,  in- 
stitutions, and  religions  of  mankind.  .  .  . 
It  may  be  disappointing  to  some  that  this 
prodigious  acquisition  of  knowledge  was 
not  accompanied  by  a  corresponding  pro- 
ductiveness. With  the  exception  of  the 
few  indications  we  have  given,  his  learning 
perished  with  him.— Stanley,  Arthur 
Penrhtn,  1881,  ed.  Letters  to  a  Friend  by 
Connop  TkirlwaU,  Preface,  pp,  viii,  x. 

We  shall  not  attempt  to  trace  the  history 
of  the  Bishop  through  the  thirty-four  years 
of  his  episcopal  life.  The  real  record  of 
that  life  consists  in  his  charges,  which,  for 
the  lucidity  and  completeness  with  which 
they  handle  every  question  that  has  come 
to  the  surface  in  the  Church  of  England 
during  the  period  over  which  they  extend, 
and  for  the  vast  store  of  learning  com- 
pressed into  the  positions  which  they 
establish,  defy  all  comparison  with  any- 
thing which  has  been  produced  by  any  prel- 
ate of  the  present  century.— Blakesley, 
J.  W.,  1882,  Bishop  ThirlwoU's  Letters,  The 
Academy,  vol.  21,  p.  20. 

In  the  sphere,  at  any  rate,  of  theology 


Thirlwall  might  have  been  expected  to  in- 
fluence his  age.  In  him  profound  learning 
and  unrivalled  dialectical  skill  and  su- 
preme soundness  of  judgment  coexisted  in 
a  rare  combination.  The  candid  perusal  of 
his  letters  makes  it  apparent  that  his  mind 
was  constantly  occupied  with  the  theologi- 
cal problems  which  have  now  exercised  and 
tormented  two  generations  of  English- 
men. He  was  prepared  to  sum  up  the 
never-ending  case  of  scepticism  against  re- 
vealed religion  in  favor  of  Christianity.  His 
high  character  and  his  intellectual  eminence 
were  calculated  to  give  to  eveiy  expression 
of  his  convictions  a  weight,  with  the  Eng- 
lish public  at  least,  as  great  as  ought  in 
reason  to  be  attributed  in  matters  of  re- 
li^ous  belief  to  the  authority  of  any  in- 
dividual. But  though  Thirlwall  was  pre- 
pared to  sum  up  the  case,  he  never  (if  one 
niay  be  allowed  to  follow  out  a  metephor 
irresistibly  suggested  by  the  idiosyncrasies 
of  his  genius)  delivered  judgment.— Dicey, 
A.  v.,  1882,  Bishop  ThirlwaU,  The  Nation, 
vol.  34,  p.  149. 

Two  of  the  undergraduates  were  dis- 
cussing his  "dryasdusf'  ways  in  the  col- 
lege library  after  a  fashion  a  little  irrever- 
ent, when  a  Fellow  walked  up  to  them.  He 
was  a  somewhat  pompous  man,  and  his  re- 
proof was  true  to  his  character.  "  You  are 
probably  ignorant,  young  gentlemen,  that 
the  venerable  person  of  whom  you  have 
been  speaking  with  such  levity  is  one  of  the 
profoundest  scholars  of  our  age— indeed,  it 
may  be  doubted  whether  any  man  of  our 
age  has  bathed  more  deeply  in  the  sacred 
fountains  of  antiquity."  "Or  come  up 
drier,  sir,"  was  the  reply  of  the  under- 
graduate.—DeVere,  Aubrey,  1897,  Recol- 
lections,  p.  38. 

Connop  Thirlwall  was  celebrated  in  his 
day  as  one  of  the  best  of  English  scholars; 
but  no  man  was  ever  less  of  the  mere  gram- 
marian. Trenchant  intellect  and  sound 
judgment  were  his  characteristics.  He  im- 
pressed all  who  encountered  him  with  his 
capacity  to  be  a  leader  of  men ;  and  his  early 
enterprises  seemed  a  guarantee  that  he 
would  redeem  his  promise.  As  one  of  the 
translators  of  Niebuhr  he  moulded  English 
historical  thought;  and  his  translations  of 
Schleiermacher's  essay  on  St.  Luke  made 
an  equally  deep  impression  on  English 
theology.— Walker,  Hugh,  1897,  The  Age 
of  Tennyson,  p.  123. 
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PERSONAL 

He  is  a  distinguished  personage  in  the 
way  of  letters,  science  and  art,  and  I  found 
him  particularly  agreeable.  He  is  a  slender, 
thin  man,  with  handsome  features,  curly 
hair,  and  spectacles.  —  Motley,  John 
LoTBROP,  1858,  To  his  Wife,  June  27; 
Correspondence,  ed.  Curtis,  vol.  I,  p.  284. 

GENERAL 

He  has  undoubtedly  ["History  of  the 
War  of  Succession  in  Spain"]  some  of  the 
most  valuable  qualities  of  an  historian- 
great  diligence  in  examining  authorities, 
great  judgment  in  weighing  testimony,  and 
great  impartiality  in  estimating  characters. 
.  .  .  His  narrative  is  very  perspicuous,  and 
is  also  entitled  to  the  praise,  seldom,  we 
grieve  to  say,  deserved  by  modem  writers, 
of  being  very  concise.  It  must  be  admitted 
however,  that,  with  many  of  the  best  quali- 
ties of  a  literary  veteran,  he  has  some  of  the 
faults  of  a  literary  novice.  He  has  no  great 
conmiand  of  words.    His  style  is  seldom 


easy,  and  is  sometimes  unpleasantly  stiff.— 
Macaulay,  Thomas  Babington,  1832,  Lord 
Mahon's  War  of  the  Succession,  Critieal  arhd 
Miscellaneous  Essays. 

Lord  Mahon's  "History"  ["From  the 
Peace  of  Utrecht  to  the  Peace  of  Versailles"] 
contains  a  great  quantity  of  valuable  and 
original  information,  acquired  from  au- 
thentic sources  never  before  opened  to  the 
public.  It  is  written  in  a  lively,  entertain- 
mg  style.  .  .  .  It  is,  in  short,  a  substantial 
and  permanent  acquisition  to  one  of  the 
most  important  departments  of  English 
Literature.  —  Warren,  Samuel,  1845, 
Popular  and  Practical  IntoducHon  to  Law 
Studies,  Second  Ed.,  p.  1203. 

A  judicious  and  accurate  writer,  whose 
faithfulness  and  good  sense  may  be  de- 
pended on,  though  he  has  not  the  anima- 
tion and  spirit  of  style  which  a  work  of  this 
kind  requires.— Peabody,  W.  B.  0.,  1846, 
Mahon's  Life  of  the  PrivM  of  Condi,  North 
American  Review,  vol.  63,  p.  122. 
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Lord  Kahon's  excellent  '^  History  of  the 
War  of  the  Suooessioii  m  Spain"  leaves  the 
same  general  impression  on  the  mind  of  t&e 
reader  as  to  the  effect  of  that  war  on  the 
Spanish  character,  that  is  left  by  the  con- 
temporary accounts  of  it.  It  is,  no  doubt, 
the  true  one— Ticknor,  Gborob,  1849, 
History  of  Spaniih  LiUrature,  Period  ii, 
cJl  i,  note. 

An  accurate,  calmly-tempered,  and  at- 
tractive history,  will  be  found  in  Lord 
Mahon's  "History  of  England"  during  an 
important  part  of  the  hist  century.— lUxD, 
Henrt,  1850-55,  Lectures  on  English  Liier- 
iUure,  p.  259. 

We  are  not  going  to  comment  on  these 
agreeable  volumes  at  large.  We  have  read 
them  with  great  interest  and  enjoyment;— 
not  with  satisfaction;  that  is  more  than  we 
can  say.  .  .  .  Lord  Mahon  is  not  only  an 
upright  historian,  but  a  writer,  in  the 
main,  competent  and  accomplished  for  his 
work.  If  he  makes  no  parade  of  philosophi- 
cal disquisition,  his  exhibition  of  events  and 
actors  is  such  that  the  reader  easily  gets  at 
the  lessons,  with  the  added  pleasure  of 
seeming  to  make  them  his  own  discovery. 
His  style  is  perspicuous  and  flowing. 
Though  not  distinguished  by  vigor  or  grace, 
it  gete  over  the  ground  evenly,  and  with 
sp^  enough,  without  Gibbon's  stilts,  or 
the  grand  and  lofty  tumbling  of  Carlyle. 
It  has  the  great  merit  of  a  flexibility  which 
makes  it  equal  to  dignified  narrative,  and 
which,  at  the  same  time,  permits  the  in- 
troduction, without  abruptness  or  jar,  of 
personal  anecdotes  and  illustrations  of  a 
lighter  character.— Palfrey,  John  Gor- 
HAM,  1852,  Lord  Mohan's  History  of  Eng- 
land, North  American  Review,  vol,  75,  p.  125. 

Lord  Mahon  has  brought  to  the  arduous 
task  of  continuing  Hume's  "History" 
through  the  eighteenth  century,  the  taste 
of  a  scholar,  the  liberality  of  a  gentleman, 
and  the  industry  of  an  antiquarian.— Ali- 
son, Sir  Archibald,  1853,  History  of 
Europe,  1815-1852,  eh,  v. 

There  is  no  work  that  can  be  more  safely 
put  in  the  hands  of  the  American  historical 
student  than  Lord  Mahon's,  not  only  for  its 
tolerant  and  philosophic  views  of  English 
affairs,  but  as  enabling  a  reasonable  Ameri- 
can to  feel  and  understand  how  his  own 
history  appears  to  a  generous  and  friendly 
foreign  observer.  Such  a  process  is  very 
salutary  in  this  self-complacent  meridian.— 


Reed,  Wiluam  B.,  1855,  ed.,  Lectures  <m 
English  LUeraiure,  by  Henry  Reed,  p,  259, 
note. 

Lord  Stanhope's  "life  of  Mr.  Pitt"  has 
both  the  excellences  and  the  defects  which 
we  should  expect  from  him,  and  neither  of 
them  are  what  we  expect  in  a  great  his- 
torical writer  of  the  present  age.  ...  He 
is  not  anxious  to  be  original.  He  travels  if 
possible  in  the  worn  track  of  previous  histori- 
ans ;  he  tells  a  plain  tale  in  an  easy  plain  way; 
he  shrinks  from  wonderful  novelties;  with 
the  cautious  skepticism  of  true  common- 
sense,  he  is  always  glad  to  find  that  the  con- 
clusions at  which  he  arrives  coincide  with 
those  of  former  inquirers.  His  style  is 
characteristic  of  his  matter:  he  narrates 
with  a  gentle  sense  and  languid  accuracy, 
very  different  from  the  stimulating  rhetoric 
and  exciting  brilliancy  of  his  more  re- 
nowned contemporaries.— Bagehot,  Wal- 
ter, 1861,  WiUiam  Pitt,  Works,  ed.  Mor- 
gan, vol  in,  p.  123. 

Earl  Stanhope  has  written  from  the  best 
materials  a  most  mteresting  biography  of 
the  younger  Pitt,  with  whom  he  was  con- 
nected by  family  ties,  by  sentiments  of 
gratitude,  and  by  the  affinities  of  political 
principles;  yet  he  has  not  hesitated  to  ex- 
pose the  very  grave  defects  in  his  char- 
acter and  conduct,  and  has  obtained  appro- 
bation for  candor.— Bancroft,  George^ 
1867,  Jouph  Reed:  A  Historical  Essay. 

Always  writes  with  dignity  and  elegance, 
and  inspires  confidence  in  his  candor  if  he 
does  not  transport  the  reader  with  en- 
thusiasm for  his  brilliancy.— Porter,  Noah, 
1870,  Books  and  Reading,  p.  183. 

Lord  Mahon  is  a  zealous  investigator, 
and  a  clear  and  impartial  writer.  His  ''His- 
tory of  England  "contains  an  able  account, 
—the  best,  perhaps,  yet  written  by  one  not  a 
native,— of  the  American  War  of  Independ- 
ence. Unfortunately,  however,  it  in- 
volved him  in  two  disputes  with  American 
historians.  He  had  charged  Sparks  with 
altering  Washington's  letters,  and  also  with 
adding  matter  not  contained  in  them.  This 
charge  was  indignantly  repelled  and  re- 
futed, and  was  subsequently  withdrawn  by 
Lord  Mahon  himself.  He  had  also  char- 
acterized the  execution  of  Andr^  as  a 
"  blot "  upon  Washington's  career.  This  led 
to  an  exhaustive  investigation  of  the  entire 
subject  by  Major  Charles  Biddle  of  Phil- 
adelphia, who  showed  conclusively  ''that 
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Washington  had  no  alternative;  the  pris- 
oner was  regularly  tried  before  the  proper 
tribunal^  and  received  the  fate  which  he 
had  incurred."— Hart,  John  S.,  1872,  A 
Manual  of  English  Literature,  p.  571. 

The  very  titles  of  most  of  Lord  Stanhope's 
works  are  enough  to  show  that  the  writer 
was  totally  devoid  of  enthusiasm.  .  .  . 
What  he  brought  to  his  work  were  the 
qualities  of  calm  sense  and  clear  judgment, 
together  with  a  thorough  love  of  truth  for 
its  own  sake.  No  one  will  probably  even 
rise  from  the  perusal  of  his  history,  or  of  the 
life  of  Pitt,  which  is  properly  its  continua- 
tion, with  a  sense  that  he  has  gained  any 
clear  insight  into  the  inner  Ufe  of  the  times 
of  which  they  treat.  But  neither  will  any- 
one have  cause  to  complain  that  his  feet 
have  been  entangled  in  the  meshes  of 
paradox,  or  that  he  has  been  beguiled  with 
party  politics  under  the  name  of  history. 
The  external  facts  will  have  been  set  clearly 
before  the  reader,  and  it  wiU  be  for  him  to 
interpret  the  riddle  as  best  he  can.~GAR- 


DiNER,  Samuel  Rawson,  1876,  Earl  Stavr 
hope,  The  Academy,  Vol.  9,  p.  9. 

The  sympathies  of  Stanhope  are  with  the 
Tories,  and  are  therefore  the  very  opposite 
of  those  of  Macaulay.  In  point  of  style,  too, 
the  works  are  very  dissimilar.  Stanhope 
has  shown  great  diligence  in  examining  au- 
thorities, good  judgment  in  weighing  testi- 
mony, and  great  impartiality  in  estimating 
characters;  but  in  the  presentation  of  his 
results  he  is  quite  devoid  of  that  literary 
skill  which  made  his  predecessor  so  famous. 
The  style,  though  generally  perspicuous,  is 
formal  and  stiff,  sometimes  even  incorrect. 
—Adams,  Charles  Kendall,  1882,  A 
Manual  of  Historical  Literature,  p,  465. 

Was  an  active  historical  writer  of  great 
diligence  and  impartiality,  and  possessed 
of  a  fair  though  not  very  distinguished  style. 
— Saintsbury,  George,  1896,  A  History  of 
Nineteenth  Century  Literature,  p.  246. 

He  does  not  reach  distinction  either  of 
thought  or  style.— Walker,  Hugh,  1897, 
The  Age  of  Tennyson,  p.  142. 


OteoTge  Pinlay 

1799-1875 

An  English  historian  of  the  first  rank;  bom  in  Faversham,  Kent,  of  Scotch  blood,  Dec. 
21, 1799;  died  in  Athens,  Greece,  Jan.  26, 1875.  An  ardent  Philhellene,  he  joined  Byron's 
company  at  Missolonghi  in  1823  to  assist  in  liberating  Greece  from  the  Turks;  and  ended 
by  residing  there  permanently, — at  first  a  cultivator,  and  then  a  student  of  and  writer  of 
Greek  history.  He  was  for  many  years  the  Athens  correspondent  of  the  London  Times. 
His  "Greece  under  the  Romans,  B.  G.  146  to  A.  D.  717"  (1844)  raised  him  at  once  to  a 
place  among  the  few  foremost  historians :  Edward  A.  Freeman  declared  it  to  be  the  most 
truly  original  historical  work  of  modem  times;  and  for  sound  broad  humanity,  acute 
judgment,  and  luminous  common-sense  on  both  the  practical  and  the  philosophic  sides  of 
history,  it  has  few  equals  of  any  age.  It  is  not  in  the  form  of  detailed  annals  except  in  the 
last  part,  most  of  it  being  a  set  of  essays  on  the  political  and  social  conditions  of  Greece 
as  a  subject  province.  Succeeding  volumes  carried  the  story  more  in  detail  down  to 
modem  times,  ending  with  two  volumes  on  the  Greek  Revolution.  The  whole,  revised 
and  some  volumes  wholly  rewritten  by  the  author,  was  published  posthumously  in  7  vols. 
(1877).— Warner,  Charles  Dudley,  ed.  1897,  Library  of  the  World's  Best  Literature, 
Biographical  Dictionary,  vol.  xxix,  p.  189. 


PERSONAL 

Of  Mr.  Finlay  it  may  be  said  that  though 
he  passed  a  lifetime  in  the  Levant,  he  never 
became  a  Levantine.  He  was  every  inch 
an  English  gentleman  from  the  beginning 
to  the  end,  and  his  loss  will  be  deeply  felt 
by  all  of  his  countrymen  who  have  had  the 
advantage  of  enjoying  at  Athens  his  geniid 
hospitality  and  instmctive  society.— New- 
ton, Sir  Charles  T.,  1875,  Recollections  of 
Mr.  Finlay,  The  Academy,  vol.  7,  p.  167. 


The  world  is  said  to  know  nothing  of  its 
greatest  men,  and  certainly  the  Tim^ 
seems  to  know  very  little  of  its  greatest 
Correspondent.  A  man  of  whom  Great 
Britain  may  well  be  proud  has  passed  awav 
in  a  distant  land,  and  the  greatest  Britisn 
newspaper,  a  paper  which  had  been  often 
honoured  with  his  contributions,  a  paper 
commonly  so  ready  with  long  biographies 
of  eveiy  man  of  the  smallest  eminence,  can 
give  hun  only  a  few  lines  of  small  print 
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without  so  much  as  the  heading  of  his  name. 
No  one  wiU  grudge  to  the  memory  either  of 
Mr.  Kingsley  or  of  Lord  St.  Leonards  the 
full  recognition  which  they  have  met  with; 
but  the  most  truly  original  historian  of  our 
time  and  language  might  surely  claim  a 
place  alongside  of  the  novelist  and  the 
lawyer.— F^EEBiAN,  Edward  Augustus, 
1875,  Mr.  FMay,  The  Saturday  Review,  vol, 
39,  p.  174. 

His  unfortunate  investment  had  at  least 
the  good  results  of  compelling  his  continual 
residence  in  the  country,  with  which  he  be- 
came most  thoroughly  acquainted,  and  of 
stimulating  his  perception  of  the  evils  which, 
in  the  past  as  in  the  present,  have  dete- 
riorated the  Greek  character  and  injured  the 
credit  and  prosperity  of  the  nation.  The 
publication  of  his  great  series  of  histories 
commenced  in  1844,  and  was  completed  in 
1861,  when  he  wrote  the  autobiographical 
fragment  which  is  almost  the  sole  authority 
for  his  life.  His  correspondence  is  lost 
or  inaccessible,  and,  notwithstanding  his 
courteous  hospitality,  acknowledged  by 
many  travellers,  little  more  seems  to  be 
known  of  his  life  in  Greece  than  his  con- 
stant endeavours  to  benefit  the  country  by 
good  advice,  sometimes  expressed  in  lan- 
guage of  excessive  if  excusable  acerbity, 
but  which,  if  little  followed,  was  never  re- 
sented by  the  objects  of  it.  —  Garnbtt, 
Richard,  1889,  Dietianary  of  National 
Biography,  vol,  XIX,  p.  30. 

GENERAL 

It  could  hardly  be  said  of  his  account  of 
Greek  politicians  that  he  was  "to  their 
virtues  very  kind,  and  to  their  faults  a  lit- 
tle blind. "  He  told  the  truth  about  Greece 
fearlessly,  and  with  no  tinge  of  partisan- 
ship, and  it  is  to  the  credit  of  the  nation 
that  they  appreciatsd  his  impartiality;  and 
all  through  their  many  political  vicissitudes 
respected  the  one  foreigner  who,  living  in 
their  midst,  had  the  coiu*age  to  tell  them  of 
their  faults.— Newton,  Sir  Charles  T., 
1875,  ReeoUections  of  Mr,  FirUay,  The 
Academy,  vol  7,  p,  167. 

Different  in  every  respect  as  were  the 
two  men  in  position  and  temper  and  line  of 
study,  far  more  widely-spread  as  the  fame 
of  the  one  is  than  the  fame  of  the  other,  still 
be  who  wishes  to  master  the  history  of  the 
Greek  nation  as  a  whole  can  as  little  dis- 
pense with  Mr.  flnlay  as  he  can  with  Mr. 
Grote.    And  it  does  landle  a  certain  feeling 
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of  indignation  when  we  find  the  memory  of 
such  a  man  so  unworthily  dealt  with  in  the 
quarter  where  he  ought  to  have  met  with 
most  honour.  ...  He  has  left  his  mark  on 
the  historical  learning  of  the  age.  It  is  easy 
to  point  out  faults  in  his  writings.  It  is 
plain  that  they  would  in  some  respects 
have  gained  if,  instead  of  being  written  at 
Athens,  they  had  been  written  in  London, 
at  Oxford,  or  at  Gottingen.  But  we  be- 
lieve that  by  such  an  exchange  they  would 
have  lost  far  more  than  they  would  have 
gained.  Mr.  Finlay  was  not,  in  his  earlier 
Ufc,  a  man  of  the  closet.  He  went  out  to 
Greece  to  fight;  he  stayed  there  to  till  the 
ground.  He  was  led  to  study  and  to  write 
history  in  order  to  explain  what  he  saw  in 
the  processes  of  fighting  and  tilling  the 
ground.  He  saw  that  the  phenomena  of 
modem  Greece  could  be  understood  only  by 
going  back  to  that  stage  in  Grecian  history 
when  Greece,  from  one  point  of  view,  might 
be  said  to  be  conquered,  while  from  an- 
other point  of  view  she  might  be  said  to  be- 
gin her  own  work  of  conquest.  .  .  .  This 
wide  grasp  of  one  side  of  his  subject,  of  the 
side  with  which  he  was  immediately  con- 
cerned, would  have  been  ill  exchanged  for 
any  improvements  in  form  and  manner 
which  his  work  would  probably  have 
gained  had  it  been  done  in  a  Western  cap- 
ital or  a  Western  university.  As  a  con- 
tribution to  the  general  history  of  the  Greek 
nation,  as  a  protest  against  those  who 
would  end  Greek  history  with  the  fight  of 
Chairdneia  or  with  the  burning  of  Corinth, 
Mr.  Finlay's  "History"  marfa  an  epoch. 
It  is  quite  possible  that  some  one  else  may 
tell  the  tale  in  some  respects  better,  but  it  is 
Mr.  Finlay  who  first  showed  that  there  was 
any  tale  to  tell  at  all.  And  his  works  are 
hardly  less  valuable  from  the  Roman  than 
from  the  Greek  side.  No  one  after  him, 
save  the  most  ignorant  and  thoughtless, 
can  babble  any  more  about  "Greeks  of  the 
Lower  Empire. "  He  sets  before  us  the  true 
nature  and  importance  of  that  great  and 
abiding  power  of  the  Eastern  Rome  on 
which  the  men  of  the  eleventh  century  still 
looked  with  awe  and  wonder.— Freeman, 
Edward  Augustus,  1875,  Mr.  Finlay,  The 
Saturday  Review,  vol.  39,  pp,  174.  175. 

Finlay  was  almost  the  first  to  point  out 
the  permanence  of  the  Greek  local  institu- 
tions, and  his  legal  training  and  knowledge 
of  political  economy  enabled  him  to  seize 
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the  really  important  points  in  the  history 
of  the  people  of  Eastern  Europe,  where 
others  have  merely  given  us  personal  anec- 
dotes of  the  rulers.  The  political  and  so- 
cial lessons  to  be  learnt  from  the  history  of 
the  Greeks  during  two  thousand  years  of 
servitude  are  perhaps  not  less  than  those 
which  we  gain  from  Grote's  sympathetic 
account  of  the  rise  and  glory  of  ancient 
Hellas.— BoASE,  Charles  William,  1878, 
Firday's  History  of  Greece,  The  Academy, 
vol.  13,  p.  135. 

It  is  no  empty  compliment  to  compare 
this  work  with  tihat  of  the  historian  of  the 
'' Decline  and  Fall  of  the  Roman  Empire." 
While  some  of  the  qualifications  of  Gibbon 
are  notably  absent,  others  that  Gibbon  did 
not  possess  are  conspicuously  present.  The 
author  carried  on  his  investigations  in  the 
veiy  heart  of  the  country  whose  turbulent 
vicissitudes  he  describes.    Spending  a  large 

Kortion  of  his  life  in  his  library,  immediately 
eneath  the  Acropolis,  he  had  the  good  for- 
tune not  only  to  complete  his  great  work, 
but  also  to  subject  it  to  such  careful  re- 
vision as  the  criticism  of  recent  scholar- 
ship had  made  necessary.  The  most  prom- 
inent characteristics  of  the  work  are  learn- 
ing, accuracy,  and  fidelity.  In  addition,  it 
may  be  said  that  the  author  is  severely 
critical.  .  .  .  As  a  help  to  those  who  would 
become  acquainted  with  the  history  of  the 
East,  these  learned  and  eloquent  volumes 
have  no  equals.  They  are  worthy  to  stand 
by  the  side  of  those  of  Grote.—ADABfS, 
Charles  Kendall,  1882,  A  Manual  of  His- 
torical  Literature,  pp.  102, 103. 
Finlay  is  a  great  historian  of  the  type  of 


Polybius,  Procopius,  and  Machiavelli,  a 
man  of  affairs,  who  has  qualified  himself  for 
treating  of  public  transactions  by  sharing 
in  them,  a  soldier,  a  statesman,  and  an 
economist.  He  is  not  picturesque  or  elo- 
quent, or  a  master  of  the  delineation  of 
character,  but  a  singular  charm  attaches  to 
his  pages  from  the  perpetual  consciousness 
of  contact  with  a  vigorous  intelligence.  In 
the  latter  portion  of  his  work  he  speaks  with 
the  authority  of  an  acute,though  not  entirely 
dispassionate,  eye-witness;  in  the  earlier 
and  more  extensive  portion  it  is  his  great 
glory  to  have  shown  how  interesting  the 
history  of  an  age  of  slavery  may  be  made 
and  how  much  Gibbon  had  left  undone. 
Gibbon,  as  his  plan  requires,  exhibits  the 
superficial  aspects  of  the  period  in  a  grand 
panorama;  finlay  plunges  beneath  the  sur- 
face, and  brings  to  light  a  wealth  of  social 
particulars  of  which  the  mere  reader  of  Gib- 
bon could  have  no  notion.  This  being  Fin- 
lay's  special  department,  it  is  the  more  to 
his  praise  that  he  has  not  smothered  his 
story  beneath  erudition.  He  may,  indeed, 
even  appear  at  a  disadvantage  beside  the 
Germans  as  regards  extent  and  profundity 
of  research,  but  this  inferiority  is  more  than 
compensated  by  the  advants^es  mcidental 
to  hw  prolonged  residence  in  the  country.— 
Garnbtt,  Richard,  1889,  DicHonary  of 
National  Biography,  vol.  xix,  p.  31. 

The  history  of  Greece  has  been  laid  be- 
fore the  world  as  only  a  man  possessing 
such  an  extensive  and  thorough  knowledge 
of  the  country  could  do,  by  (^orge  Finlay. 
— Oliphant,  Margaret  0.  W.,  1892,  The 
Victorian  Age  of  English  Literature,  p.  561. 


Sir  John  Q-ardner  Wilkinson 

1797-1875 
Orientalist,  was  bom  at  Hardendale,  Westmoreland,  and  educated  at  Harrow,  and  at 
Exeter  College,  Oxford.  When  quite  a  young  man  he  visited  Egypt  for  the  sake  of  nis 
health,  and  remained  there  for  twelve  years,  during  which  time  he  devoted  himself  to  the 
study  of  Egyptian  antiquities.  A  paper  of  his  on  "A  Part  of  the  Eastern  Desert  of 
Upper  Egypt"  was  read  before  the  Geographical  Society  in  1830,  and  was  a  record  of  a 
journey  of  exploration  made  with  Captm  Burton.  The  paper  had  been  written,  how- 
ever, as  early  as  1823.  In  1827-8  Wilkinson  published  his  "  Materia  Hieroglyphica, "  con- 
taining the  Egyptian  Pantheon  and  the  succession  of  the  Pharaohs;  his  "Extracts  from  the 
Hieroglyphical  Subjects"  in  1830;  "Thebes  and  Ancient  Egypt"  in  1833;  and  "The 
Topography  of  Thebes,  and  General  View  of  Egypt"  in  1835.  His  magnum  opus, 
"The  Manners  and  Customs  of  the  Ancient  Egyptians"  (1837-41;  3rd  ed.  by  Dr.  Birch, 
1878),  is  the  standard  authority  on  all  matters  relating  to  Egyptian  art;  and  its  value  is 
enhanced  by  the  beautiful  illustrations  with  which  it  is  enriched  by  its  author.  It  is 
written  to  support  no  particular  theory,  but  contents  itself  with  picturesque  description* 
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It  WIS  foUowed  by  the  very  popular  "Modern  Egypt  and  Thebes"  (1844),  and  a  condensed 
edition  entitled  "Handbook  for  Travelers  in  Egypt "  (1847).  Sir  Gardner  Wilkinson,  who 
had  been  knighted  in  1839,  then  published  a  work  on  "  Dalmatia  and  Montenegro  "  (1848)  • 
and,  returning  to  Egyptology,  "A  Popular  Account  of  the  Ancient  Egyptians"  (1854)' 
.^K^  ^}^^  "^^^  ^'  ^^"^  Pharaohs"  (1857),  and  "The  Architecture  of  Ancient  Egypt" 
9S'  \^  ^^^  "^  ^'^^  *°^  ^^®  Necessity  of  a  General  Diffusion  of  Twte" 
(1858).  He  also  contributed  some  most  valuable  notes  and  illustrations  to  the  Egyptian 
chapters  of  Professor  Rawlinson's  translation  of  "Herodotus."  Most  of  his  Egyptian 
«)Uections  are  in  the  British  Museum,  and  Sir  Gardner  Wilkinson  also  presented  Harrow 
Stehool  with  a  museum  of  Egyptian  art.— Sanders,  Lloyd  C,  ed,  1887,  CeUbritiei  of  ike 
Ceniury,  p.  1052.  ' 


PERSONAL 

I  heard  a  lecture  on  digestion  (part  of  a 
course  on  the  physics  of  human  nature),  by 
Wilkinson  at  the  Whittington  Club.  I  was 
very  much  pleased  with  hun :  his  voice  clear, 
manner  collected,  like  one  who  knew  what 
he  was  about;  his  style  rich,  a  good  deal  of 
originality  in  his  metaphors  and  a  little 
mysticism,  tending  to  show  that  there  is  in 
the  universe  a  digestive  or  assimilative  proc- 
ess going  on,  which  connects  man  with 
nature,  and  the  present  with  the  other  life. 
—Robinson,  Henry  Crabb,  1848,  Diary, 
SepL  27;  Diary,  Remini9eence$  and  Corres- 
pondence, ed,  Sadler,  vol,  u,  p.  377. 

Notwithstanding  his  numerous  publica- 
tions, filling  no  less  than  twenty-two 
volumes,  four  of  which  are  of  plates  from 
the  author's  drawings,— in  one  case  litho- 
graphed by  himself,— besides  contributing 
to  the  publications  of  Societies,  a  great  mass 
of  materials  remains  in  Sir  Gardner's  hands. 
His  note-books  are  full  of  drawings  beauti- 
fully and  clearly  executed,  as  well  as  care- 
ful memoranda  of  every  object  he  met  in- 
teresting to  a  student  of  archsBlogy  and  art. 
His  works  exhibit  but  a  selection,  and  it 
would  be  a  boon  to  knowledge  could  he  be 
prevailed  upon  to  publish  these  note-books 
as  they  stand.— Reeve,  Lovell,  1863,  ed. 
Portraits  of  Men  of  Eminence,  p.  80. 

Sir  Gardner  Wilkinson  was  one  of  the 
fortunate  few  of  whom,  despite  a  well-worn 
maxim,  it  could  be  asserted  in  his  life-time 
that  he  was  happy.  He  achieved  success 
and  he  was  rewarded  with  honours.  He 
saw  his  principal  work  become  a  classic. 
And  he  enjoyed  in  equal  proportion  the 
gifts  of  culture,  of  fortime,  and  of  taste. 
Not  many  scholars  are  also  artists,  and  few 
artists  are  also  distinguished  for  scholar- 
ship; but  Sir  Gardiner  Wilkinson  was  both 
scholar  and  artist.  He,  moreover,  added  to 
this  rare  combination  two  tastes  which  are, 
perhaps  above  all  others,  delightful  to  their 


possessors— namely,  the  love  of  archaeology 
and  the  love  of  travel.  ...  Sir  Gardner 
Wilkinson  was  not  a  witty  man;  but  he  had 
a  playful  humour,  and  a  keen  sense  of  the 
ludicrous.  Even  the  staid  pages  of  "Man- 
ners and  Chistoms"  sparkle  occasionally 
with  flashes  of  fun.  His  own  manners  were 
charming,  and  his  good-nature  was  pro- 
verbial. His  books,  his  notes,  his  sketches, 
were  freely  at  the  service  of  all  who  sought 
information  at  his  hands;  and  with  ladies 
he  was  a  universal  favourite.  One  who 
knew  him  writes  of  him  to  me  as  being 
"truly  a  courteous  gentleman  m  all  his 
ways  and  doings."  He  loved  society,  and 
society  repaid  him  with  interest.  When 
in  the  intervals  of  foreign  work  and  travel 
he  resided  in  England,  he  lived  in  the  gay 
world  of  forty  years  ago;  kept  his  cab;  and 
even  while  writing  his  "Manners  and 
Customs"  and  drawing  his  own  illustrations 
upon  the  wood,  he  used  to  be  about  every 
night  at  all  the  fashionable  entertainment 
of  the  season.- Edwards,  Amelu  B.,  1879, 
The  Manners  and  CueUms  of  the  Ancient 
EgypHam,  The  Academy,  vol.  15,  pp.  251, 
252, 

GENERAL 
I  need  scarcely  mention  the  admirable 
work  of  Sir  Gardner  Wilkinson,  in  which  he 
has  availed  himself  of  the  paintings,  sculp- 
tures, and  monuments  of  the  ancient  Egypt- 
ians to  restore  their  manners  and  customs, 
and  to  place  their  public  and  private  life 
before  us,  as  fully  as  if  they  still  occupied 
the  banks  of  the  Nile.  I  shall  frequently 
have  occasion  to  refer  to  it  in  the  course  of 
this  and  the  following  chapters. — Layard, 
Austen  Henry,  1849,  Nineveh  and  its  Re- 
mains, vol.  n,  pt.  a,  eh.  i. 

His  volumes,  on  the  whole,  afford  more 
materials  for  grave  study  and  meditation 
than  for  the  entertainment  of  the  passing 
hour,  so  that  the  lovers  of  very  light  read- 
ing will  be  apt  to  pass  them  by  altogether. 
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But  he  writes  without  prejudice  or  preten- 
sion, and  throws  considerable  light  upon 
what  has  recently  become  a  political  prob- 
lem of  no  small  moment,— the  condition, 
tendencies,  and  prospects  of  the  great  Sla- 
vonic race  in  Europe.— Bowen,  Francis, 
1850,  WiUcinson's  Dalmaiia  and  Montene- 
gro, North  American  Review,  vol  70,  p.  391. 

If  the  work  is  in  any  respect  open  to 
criticism,  it  must  be  on  tiie  ground  that  the 
writer's  learning  is  almost  oppressive,  and 
is  not  so  thoroughly  digested  and  assim- 
ilated with  the  personal  narrative  as  to  suit 
the  appetite  of  the  moderns  for  light  read- 
ing. Our  traveller  is  more  frequently  an 
instructive  than  an  amusing  companion; 
and  many  readers  will  therefore  under- 
take no  more  than  what  we  have  proposed 
as  the  limits  of  our  own  endeavors;  namely, 
to  skina  the  cream  of  the  book,  and  leave  its 
weightier  matters  for  subsequent  study  and 
reference.— BowEN,  Francis,  1850,  Wil- 
kinson's  Daimaiia  and  Monienegro,  North 
American  Review,  vol.  70,  p.  371. 

The  "larger  work, "  too  costly  for  general 
circulation,  did  more  than  all  other  English 
books  towards  erecting  Egyptology  into  a 
distinct  department  of  knowledge,  and 
bringing  into  use  its  contributions  to  num- 
erous branches  of  art  and  science.  Yet 
more,  it  not  only  gave  us  archsological 
facts,  but  so  combined  and  vitalized  the  re- 
sults of  the  author's  inquiries  as  to  repro- 
duce to  the  fancy  the  men  and  manners  of 
ancient  Egypt.  The  work  now  before  us  is 
a  careful  condensation  of  the  former,  with 
some  important  additions,  which  bring 
down  the  history  of  discovery  to  the  year 
1853.  —  Peabody,  Andrew  P.,  1864,  A 
Popular  Account  of  the  Ancient  Egyptians, 
North  American  Review,  vol.  79,  p.  527. 


The  work  of  Sir  Gardner  ^kinson  upon 
Ancient  Egypt,  which  speaks  to  the  eye,  is 
far  more  instructive  than  the  efforts  to  ad- 
dress the  mind  through  the  restored  lan- 
guage of  the  Egyptians.  —  Lewis,  Sir 
George  Cornewall,  1862,  An  Historical 
Survey  of  Astronomy  of  the  Ancients. 

This  work  ["Ancient  Egyptians"]  may  be 
said  to  have  created  a  new  era  in  the  popu- 
lar knowledge  of  Egypt,  and  given  the  im- 
petus to  such  subsequent  labors  as  those  of 
Layard,  Rawlinson,  etc.  .  .  .  Wilkinson  is 
a  tiiorough  scholar  in  whatever  he  under- 
takes, and  all  his  works  are  full  of  valuable 
information,  skilfully  presented  and  sug- 
gesting reflection.— Hart,  John  S.,  1872,  A 
Manual  of  English  Literature,  p.  563. 

Ever  since  the  first  appearance  of  this 
work,  ["Ancient  Egyptians"]  in  1837,  it 
has  been  recognized  as  having  a  classical 
value.  The  author  was  a  patient  and  con- 
scientious scholar  and  a  good  draughts- 
man; and  for  these  reasons,  notwithstond- 
ing  the  great  advances  of  Oriental  scholar- 
ship, the  importance  of  his  volume  has  not 
materially  diminished.  The  modem  ed- 
itor. Dr.  Birch,  is  a  prominent  Egyptologist, 
and  he  has  greatly  improved  the  work  by 
correcting  those  portions  which  recent 
scholarship  has  shown  to  be  defective.  The 
author's  chronology  has  generally  been  re- 
garded as  ha\ang  very  little  value;  indeed, 
in  the  opinion  of  most  scholars,  it  is  hope- 
lessly wrong.  But  the  work,  in  spite  of 
some  defects  of  this  nature,  is  of  so  much 
importance  that  no  student  of  ancient  Egypt 
can  afford  to  neglect  it.  As  a  representa- 
tion of  the  manners  and  customs  of  the 
Egjrptians,  it  has  no  superior. — Adams, 
Charles  Kendall,  1882,  A  Manual  of  His- 
torical Literature,  p.  80. 


Charles  Sprague 

1791-1875 
A  cashier  of  the  Globe  Bank,  Boston,  1825-65,  well  known  in  his  life-time  as  a  verse- 
writer,  and  still  pleasantly  remembered  for  the  genuine  sentiment  in  such  poems  as  "The 
Family  Meeting"  and  "The  Winged  Worshippers,"  though  an  "Ode  to  Shakespeare"  was 
once  much  praised.  His  poems  first  appeared  in  1841,  the  latest  edition  being  that  of  1876. 
—Adams,  Oscar  Fay,  1897,  A  Dictionary  of  American  Authors,  p.  355. 


PERSONAL 

Few  poets  have  been  more  respected  for 
moral  worth  and  nobility  of  character.— 
Sargent,  Epbs,  1880-81,  Harper's  Cyclo- 
podia  of  British  and  American  Poetry,  pA15. 


GENERAL 

A  young  man  of  Boston,  Massachusetts— 
a  merchant's  clerk,  we  believe,  who  obtained 
prize  after  prize,  among  the  poets  of  his 
country,  for  his  "Address"  on  the  opening 
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of  sundry  theatres.  There  is  not  much 
poetry  in  these  papers,  thus  written;  but- 
after  ail— they  are  about  as  good,  and 
about  as  poetical,  as  the  best  of  ours,  by 
Johnson,  Pope,  Garrick,  Byron,  etc.— Nbal, 
John,  1825,  Ameriean  Writers,  Black- 
wood*$  Magazine,  vol,  17.  p,  202. 

Mr.  Sprague's  language  is  simple  and 
nervous,  and  his  imagery  brilliant  and  strik- 
ing. There  is  a  spirit  of  pervading  good 
sense  in  this  ["Curiosity"]  poem,  which 
shows  that  he  gives  poetry  its  right  place  in 
his  mind.  Above  all  there  is  a  lofty  tone  of 
thought,  which  indicates  superiority  to  the 
affectations  of  the  day.— Peabody,  W.  B. 
0.,  1830,  Sprague's  Poems,  North  Ameri- 
can Review,  vol  30,  p.  323. 

The  ode  recited  in  the  Boston  theatre,  at 
a  pageant  in  honour  of  Shakspeare,  in  1823, 
is  one  of  the  most  vigorous  and  beautiful 
lyrics  in  the  English  language.  The  first 
poet  of  the  world,  the  greatness  of  his 
genius,  the  vast  variety  of  his  scenes  and 
characters,  formed  a  subject  well  fitted  for 
the  flowing  and  stately  measure  chosen  by 
our  author,  and  the  universal  acquaint- 
ance with  the  writings  of  the  immortal 
dramatist  enables  every  one  to  judge  of  the 
merits  of  his  composition.  Though  to  some 
extent  but  a  reproduction  of  the  creations 
of  Shakspeare,  it  is  such  a  reproduction  as 
none  but  a  man  of  genius  could  effect.— 
Griswold,  Rupus  Wilmot,  1842,  The  Poets 
and  Poetry  of  America,  p.  91. 

Mr.  Sprague  is  an  accomplished  belles- 
lettres  scholar,  so  far  as  the  usual  ideas  of 
scholarship  extend.  He  is  a  very  correct 
rhetorician  of  the  old  school.  His  versifi- 
cation has  not  been  equalled  by  that  of  any 
American— has  been  surpassed  by  no  one 
living  or  dead.  In  this  regard  there  are  to 
be  found  finer  passages  in  his  poems  than 
any  elsewhere.  These  are  his  chief  merits. 
In  the  essentials  of  poetry  he  is  excelled  by 
twenty  of  our  countr3rmen  whom  we  could 
name.  Except  in  a  very  few  instances  he 
gives  no  evidence  of  the  loftier  ideality.— 
PoE,  Edgar  Allan,  1842,  A  Chapter  on 
Autography,  Works  ed.  Stedman  and  Wood- 
berry,  vol.  IX,  p.  247. 

The  performance  which  has  rendered 
Sprague  best  known  to  the  country  as  a 
poet  is  his  metrical  essay  on  "Curiosity." 
...  It  is  written  in  heroic  measure,  and 
recalls  the  couplets  of  Pope.   The  choice  of 


a  theme  was  singularly  fortunate.  He 
traces  the  passion  which  "tempted  Eve  to 
sin"  through  its  loftiest  and  most  vulgar 
manifestations;  at  one  moment  rivalling 
Crabbe  in  the  lowliness  of  his  details,  and  at 
another  Campbell  in  the  aspiration  of  his 
song.  The  serious  and  the  comic  alternate 
on  every  page.  Good  sense  is  the  basis  of 
the  work;  fancy,  wit,  and  feeling  warm  and 
vivify  it;  and  a  nervous  tone  and  finished- 
versification,  as  well  as  excellent  choice  of 
words,  impart  a  glow,  polish,  and  grace 
that  at  once  gratify  the  ear  and  captivate 
the  mind.— TucKERMAN,  Henry  T.,  1852, 
A  Sketch  oj  Ameriean  Literature. 

"The  Shakespeare  Ode"  is  a  noble  poem, 
and  we  think  it  his  master-piece.  The  cx)m- 
position  of  the  ode  requires  a  rare  union  of 
great  qualities:  genius  of  a  high  order, 
boldness  of  metaphor,  skill  in  versification, 
a  delicate  susceptibility  to  musical  ex- 
pression, all  are  requisite  to  success.  Our 
author,  by  a  single  stroke  of  his  pencil,  sets 
before  us  the  leading  characters  of  the 
great  dramatist,  and  they  once  more  live 
again.  If  this  be  in  any  sense  reproduction 
it  seema  more  like  a  new  creation.  Not 
more  vividly  are  the  passions  portrayed  in 
"Alexander's  Feast"  or  in  Collins'  famous 
Ode.  Few  poems  have  so  felicitous  a  close. 
— RuGGLES,  John,  1875,  Charles  Sprague, 
Unitarian  Review,  vol.  4,  p.  50. 

His  poem  of  "Curiosity,"  delivered  in 
1829  before  the  Phi  Beta  Society  of  Har- 
vard College,  is  so  excellent  in  description 
in  the  various  pictures  it  gives  of  human 
life,  in  the  pungency  of  its  wit  and  satire, 
that  it  deserves  a  place  among  the  best  pro- 
ductions of  the  schools  of  Pope  and  Gold- 
smith. His  odes  are  more  open  to  criticism, 
though  they  contsdn  many  thoughtful,  im- 
passioned, and  resounding  lines.  .  .  .  Per- 
haps Sprague's  most  original  poems  are 
those  in  which  he  consecrated  his  domestic 
affections.  Wordsworth  himself  would  have 
hailed  these  with  delight.  Anybody  who 
can  read  with  unwet  eyes  "I  See  Still," 
"The  Family  Meeting,"  "The  Brothers," 
and  "Lines  on  the  Death  of  M.  S.  C,"  is  a 
critic  who  has  as  little  perception  of  the 
languages  of  natural  emotion  as  of  the 
reserves  and  refinements  of  poetic  art. — 
WfflPPLE,  Edwin  Percy,  1876-86,  Ameri- 
can Literature  and  Other  Papers,  ed.  Whit- 
tier,  pp.  81,  82. 

It  would  be,  of  course,  absurd  to  claim 
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for  Sprague  a  place  by  the  side  of  the  great  literature.— Quinct,  Edmund,  1876  Charles 
singers  of  the  world  or  of  the  English  Ian-  Sjyrague,  The  Nation,  vol.  23,  p.  155. 
guage.  The  moderation  of  his  own  claims  Another  example  of  the  emptiness  of  con- 
was  shown  by  his  ceasing  to  write  when  he  temporary  fame.  During  the  first  half  of 
was  only  forty  years  old,  and  while  he  had  the  century  he  ranked  second  only  to  Bry- 
yet  more  than  forty  years  to  live.  Poetry  ant  and  Halleck,  but  to-day  he  is  a  little 
was  not  the  business,  but  the  solace,  of  his  more  than  a  vague  memory. — Pattee, 
life,  and  he  was  contented  with  a  modest  Fred  Lewis,  1896,  A  History  of  American 
share  of  the  rewards  of  genius.  That  he  lAteraiure,  p.  169. 
had  the  gift  of  poetic  genius  we  think  few  It  is  difficult  to  understand  how  such  a 
readers  of  his  poems  will  deny.  His  is  not  production  ["Curiosity"]  could  obtain  such 
machine-made  verse.  His  thoughts  come  popularity.  It  is  of  exemplary  form,  fin- 
flowing  from  his  heart  and  mind,  and  they  ished  versification,  and  approved  rhetoric, 
find  fit  words  in  which  to  clothe  them-  but  mechanical  in  design  and  treatment, 
selves.  And  this  is  what  we  understand  to  and,  on  the  whole,  rather  tedious.  It  was 
be  meant  by  the  "Vision  and  the  Faculty  one  of  the  successful  poems  of  the  day,  was 
Divine."  Though  Sprague  may  not  de-  largely  read  and  quoted  in  this  country, 
serve  to  rank  with  the  great  poets  of  the  and  grossly  plagiarized  in  England. — On- 
English  language,  we  think  that  he  merits  derdone,  James  L.,  1899-1901,  History  of 
a  high  place  among  the  minor  poets  of  our  American  Verse,  p.  127. 

Harriet  Martinean 

1802-1876 
Bom,  at  Norwich,  12  June  1802.  Early  education  at  home.  At  a  school  at  Norwich, 
181 3-15.  At  Bristol,  1818-19.  Returned  to  Norwich,  April  1819.  Contrib.  to  "  Monthly 
Repository,"  from  1821.  Severe  illness,  1827,  followed  by  financial  difficulties.  Wrote 
three  prize  essays  for  Central  Unitarian  Association,  1830-31.  Visit  to  her  brother  James 
at  Dublin,  1831.  Engaged  on  "Illustrations  of  Political  Economy,"  Feb.  1832  to  Feb. 
1834.  Settled  in  London.  Visit  to  America,  Aug.  1834  to  Aug.  1836.  Travelled  on  Con- 
tinent, 1839.  Refused  Grown  Pensions,  1834, 1841,  and  1873.  Testimonial  raised  to  her 
by  her  friends,  1843.  lived  at  Tynemouth,  1839-45;  at  Ambleside,  Westmoreland,  1845 
till  her  death.  Friendship  with  Wordsworth.  Visit  to  Egypt  and  Palestine,  Aug.  1846 
to  July  1847.  Contrib.  to  "Daily  News,"  1852-66;  to  "Edinburgh  Review,"  from  1859. 
Died,  at  Ambleside,  27  June  1876.  Works:  "Devotional  Exercises"  (anon.),  1823;  "Ad- 
dresses, with  Prayers"  (anon.),  1826;  "Traditions  of  Palestine,"  1830;  "Five  Years  of 
Youth,"  1831;  "Essential  Faith  of  the  Universal  Church,"  1831;  "The  Faith  as  unfolded 
by  many  Prophets."  1832;  "Providence  as  manifested  through  Israel,"  1832;  "Illustra- 
tions of  Political  Economy"  (9  vols.),  1832-34;  "Poor  Laws  and  Paupers  Illustrated," 
1833-34;  "Illustrations  of  Taxation,"  1834;  "Miscellanies"  (2  vols.,  Boston),  1836;  "So- 
ciety in  America,"  1837;  "Retrospect  of  Western  Travel,"  1838;  "How  to  Observe," 
1838;  "Addresses,"  1838;  "Deerbrook,"  1839;  "The  Martyr  Age  of  the  United  States" 
(under  initials:  H.  M.),  1840;  "The  Playfellow"  (4  pts.:  "The  Settlers  at  Home;"  "The 
Peasant  and  the  Prince;"  "Feats  on  the  Fiord;"  "The  Crofton  Boys"),  1841 ;  "The  Hour 
and  the  Man,"  1841;  "Life  in  the  Sick-Room"  (anon.),  1844;  "Letters  on  Mesmerism," 
1845  (2nd  edn.  same  year);  "Forest  and  Game-Law  Tales"  (3  vols.),  1845-46;  "Dawn 
Island,"  1845;  "The  Billow  and  the  Rock,"  1846;  contribution  to  "The  Land  we  Live  In" 
(with  C.  Knight  and  others),  1847,  etc.;  "Eastern  Life,"  1848;  "History  of  England  dur- 
ing the  Thirty  Years'  Peace"  (with  C.  Knight),  1849;  "Household  Education, "  1849;  "In- 
troduction to  the  History  of  the  Peace,"  1851;  "Letters  on  the  Laws  of  Man's  Nature" 
(with  H.  G.  Atkinson),  1851;  "Half  a  Century  of  the  British  Empire"  (only  1  pt.  pubd.), 
[1851];  "Sickness  and  Health  of  the  people  of  Bleabum"  (anon.),  1853;  "Letters  from 
Ireland"  (from  "Daily  News"),  1853;  "Guide  to  Windermere"  [1854];  "A  Completft 
Guide  to  the  English  Lakes"  [1855];  "The  Factory  Controversy,"  1855;  "History  of  the 
American  Compromises"  (from  "Daily  News")  1856;  "Sketches  from  Life"  [1856];  "Cor- 
porate  Traditions  and  National  Rights"  [1857];  "British  Rule  in  India,"  1857;  "Guide  to 
Keswick"  [1857];  "Suggestions  towards  the  Future  Gfovemment  of  India^"  1858^ 
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"England  and  her  Soldiers/'  1859;  "Endowed  Schools  of  Ireland"  (from  "Daily  News"), 
1859; "  Health,  Husbandry,  and  Handicraft/'  1861 ; "  Biographical  Sketches"  (from"  Daily 
News"),  1869  [1868].  PoMikumous:  "Autobiography,"  ed.  by  M.  W.  Chapman,  1877 
(3rd  edn.,  same  year);  "The  Hampdens,"  1880  [1879].  She  tanslaied:  Comte's  "Positive 
Philosophy, "  1853.  Life:  by  Mrs.  Fenwick  Miller,  1884.— Sharp,  R.  Farquharson,  1897, 
A  Didumarjf  of  Bngliih  AuUiars,  p.  188. 


PERSONAL 

I  believe  she  will  do  much  good;  her  mo- 
tives and  principles  are  pure  and  high,  and 
success,  as  I  predicted,  has  improved,  not 
spoiled  her.  Indeed,  she  has  very  extraor- 
dinary talent  and  merit,  and  a  noble  in- 
dependence of  mind.— Atkin,  LuCT,  1832, 
To  Dr.  Channing,  Nov.  19;  Correspondent 
of  William  EUery  Channing  and  Luiy  Aikin, 
ed.  LeBreton,  p.  156. 


Her  dress  is  simple,  unexpensive,  and 
appropriate.  Her  voice  is  too  low-toned, 
but  agreeable,  the  suitable  organ  of  a  re- 
fined spirit  Her  manners,  without  any 
elegance,  are  pleasing,  natural,  and  kind. 
She  seldom  speaks  tmless  addressed,  but  in 
reply  to  a  single  touch  she  pours  out  a  rich 
stream.  She  is  never  brilliant,  never  sajrs 
a  thing  that  is  engraven  on,  or  etU  in,  to 
your  memory,  but  she  talks  on  a  greater 
variety  of  topics  than  any  one  I  ever  heard 
—agreeably,  most  agreeably,  and  with  sense 
and  information.  She  is  womanly,  strictly, 
with  sympathies  fresh  from  the  heart,  en- 
thusiasms not  always  manifestly  supported 
by  reason,  now  and  then  bordering  on  the 
dogmatical,  but  too  thorough  a  lover  of  hu- 
man rights  ever,  I  think,  to  overstep  the 
boundi^,  and  she  is,  I  think,  not  con- 
oeited^no,  not  in  the  least,  but  quite 
aware  of  her  own  superiority,  and  perhaps  a 
little  too  frank  on  this  point.  But  this  may 
be  from  a  deficiency  instead  of  excess  of 
vanity.— Sedgwick,  Catharine  M.,  1835, 
Journal,  Aug.  9;  Life  and  Letters,  ed.  Detoey, 
p.  241. 

Miss  Martineau  is  a  person  of  lively, 
agreeable  conversation,  kind  and  candid, 
but  rather  easily  imposed  upon,  and  some- 
what spoiled,  perhaps,  by  the  praises  she 
has  received,  and  the  importance  allowed 
to  her  writings.— Bryant,  William  Cul- 
LEN,  1836,  Letter  to  his  Wife,  AprU  27;  A 
Biography  of  William  CuUen  Bryant  by 
Godwin,  vol.  I,  p.  314. 

I  was  apprehensive,  from  her  high  liter- 
ary reputation,  that  I  should  find  her  a 
little  too  blue  to  be  agreeable.  But  it  is  not 
at  all  the  case;  she  is  pleasant  and  un- 


affected, has  great  vivacity,  talks  well  upon 
all  subjects,  and  is  fond  of  laughing;  with 
these  qualifications  she  is,  of  course,  an  en- 
gaging companion.  The  only  difficulty  in 
conversing  with  her  arises  from  her  great 
deafness.  —  Hone,  Philip,  1836,  Diary, 
April  5,  ed.  Tuekerman,  vol.  l,  p.  206. 

Two  or  three  days  ago  there  came  to  call 
on  us  a  Miss  Martineau,  whom  you  have 
perhaps  often  heard  of  in  the  ''Examiner. " 
A  hideous  portrait  was  given  of  her  in  the 
"Fraser"  one  month.  She  is  a  notable 
literary  woman  of  her  day,  has  been  travel- 
ing in  America  these  two  years,  and  is  now 
come  home  to  write  a  book  about  it.  She 
pleased  us  far  beyond  expectation.  She  is 
very  intelligent-looking,  really  of  pleasant 
countenance,  was  full  of  talk,  though  un- 
happily deaf  ahnost  as  a  post,  so  that  you 
have  to  speak  to  her  through  an  ear-trump- 
et. She  must  be  some  five-and-thirty.  As 
she  possesses  very  ''favourable  sentiments" 
towards  this  side  of  the  street,  I  mean  to 
cultivate  the  acquaintance  a  little.— Car- 
LYLB,  Thomas,  1836,  Letter  to  His  Mother, 
Nov.;  Thomas  Carlyle,  A  History  of  His  Life 
in  London,  ed.  Froude,  vol.  l,  p.  83. 

She  is  a  woman  of  one  idea,— takes  one 
view,  that  is,  and  knows  nothing  of  quali- 
fication,—and  hence  b  opinionated  and 
confident  to  a  degree  that  I  think  I  never 
saw  equalled.— Dewey,  Orville,  1837,  To 
Rev.  William  Ware,  July  10;  Autobiography 
and  Letters,  ed.  Dewey,  p.  163. 

She  is  a  heroine,  or  to  speak  more  truly, 
her  fine  sense  and  her  lofty  principles,  with 
the  sincerest  religion,  give  her  a  fortitude 
that  is  noble  to  the  best  height  of  heroism. 
—  Macready,  William  C,  1841,  Diary, 
March  28;  Reminiscences,  ed.  Pollock,  p.  497. 

She  is  a  very  admirable  woman— and 
the  most  logical  intellect  of  the  age,  for  a 
woman.  On  this  account  it  is  that  the  men 
throw  stones  at  her,  and  that  many  of  her 
own  sex  throw  dirt;  but  if  I  begin  on  this 
subject  I  shall  end  by  gnashing  my  teeth. 
A  righteous  indignation  fastens  on  me.  1 
had  a  note  from  her  the  other  day,  written 
in  a  noble  spirit,  and  saying,  in  reference  to 
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the  insults  lavished  on  her,  that  she  was 
prepared  from  the  first  for  publicity,  and 
ventured  it  all  for  the  sake  of  what  she  con- 
sidered the  truth— she  was  sustained,  she 
said,  by  the  recollection  of  Godiva.— 
Browning,  Euzabeth  Barrett,  1844,  To 
H.  S.  Boyd,  Dec.  24;  Letters,  ed.,  Kenyon,  vol. 
I,  p.  225. 

Miss  Martineau  makes  herself  an  object  of 
envy  by  the  success  of  her  domestic  arrange- 
ments. She  has  built  a  cottage  near  her 
house,  placed  in  it  a  Norfolk  dairy-maid, 
and  has  her  poultry-yard,  and  her  piggery, 
and  her  cow-shed;  and  Mrs.  Wordsworth 
declares  she  is  a  model  in  her  household 
economy,  making  her  servants  happy,  and 
setting  an  example  of  activity  to  her  neigh- 
bors.—Robinson,  Henry  Crabb,  1849,  To 
Miss  Fenwick,  Jan.  15;  Diary,  Reminis- 
cences and  Correspondence,  ed.  Sadler,  vol.  n, 
p.  386. 

I  trust  to  have  derived  benefit  from  my 
visit  to  Miss  Martineau.  A  visit  more  in- 
teresting I  certainly  never  paid.  If  self- 
sustaining  strength  can  be  acquired  from 
example,  I  ought  to  have  got  good.  But 
my  nature  is  not  hers;  I  could  not  make  it 
so  though  I  were  to  submit  it  seventy  times 
seven  to  the  furnace  of  aflSiction,  and  dis- 
cipline it  for  an  age  under  the  hammer  and 
anvil  of  toil  and  self-sacrifice.  Perhaps  if  I 
was  like  her  I  should  not  admire  her  so  much 
as  I  do.  She  is  somewhat  absolute,  though 
quite  unconsciously  so;  but  she  is  likewise 
kind,  with  an  affection  at  once  abrupt  and 
constant,  whose  sincerity  you  cannot  doubt. 
It  was  delightful  to  sit  near  her  in  the  even- 
ings and  hear  her  converse,  myself  mute. 
She  speaks  with  what  seems  to  me  a  won- 
derful fluency  and  eloquence.  Her  ani- 
mal spirits  are  as  imflagging  as  her  intel- 
lectual powers.  I  was  glad  to  find  her 
health  excellent.  I  believe  neither  solitude 
or  loss  of  friends  would  break  her  down.  I 
saw  some  faults  in  her,  but  somehow  I  like 
them  for  the  sake  of  her  good  points.  It 
gave  me  no  pain  to  feel  insignificant,  men- 
tally and  corporeally,  in  comparison  with 
her.— Bronte,  Cha«X)ttb,  1850;  To  W.  S. 
Williams,  Jan.  1 ;  Charlotte  Bronte  and  her 
Circle,  ed.  Shorter,  p.  5. 

I  think  I  neglected  to  record  that  I  saw 
Miss  Martineau  a  few  weeks  since.  She  is  a 
large,  robust,  elderly  woman,  and  plainly 
dr^sed;  but  withal  she  has  so  kind,  cheer- 


ful, and  intelligent  a  face  that  she  is  pleas- 
anter  to  look  at  than  most  beauties.  Her 
hair  is  of  a  decided  gray,  and  she  does  not 
shrink  from  calling  herself  old.  She  is  the 
most  continual  talker  I  ever  heard;  it  is 
really  like  the  babbling  of  a  brook,  and  very 
lively  and  sensible  too;  and  all  the  while 
she  talks,  she  moves  the  bowl  of  her  ear- 
tnmipet  from  one  auditor  to  another,  so 
that  it  becomes  quite  an  organ  of  intel- 
ligence and  sympathy  between  her  and  your- 
self. The  ear-trumpet  seems  a  sensible  part 
of  her,  like  the  antennse  of  some  insects.  If 
you  have  any  little  remark  to  make,  you 
drop  it  in;  and  she  helps  you  to  make  re- 
marks by  this  delicate  little  appeal  of  the 
trumpet,  as  she  slightly  directs  it  towards 
you;  and  if  you  have  nothing  to  say,  the 
appeal  is  not  strong  enough  to  embarrass 
you.  All  her  talk  was  about  herself  and  her 
affairs;  but  it  did  not  seem  like  egotism,  be- 
cause it  was  so  cheerful  and  free  from  mor- 
bidness. And  this  woman  is  an  Atheist,  and 
thinks  that  the  principles  of  life  will  be- 
come extinct  when  her  body  is  laid  in  the 
grave!  I  will  not  think  so,  were  it  only  for 
her  sake.  What !  only  a  few  weeds  to  spring 
out  of  her  mortality,  instead  of  her  intel- 
lect and  sympathies  flowering  and  fruiting 
forever.— Hawthorne,  Nathaniel,  1854, 
English  Note-Books,  vol.  i,  p.  110. 

We  Unitarians  have  reason  to  be  proud 
that  this  remarkable  woman  was  bom  and 
developed  in  our  communion,  and  that 
Unitarian  publishing-houses  fh^t  prints 
and  circulated  her  works,  when  other 
houses  refused  her  books  on  political  econ- 
omy as  dull  and  unmarketable.  Thus  the 
modest  Unitarian  publisher  in  Paternoster 
Row  really  brought  her  to  the  notice  of  the 
world.  We,  as  Unitarian  Christians,  it  may 
be  said,  have  reason  also  to  be  sad,  that  the 
woman  who  began  her  successful  literary 
career  by  writings  that  illustrated  and  de- 
fended our  views  of  Christianity,  should  in 
later  life  have  renounced  her  faith  in  his- 
toric Christianity,  and  the  divine  assurance 
of  immortality  contained  in  the  Gospel  of 
Jesus  Christ.— Lowe,  Martha  Perry,  1876, 
Editor^s  Note-Book,  Unitarian  Review,  vol. 
6,  p.  336. 

How  well  I  remember  the  first  sight  of  her, 
so  long  ago!  We  first  saw  her  at  church — 
Dr.  Channing's.  It  was  a  presence  one  did 
not  speedily  tire  of  looking  on— most  at- 
tractive and  impressive;  yet  the  features 
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were  plain,  and  only  saved  from  seeming 
heavily  moulded  by  her  thinness.  She  was 
rather  taller  and  more  strongly  made  than 
most  American  ladies.  Her  complexion 
was  neither  fair  or  sallow,  nor  yet  of  the 
pale,  intellectual  tone  that  is  thought  to  be- 
long to  authorship.  It  was  the  hue  of  one 
severely  tasked,  but  not  with  literary  work. 
She  had  rich,  brown,  abundant  hair,  folded 
away  in  shining  waves  from  the  middle  of 
a  forehead  totsSly  unlike  the  flat  one  de- 
scribed by  those  who  knew  her  as  a  child.  It 
was  now  low  over  the  eyes,  like  the  Greek 
brows,  and  embossed  rather  than  graven 
by  the  woridngs  of  thought.  The  eyes 
themselves  were  light  and  full,  of  a  gray- 
ish greenish  blue,  varying  in  color  with  the 
time  of  day,  or  with  the  eye  of  the  be- 
holder—fe«  yeux  pert  of  the  old  French  ro- 
mance writers.  They  were  steadily  and 
quietly  alert,  as  if  constantly  seeing  some- 
thing where  another  would  have  found 
nothing  to  notice.  Her  habitual  expression 
was  one  of  serene  and  self-sufiicing  dignity 
—the  look  of  perfect  and  benevolent  repose 
that  comes  to  them  whose  long,  unselfish 
struggle  to  wring  its  best  from  lUe  has  been 
crowned  with  complete  victory.  You  might 
walk  tiie  livelong  day,  in  any  city  streets, 
and  not  meet  such  a  face  of  simple,  cheer- 
ful strength,  with  so  much  light  and  sweet- 
ness in  its  play  of  feature.— Chapman, 
Maria  Weston,  1877,  MemariaU  of  Har- 
Ttet  Martineau,  p.  29. 

Looking  back  at  this  calm  distance  at 
the  whole  transaction,  I  think  it  open  to 
reasonable  doubt  whether  it  was  well  for 
me  to  become  the  critic  of  the  "Letters"  at 
all,  even  in  the  impersonal  form  of  an 
anonymous  reviewer.  And  I  might  have  an- 
ticipate the  fruitlessness  of  my  attempt  to 
withdraw  the  master  from  the  disciple  and 
try  conclusions  with  him  alone.  But  in  the 
substance  of  the  critique  I  see  nothing  to 
correct  or  retract.  And  in  its  tone  I  do  not 
notice  an  uncalled-for  severity.  If  com- 
pared with  Edward  Forbes's  review  of  the 
same  book  (fairly  representing  the  purely 
scientific  estimate  of  its  character),  it  in- 
dubitably stands  much  further  within  the 
limits  of  patient  and  considerate  contro- 
versy. .  .  .  The  estrangement  produced  by 
this  cause  and  its  antecedents  was  all  on  one 
side.  My  affection  for  my  sister  Harriet 
survivedall  reproaches  and  mistakes,  and, 
if  she  bad  permitted,  would  at  any  moment 


have  taken  me  to  her  side  for  unconditional 
return  to  the  old  relation.  If  time  had 
lessened  our  sympathies  of  thought,  it  had 
enlarged  those  of  character,  and  had  de- 
veloped in  her  a  cheerful  fortitude,  an 
active  benevolence,  and  unflinching  fidel- 
ity to  conviction,  on  which  I  looked  with 
joyful  honour,  and  in  view  of  which  all  vex- 
ing memories  were  ready  to  die  away. — 
Martineau,  James,  1877,  To  Rev,  Charkz 
Wiekiteed,  Aug.  5;  Life  and  Letten,  ed, 
Drummand,  vol.  i,  p.  225. 

I  do  not  want  to  overpraise  a  personage 
so  antipathetic  to  me  as  H.  M.  My  first  im- 
pression of  her  is,  in  spite  of  her  undeniable 
talent,  energy,  and  merit— what  an  un- 
pleasant life  and  impleasant  nature!— Ar- 
nold, Matthew,  1877,  To  Rev.  G.  W.  Boyle, 
March  11;  LeUen  ed.  Rutull,  vol.  n,  p.  158. 

She  became  at  length  ahnost  another 
estate  in  the  realm.  Cabinet  Ministers  con- 
sulted her  upon  the  gravest  questions  of 
policy.  She  interpos^  to  settle  disputes 
between  leaders  which  were  embarrassing 
the  reform  movements  of  the  time.  She 
brought  about  a  reconciliation  between  Sir 
Robert  Peel,  when  Prime  Minister,  and 
Cobden.  She  was  fuU  of  diplomatic  skill 
and  social  address.  We  cannot  be  sur- 
prised that  without  vanity,  she  felt  herself 
a  power,  and  became  dogmatic  and  dic- 
tatorial. No  man  or  woman  ever  lived  who 
guarded  more  jealously  a  personal  self-re- 
spect. The  noble  famfly  of  Lansdowne 
wished  an  introduction  to  her  at  a  London 
party,  at  which  her  mother  was  present; 
but  as  they  did  not  ask  that  her  mother  be 
presented  to  them,  she  rejected  every  over- 
ture for  further  acquaintance.  She  re- 
fused an  introduction  to  the  poet  Tom 
Moore,  because  he  published  a  poem  of  rail- 
lery in  the  Time$.  It  wounded  her  and  she 
never  forgave  it.  Different  administra- 
tions urged  a  government  i>ension  upon  her, 
which  she  refused.  This  great,  proud,  toil- 
some, self-contained  character,  wrought  her 
work  until  she  attained  the  age  of  seventy- 
four  years,  and,  measured  either  by  the 
powers  developed  in  her  life,  or  by  its  re- 
sults upon  the  thought  and  policy  of  her 
time,  she  appears  a  peerless  woman.  In- 
deed we  almost  forget  she  was  a  woman, 
and  think  of  her  as  a  human  force  thrown 
upon  our  century  when  great  revolutions 
were  demanding  great  leaders.— Putnam, 
James  0.,  1877-80,  Harriet  Martineau't 
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Autobiography;  Addresses,  Speeclies  and 
Miscellanies,  p.  226. 

I  confess  I  am  veiy  curious  to  see 
Mrs.  Chapman's  book.  This  stout-hearted 
woman  (Martineau)  lay  down  with  a  sort  of 
grim  satisfaction  to  die,  at  the  age  of  fifty- 
one;  and  didn't  she  live  quite  twenty  years 
afterwards?  I  will  hazard  the  observa- 
tion that  her  longevity  may  have  been 
favoured  by  her  supreme  self-complacency. 
Also  is  she  not  a  little  cool  (coarse?  vulgar?) 
in  the  way  she  talks  about  "Old  Words- 
worth?" Mind,  I  can  stand  her  contempt 
for  parsons,  and  all  thatr-it  doesn't  ruffle 
my  feathers  in  the  least.  But  I  do  feel  that 
with  Wordsworth  we  are  upon  sacred 
ground.  I  am  all  the  more  bothered  be- 
cause Miss  Martineau  was  not  a  Philistine 
by  any  means,  and  she  makes  every  now 
and  then  extraordinary  good  hits  as  to 
what  constitutes  true  poetry.— Brown, 
THOBiAS  Edward,  1878,  to  Miss  Cannan, 
May  16;  Letters,  ed.  Irwin,  vol.  l,  p,  82. 

I  was  pleased  to  find  that,  nothwith- 
standing  her  heresies,  the  common  people 
in  Ambleside  held  her  in  gentle  and  kindly 
remembrance.  She  was  a  good  neighbor, 
charitable  to  all,  considerate  toward  the 
unlettered,  never  cynical  or  ill-tempered, 
always  cheerful  and  happy  as  the  roses  and 
ivy  of  "The  Knoll"  she  so  much  loved.— 
Ck)NWAT,  MONCURE  Daniel,  1881,  The 
English  Lakes  and  Their  Genii,  Harper's 
Magazine,  vol.  62,  p.  166. 

Her  form  and  features  were  repellent; 
she  was  the  Lady  Oracle  in  all  things,  and 
from  her  throne,  her  sofa,  pronounced  ver- 
dicts from  which  there  was  no  appeal.  Hers 
was  a  hard  nature:  it  had  neither  geniality, 
indulgence,  nor  mercy.  Always  a  physical 
sufferer,  so  deaf  that  a  trumpet  was  con- 
stantly at  her  ear;  plain  of  person— a  draw- 
back of  which  she  could  not  have  been  un- 
conscious; and  awkward  of  form:  she  was 
entirely  without  the  gifts  that  attract  man 
to  woman:  even  her  friendships  seem  to 
have  been  cut  out  of  stone;  she  may  have 
excited  admiration  indeed,  but  from  the 
affections  that  render  woman  only  a  little 
lower  than  the  angels  she  was  entirely 
estranged.— Hall,  Samuel  Carter,  1883, 
Retrospect  of  a  Long  Life,  p.  330. 

Faults  she  had,  of  course— the  necessary 
defects  of  her  virtues.  Let  it  be  said  that 
she  held  her  own  opinions  too  confidently— 
the  uncertain  cannot  be  teachers.   Let  it  be 


said  that  her  personal  dislikes  were  many 
and  strong— it  is  the  necessary  antithesis  of 
powerful  attachments.  Let  it  be  said  that 
her  powers  of  antagonism  at  times  were  not 
sufficiently  restrained— how,  without  such 
oppugnancy,  could  she  have  stood  forth  for 
unpopular  truths?  Let  all  that  detractors 
can  say  be  said,  and  how  much  remains  un- 
touched? In  the  paths  where  Harriet  Mar- 
tineau trod  at  first  almost  alone,  many 
women  are  now  following.  Serious  studies, 
political  activity,  a  share  in  social  reforms, 
an  independent,  self-supporting  career,  and 
freedom  of  thought  and  expression,  are  by 
the  conditions  of  our  age,  becoming  open 
to  the  thousands  of  women  who  would  never 
have  dared  to  claim  them  in  the  circum- 
stances in  which  she  first  did  so.  In  a  yet 
earlier  age  such  a  life,  even  to  such  powers 
as  hers,  would  have  been  impossible.  As  it 
was,  she  was  only  a  pioneer  of  the  new  or- 
der of  thing^  inevitable  under  the  advance 
of  civilization  and  knowledge.  .  .  .  She 
cared  for  nothing  before  the  truth;  her 
efforts  to  discover  it  were  earnest  and  sin- 
cere, for  she  spared  no  pains  in  study  and 
no  labor  in  thought  in  the  attempt  to  form 
her  opinions  correctly.  Having  found 
what  she  must  believe  to  be  a  right  cause  to 
uphold,  or  a  true  word  to  speak,  no  selfish 
consideration  intruded  between  her  and  her 
duty.  She  could  risk  fame,  and  position, 
and  means  of  livelihood,  when  necessary,  to 
unselfishly  support  and  promulgate  what 
she  believed  it  to  be  important  for  man- 
kind to  do  and  believe.  She  longed  for  the 
well  being  of  her  kind;  and  so  unaffectedly 
and  honestly  that  men  who  came  under  her 
influence  were  stimulated  and  encouraged 
by  her  to  share  and  avow  similar  high  aims. 
Withal,  those  who  lived  with  her  loved  her; 
she  was  a  kind  mistress,  a  good  friend,  and 
tender  to  little  chUdren;  she  was  truly  help- 
ful to  the  poor  at  her  gates,  and  her  life  was 
spotlessly  pure.— Miller,  Mrs.  E.  Fen- 
nick,  1884,  Harriet  Martineau  (Famous 
Women  Series),  pp.  301,  303. 

Plain  and,  judging  from  her  portraits, 
far  from  prepossessing  in  her  young  days, 
she  had  become  with  age  a  good-looking, 
comely,  mteresting  old  lady,  very  deaf,  but 
cheerful  and  eager  for  news,  which  she  did 
not  always  catch  correctly.  With  all  her 
manly  self-dependence  and  strict  inten- 
tional honesty,  with  all  her  credit  for  prac- 
tical common  sense,  she  was  as  much  a 
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poet  at  heart  as  her  brother,  the  Rev. 
James.  ...  A  true  and  brave  woman.— 
Linton,  William  James,  1894.  Tkree$eare 
and  Ten  Years,  p.  168. 

My  boyish  recoUection  of  Miss  Martineau 
is  very  pleasant.  She  was  always  amiable. 
On  one  occasion,  when  she  sat  writing  at 
a  table  in  a  parlor,  I  remember  standing 
with  my  head  just  above  it,  and  wondering 
at  the  ease  and  regularity  with  which  she 
despatched,  in  her  clear,  round  hand,  letter 
after  letter,  never  pausing  for  a  word  or  an 
idea,  or  to  read  what  she  had  written.  Al- 
though there  was  no  room  for  mystery,  I 
felt  somethmg  of  the  fascination  which,  we 
are  told,  riveted  the  observer  who  watched 
the  unknown  hand  at  the  opposite  window 
filling  and  throwing  off  with  the  tireless  uni- 
formity of  a  machine  what  proved  to  be  the 
manuscript  pages  of  "  Waverley. "  As  she 
tossed  the  last  letter  on  the  great  pile  be- 
fore her,  she  said,  "  Now,  my  boy,  isn't  that 
a  pretty  good  morning's  work?"  and  while 
I  hesitated  for  an  answer  that  should  do 
justice  to  her  and  credit  to  myself,  she  put 
on  a  hair  glove  of  hers  which  was  lymg  on 
the  table,  and  gave  my  cheeks  a  playful 
rubbing,  the  tingle  of  which  I  seem  to  feel 
yet— Sedgwick,  Henry  Dwight,  1895, 
Reminiseeneea  of  LUerary  Berk$hire,  Cen- 
tury Magazine,  veil.  50,  p.  556. 

Within  the  household  in  Magdalen 
Street  the  severity  of  Puritan  training  still 
lingered,  though  perhaps  it  was  les  marked 
than  in  some  other  families;  and  Harriet 
Martineau,  who  was  an  abnormaUy  sensi- 
tive child,  delicate  in  health,  and  always 
longing  for  demonstrative  tokens  of  affec- 
tion, chafed  against  this  strictness.  It  is 
easy  to  coUect  from  the  pages  of  her  Auto- 
biography passages  which,  taken  by  them- 
selves, give  a  repellant  picture  of  her 
mother;  but  this  is  unjust,  both  to  the 
mother  and  to  the  daughter,  and  the  Auto- 
biography as  a  whole  does  not  lay  the 
latter  open  to  the  charge  of  disloyalty  and 
ingratitude  to  which  injudicious  fHends 
have  exposed  her.  That  there  was  a  dif- 
ference of  temperament  which,  especially 
in  Harriet's  chUdhood,  prevented  a  mutual 
understanding,  does  not  lay  either  of  them 
open  to  blame.  According  to  the  autobiog- 
raphy the  gentle  and  unselfish  father  was 
likewise  unable  to  read  the  heart  of  the 
young  genius.—  Drummond,  James,  1902, 
td.  Life  and  Letters  of  James  Martineau. 


AUTOBIOGRAPHY 
Her  forthcoming  "Autobiography"  will 
be  looked  for  with  deep,  if  somewhat  pain- 
ful interest,  for  it  is  to  contain  ''a  full  ac- 
count of  her  faith  and  philosophy. "  In  the 
sketch  ah*eady  referred  to  she  tells  us  that 
the  cast  of  her  mind  was  ''more  decidedly 
of  the  religious  order  than  any  other,  during 
the  whole  of  her  life,"  and  that  "her  latest 
opinions  were  in  her  own  view  the  most  re- 
ligious ; "  and  at  the  same  time  "  that  she  was 
not  a  believer  in  revelation  at  all"  in  her 
later  years.  Her  firm  grasp  of  her  own 
meaning,  and  her  singular  power  of  expres- 
sion will  probably  stand  her  in  good  stead 
in  making  her  faith,  whatever  it  may  be, 
plear  to  those  who  have  never  yet  been  able 
to  understand  it.  In  any  case  it  must  com- 
mand^ the  most  respectful  attention,  for 
even  if  not  the  motive  power  in,  it  was  at 
least  consistent  with,  a  singularly  noble 
and  courageous  life.-^HuGHES,  Thomas, 
1876,  Hamei  Martineau,  The  Academy,  vol. 
10,  p.  35. 

Deeply  interesting  as  the  work  is,  it  is 
impossible  to  deny  that  it  has  given  more 
pain  than  pleasure  to  large  numbers  of  those 
friends  who  knew  her  best  and  valued  her 
most  truly.  Her  own  autobiography  does 
her  so  much  less  than  justice,  and  the  need- 
less, tasteless,  and  ill-conditioned  memorials 
of  the  lady  to  whom  she  injudiciously  en- 
trusted the  duties  of  editor,  have  man- 
aged to  convey  such  an  unsound  and  dis- 
figuring impression  of  her  friend,  that  the 
t^timony  of  one  who  enjoyed  her  intimacy 
for  many  years,  and  entertained  a  sincere 
regard  for  her  throughout,  seems  wanting  to 
rectify  the  picture.— Greg,  Wiluam  Rath- 
bone,  1877,  Harriet  Martineau,  MisceUane- 
aus  Essays,  p.  176. 

You  must  read  Harriet  Martineau's  "Au- 
tobiography." The  account  of  her  child- 
hood and  early  youth  is  most  pathetic  and 
interesting;  but  as  in  all  books  of  the  kind, 
the  charm  departs  as  the  life  advances,  and 
the  writer  has  to  tell  of  her  own  triumphs. 
One  regrets  continually  that  she  felt  it  neces- 
sary not  only  to  tell  of  her  intercourse  with 
many  more  or  less  distinguished  persons— 
which  would  have  been  quite  pleasant  to 
everybody— but  also  to  pronounce  upon 
their  entire  merits  and  demerits,  especially 
when,  if  she  had  died  as  soon  as  she  ex- 
pected, these  persons  would  nearly  all 
have  been  living  to  read   her  gratuitous 
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rudenesses.  Still  I  hope  the  book  wdll  do 
more  good  than  harm.— Eliot,  George, 
1877,  To  Mrs.  Bray,  March  20;  George 
Elio($  Life  a$  related  in  her  Letters  and 
Journals,  ed.  Cross,  vol.  Ill,  p.  219. 

Miss  Martineau  knew  herself  miusually 
well,  and  she  has  determined  that  we  should 
know  all  that  she  had  to  tell  us.  The  knowl- 
edge will  rather  dim  the  brightness  of  the 
popular  tradition  which  rests  upon  the  first 
wonderful  years  in  London  and  the  first 
happy  years  at  Ambleside;  it  will  give  some 
substance  to  the  reserve  of  the  minority 
which  persisted  in  finding  Miss  Martineau 
disagreeable;  it  contains  a  most  unsparing 
revelation  of  a  most  imattractive  nature; 
but  it  contains  also  a  picture  of  the  diligent, 
unflinching  heroism  by  which  that  nature 
was  train^  to  a  life  of  nobleness  and  at 
last  of  happiness.  Nor  is  the  picture  less 
impressive  for  the  austerity  of  the  artist's 
method.  She  has  resolved  not  only  that  we 
should  know  intimately,  but  that  we  should 
know  her  almost  exclusively  through  her 
own  deliberate  judgment.  She  wrote  her 
autobiography  partly  because  she  knew 
she  could  write  it,  but  principally  because 
she  thought  it  a  duty  to  withold  her  letters 
from  publication.  —  Smcox,  George 
Augustus,  1877,  Miss  Martineau,  Fori- 
nightiy  Review,  vol.  27,  p.  516. 

It  is  written  with  ability,  and  there  Is 
much  in  it  that  is  instructive  and  some- 
thing that  is  interesting;  but  my  interest  is 
rather  in  the  other  subjects  of  which  she 
writes  than  in  the  woman.  She  is  un- 
doubtedly honest  and  truthful;  but  I  have 
seldom  seen  truth  and  honesty  made  to 
wear  so  repulsive  an  aspect;  and  this 
through  what  seems  to  me  a  pervading 
connection  of  it  with  presumption  and 
pride.  I  get  rather  tired  of  her  perpetual 
"  principles, "  and  in  her  devotion  to  truth  I 
think  she  makes  a  mistake,  not  altogether 
uncommon,  of  what  it  is  that  she  ought  to 
be  devoted  to — mixing  up  one  ^nth  an- 
other of  the  divers  meanings  of  the  word. — 
Taylor,  Sir  Henry,  1877,  To  Mrs.  C. 
Earle,  May  6;  Correspmdence,  ed.  Dowden, 
p.  367. 

I  have  even  bought  Miss  Martineau;  and 
am  reading  her  as  slowly  as  I  can,  to  eke  her 
out.  For  I  can't  help  admiring,  and  being 
greatly  interested  in  her,  tho'  I  suppose  she 
got  conceited.  Her  Judgments  on  People 
seem  to  me  mainly  just. — FitzGerald,  Ed- 


ward, 1877,  To  W.  F.  PoUoek,  May  24; 
More  Letters,  p.  188. 

I  stop  in  the  midst  of  reading  Miss  Mar- 
tineau's  memoir  of  her  own  life — an  en- 
tertaining book  for  the  most  part,  with  one 
or  two  t^ous  places;  but  how  immensely 
conceited  the  woman  was!  One  would 
think,  on  reading  what  she  ssiys  of  herself, 
that  the  whole  world  stood  still  while  it  was 
waiting  for  her  directions.  She  is  very  con- 
temptuous in  her  judgments  of  almost  every 
eminent  person  whom  she  had  any  ac- 
quaintance with,  and  expresses  her  contempt 
without  the  least  reserve.  I  perceived  that 
trait  in  her  character  when  she  was  here. 
She  seemed  to  fancy  that  she  had  crossed 
the  Atiantic  to  enlighten  us  in  regard  to 
our  duty  and  interest,  and  that  all  we  had 
to  do  was  to  submit  ourselves  to  her  guid- 
ance.—Bryant,  William  Cullen,  1877, 
To  Miss  J.  Dewey,  June  2;  WUHam  Cullen 
Bryant,  A  Biography  by  Godwin,  vol.  ii,  p. 
382. 

GENE^IAL 

Know  that  a  great  new  light  has  arisen 
among  English  women.  In  the  words  of 
Lord  Brougham,  "There  is  a  deaf  girl  at 
Norwich  doing  more  good  than  any  man  in 
the  country."  You  may  have  seen  the 
name  and  some  of  the  productions  of  Har- 
riet Martineau  in  the  "Monthly  Reposi- 
tory, "  but  what  she  is  gaining  glory  by  are 
"Illustrations  of  Political  Economy,"  in  a 
series  of  tales  published  periodicially,  of 
which  nine  or  ten  have  appeared.  It  is  im- 
possible not  to  wonder  at  the  skill  with 
which,  in  the  happiest  of  these  pieces,  for 
they  are  unequal,  she  has  exemplified  some 
of  the  deepest  principles  of  her  science,  so 
as  to  make  them  plain  to  very  ordinary 
capacities,  and  demonstrated  their  prac- 
tical influence  on  the  well-being,  moral  and 
physical,  of  the  working  classes  first,  and 
ultimately  on  the  whole  community.  And 
with  all  this,  she  has  given  to  her  narratives 
a  grace,  an  animation,  and  often  a  powerful 
pathos,  rare  even  in  the  works  of  pure 
amusement.— AiKiN,  Lucy,  1832,  To  Dr. 
Channing,  Oct.  15;  Correspondence  of  Will- 
iam EUery  Channing  and  Lucy  Aikin,  ed. 
LeBreton,  p.  148. 

I  have  not  time  to  write  to  you  about 
Mi3s  Martineau's  "Tales,"  of  which  of  course 
you  have  heard,  and  we  have  read  many. 
Some  are,  I  think,  excellent,  and  all  are 
powerful   where   her  imagination  comes 
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into  play.  Her  reasoning  is  not  and  does 
not  pretend  to  be  original.  It  is  taken  ver- 
batim from  Malthus  and  McCullocb,  a  bad 
school,  and  her  sectarianism  not  unfre- 
quently  peeps  out;  but  I  would  recom- 
mend you  strongly  to  read  the ''  Manchester 
Strike/'  which  might  I  think  be  useful  to 
your  poor  people  at  Coventry  hereafter,  if 
the  time  should  come  when  any  such  folly 
should  be  meditated.— Hook,  Walter 
Farquhab,  1833,  To  W.  P.  Wood,  Dec.  7; 
Life  arid  LeUert,  ed.  Stephens,  p,  171. 

I  have  no  great  faith  in  some  of  her  doc- 
trines, but  I  delight  in  her  stories.  The 
"Garveloch  Tales"  are  particularly  good. 
What  a  noble  creature  Ella  is!  To  give  us 
in  a  fishing-woman  an  example  of  magna- 
nimity and  the  most  touching  affection,  and 
still  keep  her  in  her  sphere;  to  make  all  the 
manifestations  of  this  glorious  virtue  ap- 
propriate to  her  condition  and  consistent 
with  her  nature,— this  seems  to  me  to  indi- 
cate a  very  high  order  of  mind,  and  to  place 
Miss  Martineau  among  the  first  moral  teach- 
ers as  well  as  first  writers  of  her  time.  Per- 
haps I  may  be  partial.  I  feel  so  grateful  to 
her  for  doing  such  justice  to  the  poor  and 
to  human  nature,  and  I  am  strongly 
tempted  to  raise  her  to  the  highest  rank. — 
Channing,  William  Ellery,  1833,  To 
MUi  Aikin,  May  30;  Corresporuknce  of 
William  Ellery  Channing  and  Lucy  Aikin, 
ed.  Le  BreUm,  p.  172. 

Ah,  welcome  home,  Martineau,  turning  statis- 
tics 
To  stories,  and  puzzling  your  philogamystics  I 
I  own  I  can't  see,  any  more  than  dame  Nature, 
Why  love  should  await  dear  good  Harriet's 

dictaturel 
But  great  is  earth's  want  to  some  love-legis- 
lature. 

—Hunt,  Leigh,  1837,  Blue-Stoeking  Revels, 
On  one  point,  unfortunately.  Miss  Mar- 
tineau could  have  been  at  no  loss,  from  the 
moment  of  deciding  to  write  a  book  of 
Travels  in  this  country.  America  her  theme, 
satire  was  to  ''be  her  song;''  the  bookseller 
and  his  patrons  are  to  be  satisfied  with  no 
less  than  a  pungent  piquancy  of  remark, 
and  this  they  stand  ready  to  compensate 
with  no  stinted  bounty.— Palfrey,  John 
GORHAM,  1837,  Miss  Martineau' s  Society  in 
America,  North  American  Review,  vol.  45, 
p.  418. 

You  say  you  are  surprised  I  did  not  ex- 
press more  admiration  of  Harriet  Martin- 
eau's  book  about  America.     But  I  do  ad- 


mire it— the  spirit  of  it  —extremely.  I  ad- 
mire her  extremely;  but  I  think  the  moral, 
even  more  than  the  intellectual,  woman.  I 
do  not  mean  that  she  may  not  be  quite  as 
wise  as  she  is  good;  but  she  has  devoted  her 
mind  to  subjects  which  I  have  not,  and 
probably  could  not,  have  given  mine  to, 
and  writes  upon  matters  of  which  I  am  too 
ignorant  to  estimate  her  merit  in  treating  of 
them.  Some  of  her  political  theories  ap- 
pear to  me  open  to  objection;  for  instance, 
female  suffrage  and  community  of  property ; 
but  I  have  never  thought  enough  upon 
these  questions  to  judge  her  mode  of  ad- 
vocating them.  The  details  of  her  book  are 
sometimes  mistaken;  but  that  was  to  be 
expected,  especially  as  she  was  often  sub- 
jected to  the  abominable  impositions  of 
persons  who  deceived  her  purposely  in  the 
mformation  which  she  received  from  them 
with  the  perfect  trust  of  a  guileless  nature. 
I  do  entire  justice  to  her  truth,  her  benev- 
olence, and  her  fearlessness;  and  these  are 
to  me  the  chief  merits  of  her  book.— Kem- 
BLE,  Frances  Ann,  1838,  Letter,  Jan.  8; 
Records  of  Later  Life,  p.  80. 

Woman :  "  And  we  have  now  got  another 
writer-lady  down  at  Ambleside."  Howitt: 
"A  poet?"  Woman:  "Nay,  nothing  of  the 
sort;  another  guess  sort  of  person,  I  can 
tell  you."  Howitt:  "Why,  who  is  that?" 
Woman:  "Who  is  that?  why  Miss  Martin- 
eau they  call  her.  They  tell  me  she  wrote 
up  the  Reform  Bill  for  Ix>rd  Brougham :  and 
that  she's  come  from  the  Lamb  tons  here; 
and  that  she's  writing  now  about  the  taxes. 
Can  she  stop  the  steam,  eh?  can  she,  think 
you?  Nay,  nay  I  warrant,  big  and  strong 
as  she  is.  Ha !  Ha !  good  lauk  1  as  I  met  her 
the  other  day  walking  along  the  muddy 
road  below  here— 'Is  it  a  woman  or  a  man, 
or  what  sort  of  an  animal  is  it?'  said  I  to 
myself.  There  she  came,  stride,  stride- 
great  heavy  shoes,  stout  leather  leggings  on, 
and  a  knapsack  on  her  back!  Ha!  Ha!  that's 
a  political  comicalist,  they  say;  what's  that? 
Do  they  mean  that  they  can  stop  steam? 
But  I  said  to  my  husband:  Goodness,  but 
that  would  have  been  a  wife  for  you!  Why 
she'd  ha'  ploughed!  and  they  say  she  mows 
her  own  grass,  and  digs  her  own  cabbages 
and  potatoes!"— Howrrr,  William,  1847, 
Homes  and  Haunts  of  the  Most  Eminent 
British  PoeU,  vol.  n,  p.  140. 

We  have  read  Miss  Martineau's  book.  It 
is,  to  my  mind,  the  most  awful  book  that 
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was  ever  written  by  a  woman.  She  and 
this  wise  Mr.  Atkinson  dethrone  God,  abuse 
Christ,  and  prefer  Mahometanism  to  Chris- 
tianity. It  made  me  sick  and  ill  to  hear 
them  talk  of  Jesus  as  a  mere  clever  mes- 
merist. To  me  it  is  blasphemy.  To  show 
you  how  evil  the  book  is,  I  must  tell  you 
that  Alfred  wanted  the  Inquisition  for  its 
authors,  and  I  sympatised  with  him.  It 
will  make  good  people  devilish  in  their  in- 
dignation and  anger,  and  it  will  set  all  the 
poor  infidels  crowing  like  cocks  on  a  dung- 
hill. And  only  think,  in  their  large  ap- 
pendix, in  which  they  support  themselves 
by  such  authorities  as  Hobbes,  Lord  Bacon, 
Sir  James  Mackintosh,  &c.,  I  should  see  a 
long  article  with  the  innocent  name  of 
Mary  Howitttoit!  It  is  the  account  of  the 
Preaching  Epidemic  in  Sweden.  Curious 
as  it  is,  it  proves  nothing,  and  seems  merely 
introduced  to  make  me  out  an  infidel.  I 
think  this  has  provoked  your  father  more 
than  anything  else.— Howitt,  Mart,  1851, 
Letter  to  her  Datighter,  Autobiography,  ed. 
her  Daughter,  vol.  n,  p.  69. 

We  cannot  call  to  mind  any  woman  of 
modem  or  of  past  times,  who  has  pro- 
duced a  larger  number  and  variety  of  solid, 
instructive,  and  interesting  books.  She  has 
written  well  on  political  economy,  on  his- 
tory, on  foreign  travel,  on  psychology,  and 
on  education;  she  has  produced  many  clever 
tales  and  novels;  her  books  for  children  and 
for  men  are  alike  good. — Smiles,  Samuel, 
1860,  Brief  Biographies. 

The  greatest  among  Englishwomen,  ex- 
cept G^rge  Eliot,  has  just  departed  from 
among  us.  Her  genius  was  not  only  various 
and  remarkable  in  every  line  in  which  it 
was  developed,  but  singularly  masculine  in 
its  characteristics.  She  was  a  poet  and  a 
novelist;  but  she  was  much  more  distin- 
guished in  the  more  unusual  developments 
of  a  female  mind,  namely,  as  poUtical  econo- 
mist, theologian,  and  journalist.  Of  course 
she  was  precocious.  Indeed,  when  one 
thinks  of  what  she  has  done,  and  when  she 
began  to  do  it,  it  seems  incredible  that  even 
three-quarters  of  a  centxury  should  have 
sufficed  for  so  much  work.  To  the  last 
generation  she  must  have  seemed  one  of  the 
most  familiar  and  well-established  of  Eng- 
lish writers;  to  the  present  generation  it  is  a 
marvel  to  see  her  death  announced  to-day, 
for  to  us  she  was  a  British  classic,  and 
hardly  accounted  among  the  modems.  .  .  . 


Upon  the  whole,  I  think,  ''Life  in  the  Sick- 
Room"  is  the  most  delightful  of  her  works, 
and  will  live  almost  as  long  as  sickness  is  in 
the  world.  One  proof  of  its  intrinsic  merit 
is  that  though  published  without  the  aid  of 
her  then  famous  name,  it  achieved  a  great 
success  at  once;  nor  is  it  too  much  to  say  it 
would  have  been  the  foundation-stone  of 
her  fame  as  a  religious  writer,  had  she  con- 
fined her  attention  to  similar  topics. — 
Payn,  James,  1876,  Harriet  Martineau, 
Harper's  Magazine,  vol.  53,  pp.  715, 716. 

Hard  work  and  high  courage  were,  to  our 
thinking,  her  most  noteworthy  character- 
istics. Even  those  most,  familar  with  her 
life  and  work  will  have  been  startled  at  the 
list  of  her  writing  drawn  up  by  herself,  "to 
the  best  of  her  recollection,"  which  ap- 
peared in  the  "  DaUy  News  "  as  an  appendix 
to  the  autobiographical  sketch  left  by  her 
for  publication  with  the  editor  of  that 
joumal,  to  which  alone  in  her  later  years 
she  had  contributed  no  less  than  1642 
articles.  From  this  list  it  appears  that  her 
first  book,  "  My  Servant  Rachel, "  was  pub- 
lished in  1827,  her  last,  ''Biographical 
Sketches,"  in  1869.  In  those  fifty-two 
years  more  than  100  volumes  (103  we  be- 
lieve to  be  the  exact  number)  appeared 
from  her  pen,  besides  which  she  was  a 
constant  contributor  to  quarterlies,  and 
monthly  magazines,  and  newspapers,  and 
carried  on  a  correspondence  which  would 
of  itself  have  been  enough  to  use  up  the 
energy  of  most  women.  Apart  from  all  the 
questions  of  its  contents,  the  mere  feat  of 
getting  such  a  mass  of  matter  fairly  printed 
and  published  could  not  easily  be  matched, 
and  the  more  the  matter  is  examined  the 
more  our  wonder  will  grow.  In  all  that 
long  list  there  is  not  a  volume,  so  far  as  we 
are  aware,  which  bears  marks  of  having 
been  put  together  carelessly,  or  for  mere 
book-making  purposes,  and  her  fugitive 
articles  are  as  a  rule  upon  burning  topics, 
the  questions  by  which  men's  minds  were 
most  exercised  at  the  time.  Indeed,  though 
she  lived  by  the  pen,  no  writer  ever  wielded 
it  with  greater  independence  and  single- 
mindedness.  -—  Hughes,  Thomas,  1876, 
Harriet  Martineau,  The  Academy,  p.  367. 

I  entirely  agree  with  you  in  respect  to 
Miss  Martineau.  The  curious  limited  folly 
of  her  apparent  common-sense  stmck  me 
in  St.  Andrews,  and  I  thought  it  would 
make  a  good  article.     The  autobiography 
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seems  much  worse  than  could  have  been 
expected.  How  such  a  common-place  mind 
could  have  attained  the  literary  position 
she  did  fills  me  with  amazement.  How  did 
she  manage  it?  I  can  only  look  and  won- 
der.—Ouphant,  Margaret  0.  W.,  1877, 
To  Mr.  Blackwood,  March  8;  Letiert,  ed 
CoghiU,  p.  263. 

She  is  a  most  lucid  writer,  and  often 
more  than  lucid.  When  we  compare  her 
intellectual  force  with  that  of  her  accom- 
plished contemporary,  Sara  Coleridge,  for 
example,  we  feel  at  once  how  much  power 
there  was  in  her.  She  nearly  always  grasps 
us;  and  if  we  are  in  haste  to  find  her  wrong 
we  sometimes  find  we  have  to  retrace  our 
steps  and  pronounce  her  right  after  all.— 
Richardson,  Henry  S.,  1877,  Harriet 
Martineau's  Account  of  Henelf,  Contemn 
parary  Review,  vol  25,  p.  1123. 

There  were  doubtless  authors  in  England 
and  America  who  had  produced  a  higher 
quality  of  work,  but  not  one  perhaps  who 
had  accomplished  so  large  an  amount  of 
solidly  good  and  useful  achievement.  Miss 
Martineau  certainly  did  much  to  refute  the 
lingering  tradition,  if  it  still  needs  refuting, 
that  the  minds  of  women  are  wanting  in 
clearness,  method,  and  logic.  Her  argu- 
ments, if  unsatisfactory,  were  always  co- 
h««nt,  and  those  who  tried  to  cope  with 
her  in  controversy  generally  repented  it. 
This  conscious  power  did  not  diminish  her 
positiveness,  but  rather  increased  it,  and 
she  was  as  often  dogmatic  in  her  assertions 
as  if  she  had  no  arguments  to  back  them.  A 
very  clever  woman  lately  said  to  us,  speak- 
ing of  her  young  son,  "I  reasoned  with  him; 
I  said  to  him,  Charley,  you  are  a  great 
fool."  Miss  Martineau  could  supply  the 
reasoning  if  needed,  but  she  often  came  at 
once  to  the  same  decisive  assertion.— Hio- 
6INS0N,  Thomas  Wbntworth,  1877,  Har- 
riet Martineau'i  Autobiography,  The  Nation, 
vol.  24,  p.  237. 

She  had,  early  in  life,  cultivated  a  con- 
cise and  ready  style  of  composition,  and 
was  proud  of  her  neat  manuscripts.  States- 
men, editors,  publishers,  and  philanthropists 
felt  that  here  was  a  writer— woman  though 
she  was — who  could  fill  their  coffers  or 
sweep  their  stable  clean.  Hence  her  wide- 
spread-power. It  needed  all  her  honesty, 
her  sense  of  the  high  puiposes  of  literature 
and  of  her  own  vocation  in  it,  and  above  all, 
her  unfailing  instinct  for  choosing  the  noble 


and  liberal  side  in  a  controversy,  to  pre- 
vent her  from  becoming  every  man's  drudge 
—a  mere  literary  besom.  But  she  was  not 
this.  One  of  the  last  acts  she  recorded  of 
herself  was  her  quarrel  with  ''Household 
Words"  because  she  thought  the  editor  had 
behaved  unfairly  to  the  Roman  Catholics. 
She  was  thoroughly  honest,  brave  even  to 
recklessness,  a  warm  friend,  and  not  a  less 
spiteful  foe.  She  was  not  half  so  admirable 
as  a  writer  and  thinker  as  she  was  in  her 
more  practical  capacity  of  phUanthropist. 
She  began  life  a  "radical  reformer,"  and 
she  died  true  to  her  colours.— Masson,  Ros- 
aline Orme,  1877,  Harrid  Martineau'i 
Auiobioi/raphy,  The  Academy,  vol.  11,  p. 
292. 

A  work  ["History  of  England"]  contain- 
ing much  information  of  interest  and  value, 
and  written  with  the  author's  well  known 
spirit  and  vivacity.  It  is  strongly  tinged 
with  personal  feeling,  and,  for  this  reason, 
the  work  can  hardly  be  said  to  have  per- 
manent value.  Miss  Martineau  entered  into 
the  life  and  activity  of  political  affairs  with 
great  zeal,  and,  as  she  grasped  every  sub- 
ject with  the  energy  of  a  strong  mind,  her 
opinions  are  always  entertaining  and  are 
generally  well  worth  listening  to.  Her  de- 
scription of  the  deplorable  financial  and 
social  condition  of  England  after  the  Na- 
poleonic wars  is  perhaps  the  most  success- 
ful part  of  the  work.  The  volumes  are  per- 
vaded with  an  ardent  sympathy  for  the 
people  in  their  struggles  for  greater  liberties. 
—Adams,  Charles  Kendall,  1882,  A 
Manual  of  Historical  Literature,  p.  470. 

In  an  epoch  fertile  of  great  genius  among 
women,  it  may  be  said  of  Miss  Martineau, 
that  she  was  the  peer  of  the  noblest,  and 
that  her  influence  on  the  progress  of  the 
age  was  more  than  equal  to  that  of  all  the 
others  combined.  She  has  the  great  honor 
of  having  always  seen  truth  one  generation 
ahead;  and  so  consistent  was  she,  so  keen  of 
insight,  that  there  is  no  need  of  going  back 
to  explain  by  circumstances  in  order  to 
justify  the  actions  of  her  life.  This  can 
hardly  be  said  of  any  great  Englishman, 
even  by  his  admirers.. — Phillips,  Wen- 
dell, 1883,  Remarks  at  the  Unveiling  of  Miss 
Anne  Whitney's  statute  of  Miss  Martineau 
in  the  Old  South  Meeting-House,  Dec.  26; 
Speeches,  Lectures  and  Ijctters,  Second  Series, 
ed.  Pease,  p.  473. 

Harriet  Martineau  is  one  of  the  most 
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distinguished  literary  women  this  century 
has  produced.  She  is  among  the  few  women 
who  have  succeeded  in  the  craft  of  journal- 
ism, and  one  of  the  still  smaller  number 
who  succeeded  for  a  time  in  moulding  and 
shaping  the  current  politics  of  her  day.— 
Fawcett,  Millicent  Garrett,  1889,  Some 
Eminent  WoTnen  of  Our  Times,  p.  57. 

Some  of  her  stories  perhaps  show  an 
approach  to  genius;  but  neither  her  history 
nor  her  philosophical  writings  have  the 
thoroughness  of  research  or  the  originality 
of  conception  which  would  entitie  them  to 
such  a  name.  As  an  interpreter  of  a  rather 
rigid  and  prosaic  school  of  thought,  and  a 
compiler  of  clear  compendiums  of  knowl- 
edge, she  certainly  deserves  a  high  place, 
and  her  independence  and  solidity  of  char- 
acter give  a  value  to  her  more  personal 
utterances.— Stephen,  Leslie,  1893,  Dic- 
tionary of  National  Biography,  vol,  xxxvi, 
p.  313. 

Her  gift  to  literature  was  for  her  own 
generation.  She  is  the  exponent  of  the  in- 
fant century  in  many  branches  of  thought: 
—its  eager  and  sanguine  philanthropy,  its 
awakening  interest  in  history  and  science, 
its  rigid  and  prosaic  philosophy.  But  her 
genuine  humanity  and  real  moral  earnest^ 
ness  give  a  value  to  her  more  personal 
utterances,  which  do  not  lose  their  charm 
with  the  lapse  of  time.— Johnson,  R.  Brim- 
ley,  1896,  English  Prose,  ed.  Craik,  vol  v, 
p.  463. 

Harriet  Martineau  was  the  object  of 
rather  absurd  obloquy  from  Conservative 
critics  as  an  advanced  woman  in  hen  day, 
and  of  still  more  absurd  eulogy  by  Liberal 
sympathisers  both  in  that  day  and  since. 


Personally  she  seems  to  have  been  amiable 
and  estimable  enough.  Intellectually  she 
had  no  genius;  but  she  had  a  good  deal  of 
the  versatile  talent  and  craftsmanship  for 
which  the  literary  conditions  of  this  cen- 
tury have  produced  unusual  stimulus  and  a 
fair  reward.— Saintsbury,  George,  1896, 
A  History  of  Nineteenth  Century  Literature, 
p.  164. 

She  is  however  most  memorable,  not  as 
an  original  thinker,  but  as  a  translator  and 
expounder.  She  translated  and  condensed 
the  philosophy  of  Comte,  and  did  as  much 
as  anyone  to  make  it  known  in  England. 
She  had  the  great  merits  of  unshrinking 
courage,  perfect  sincerity  and  undoubting 
loyalty  to  truth.— Walker,  Hugh,  1897, 
The  Age  of  Tennyson,  p,  168. 

Opinions  may  differ  as  to  what  con- 
stitutes Harriet  Martineau's  best  work,  but 
my  view  is  that  her  translation  and  con- 
densation of  Auguste  Comte's  six  volumes 
into  two  will  live  when  all  her  other  work  is 
forgotten.  Comte's  own  writings  were 
filled  with  many  repetitions  and  rhetorical 
flounderings.  He  was  more  of  a  philosopher 
than  a  writer.  He  had  an  idea  too  big  for 
him  to  express,  but  he  expresed  at  it  right 
bravely.  Miss  Martineau,  trained  writer 
and  thinker,  did  not  translate  verbally; 
she  caught  the  idea,  and  translated  the 
thought  rather  than  the  language.  And  so 
it  has  come  about  tbat  her  work  has  been 
translated  literally  back  into  French  and  is 
accepted  as  a  text-book  of  Positivism,  while 
the  original  books  of  the  philosopher  are 
merely  collected  by  museums  and  biblio- 
philes as  curiosities.— Hubbard,  Elbert, 
1897,  Little  Journeys  to  the  Homes  of  Famous 
Women,  p.  106. 


John  Forster 

1812-1876 
Bom,  at  Newcastle,  2  April  1812.  At  school  at  Newcastle.  Play,  "Charles  at  Tun- 
bridge,"  performed  at  Newcastie  theatre,  2  May  1828.  To  Cambridge,  Oct.  1828.  Re- 
moved to  University  Coll.,  London,  Nov.  1828.  Student  at  Inner  Temple,  10  Nov.  1828; 
called  to  Bar,  27  Jan.  1843.  Contrib.  to  "Newcastle  Magazine,"  1829.  Dramatic  critic 
of  "  True  Sun, "  1832.  Editor  of  "  The  Reflector  "  series  of  essays,  1832-33.  Contrib.  to 
"  Courier  "  and  *'  Athonaum. "  Literary  and  dramatic  critic  to  "  Examiner, "  1833.  Ed- 
ited "Foreign  Quarterly  Review,"  1842-13.  Contrib.  to  "Shilling  Magazine"  and  "Ed- 
inburgh Review,"  1845,  1856.  Editor  of  "Daily  News,"  Feb.  to  Oct.  1846.  Editor  of 
"Examiner,"  1847  to  Dec.  1855.  Contrib.  to  "Quarterly  Review,"  Sept.  1854  to  1865. 
Secretary  to  Conunissioners  of  Lunacy,  Dec.  1855  to  Feb.  1861.  Married  Mrs.  Eliza  Ann 
Colbum,  24  Sept.  1856.  Commissioner  of  Lunacy,  Feb.  1861  to  1872.  Died,  2  Feb.  1876. 
Buried  at  Kensal  Green.    Works:  "Rhyme  and  Reason"  (anon.),  1832;  "Lives  of  the 
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Statesmen  of  the  Commonwealth"  (5  vols.,  in  "Lardner's  CyclopaBdia"),  1836-39;  "The 
Life  and  Adventures  of  Oliver  Goldsmith/'  1S48  (enlarged  edn.  called  "Life  and  Times'' 
of  Goldsmith,  1854) ; "  Historical  and  Biographical  Essays, "  1858; "  The  Arrest  of  the  Five 
Members  by  Charles  I., "  1860;  " The  Debates  on  the  Grand  Remonstrance, "  1860;  "  Life 
of  Landor"  (2  vols.),  186d;  "Life  of  Dickens"  (3  vols.),  1872-74;  "Life  of  Jonathan 
Swift,"  vol.  i.,  1876.  He  edited:  Evelyn's  "Diary,"  1850-52.— Sharp,  R.  Farquhar- 
80N,  1897,  A  Dictionary  of  English  Authors,  p.  102. 


PERSONAL 

I  have  made  the  acquaintance  of  Mr. 
Forster,  and  like  him  exceedingly;  he  is 
very  clever,  and,  what  is  better,  very  no- 
ble-minded. —  Blessington,  Marguerite 
Countess,  1836,  Letter,  Literary  Life  and 
Correspondence,  ed.  Madden,  vol.  li,  p.  143. 

A  very  ugly  and  noseless  likeness  of  a 
great  tragedian  whom  he  tried  to  imitate 
.  .  .  even  to  his  handwriting,  ...  a  sort 
of  lick-dust  to  Mr.  Fonnoir  [Albany  Fon- 
blanque]  and  to  Mr.  Anybody  and  every- 
body else  to  whom  he  could  gain  access.— 
Lytton,  Rosina  Bulwer  Lady,  1839, 
Chevley, 

There  is  alive  at  present  in  God's  uni- 
verse, and  likely  to  live,  a  man,  Forster  by 
name,  a  barrister,  without  practice,  residing 
at  number  fifty-eight  Lincoln's-Inn  Fields, 
not  unknown  to  fame  as  "the  second  worst 
critic  of  the  age,"  who  has  gained  himself  a 
tolerable  footing  in  our  house  and  hearts, 
by,  I  cannot  precisely  say,  what  merits: 
latterly,  Carlyle  has  not  thought  him  "so 
very  bad  a  critic;"  for  he  finds  him  here 
and  there  taking  up  a  notion  of  his  own,  "  as 
if  he  understood  it."  For  my  part,  I  have 
always  thought  rather  well  of  his  judg- 
ment; for,  from  the  first,  he  has  displayed  a 
most  remarkable  clear-sightedness,  with 
respect  to  myself;  thinking  me  little  short  of 
being  as  great  agenius  as  my  husband.  And 
you,  by  you  also  his  character  as  a  critic 
has  deserved  to  be  redeemed  from  con- 
tempt; for  he  it  was  who  wrote  the  article  in 
the  "Examiner"  in  praise  of  "The  Elec- 
tion."—Carlyle,  Jane  Welsh,  1842,  To 
John  Sterling,  Jan,  19,  Letters  and  Memo- 
rials,  ed.  Froude,  vol  I,  p.  100. 

A  disciple  of  Lavater  or  Gall  and  Spurz- 
hdm  could  not  encounter  Forster  in  any 
society,  or  position  in  it,  without  being 
struck  with  his  appearance,  his  broad  and 
ample  forehead,  his  massive  features,  his 
clear,  intelligent  eye,  his  firm,  fixed,  and 
solemn  look,  and  expressiveness  of  lips  and 
other  featuries.  When  we  are  ushered  into 
the  presence  of  Forster,  we  feel  at  home  in 
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his  company,  and  well  assured  of  our  safety 
in  it.  We  find  ourselves  in  the  company  of  a 
man  of  high  integrity  and  moral  character 
— of  an  enlarged  mind  and  of  a  generous 
nature.— Madden,  Richard  Robert,  1855, 
The  Literary  Life  and  Correspondence  of  the 
Countess  of  Blessington,  vol.  ll,  p.  142. 

So  completely  had  he  established  his 
position  in  1837  (he  was  then  twenty-five) 
that  he  then  became  engaged  to  L.  E.  L., 
who  was  at  the  height  of  her  fame  and 
courted  by  hosts  of  admirers.  ...  It  has 
been  often  said,  by  many  who  knew  the  be- 
trothed, that  L.  E.  L.  was  piqued  at  the 
resignation  with  which  Mr.  Forster  re- 
ceived his  dismissal.  That  a  feeling  which 
was  not  love  prompted  her  to  accept  the 
suit  of  Mr.  Maclean  was  evident  to  all  her 
friends.  It  is  probable  that  the  outhoress 
of  "The  Vow  of  the  Peacock"  expected  her 
lover  to  treat  her  with  extravagant  chiv- 
ahy;  to  refuse  his  eonge,  though  given 
agam  and  again;  to  listen  to  no  reasoning 
away  of  his  love,  and  to  worship  his  mis- 
tress only  the  more  passionately  for  the 
dark  clouds  that  had  settied  over  her  head. 
Whereas  she  was  met  by  a  man  of  honour 
who,  while  maintaining  the  completest 
faith  m  her  innocence  and  remaining  ready 
to  marry  her,  was  sufilicientiy  master  of 
himself  to  defer  to  her  arguments  when  she 
showed  cause  why  their  engagement  should 
be  at  an  end.— Jerrold,  Blanchard,  1876, 
John  Forster,  Gentleman's  Magazine,  N.  S., 
vol.  16,  pp.  317,  319. 

Forster  may  be  truly  said  to  have  ex- 
hibited three,  if  not  four,  sorts  of  char- 
acters, or  rather  external  styles.  There  was 
the  inflated,  loud,  and  rudely  overbearing 
style;  there  was  the  attempt  at  this,  now 
and  then,  among  his  equals  in  position, 
under  cover  of  a  half-jocose  air,  or  holding 
himself  in  readiness  to  retreat  upon,  "Well, 
but  to  be  serious;"  thirdly,  there  was  the 
style  among  his  superiors  in  social  position 
or  public  estimation,  when  he  was  all 
courtesy,  though  occasionally  with  a  smil- 
ing dignity  and  pompous  politeness;  and, 
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fourthly,— and  a  most  striking  impersona- 
tion this,— in  addressing  a  lady  on  a  first 
introduction,  when  his  style  was  subdued 
to  a  most  gentle,  and  even  emotional  ten- 
derness of  voice  and  manner,  as  though  he 
were  a  physician  standing  before  some 
goddess  in  a  delicate  state  of  health.  He 
even  carried  this  last  style  into  public  life; 
and  I  once  heard  him,  when  called  upon,  at 
a  public  dinner,  to  propose  "The  health  of 
the  ladies,"  assume  a  tone  of  voice  so 
tremulous  with  affectionate  solicitude  and 
loving  delicacy  of  allusion  (to  the  heavenly 
presence  of  those  in  the  gallery),  that  he 
very  nearly  carried  it  too  far,  so  as  to  be 
obliged  to  stop  with  a  broken  voice,  and 
shed  tears.  Everybody  expected  it.  I  was 
on  the  verge  of  some  myself.— Horne, 
Richard  Hengist,  1876,  John  Forster,  Tem- 
ple Bar,  vol.  46.  p.  510. 

Those  who  knew  Forster  intimately  were 
alone  qualified  to  appreciate  at  their  true 
worth  his  many  noble  and  generous  peculiar- 
ities. R^arded  by  strangers,  his  loud 
voice,  his  decisive  manner,  his  features, 
which  in  any  serious  mood  were  rather  stem 
and  authoritative,  would  probably  have 
appeared  anything  but  prepossessing.  Be- 
neath his  unflinching  finnness  and  honesty 
of  purpose  were,  however,  the  truest  gentle- 
ness and  sympathy.  Outsiders  might  think 
him  obstinate  and  overbearing,  but  in 
reality  he  was  one  of  the  tenderest  and 
most  generous  of  men.  A  staunch  and 
faithfiS  friend,  he  was  alwa3rs  actively  zeal- 
ous as  the  peacemaker.  Whi\e  he  had  the 
heartiest  enjoyment  of  society  he  had  a 
curious  impatience  of  little  troubles,  and 
yet  the  largest  indulgence  for  the  weakness 
of  others.— Kent,  Charles,  1889,  Diction' 
ary  of  National  Biography,  vol.  XX.  p.  18. 

Forster's  foibles  were  a  source  of  occa- 
sional merriment  to  his  friends.  His  re- 
solute and  rather  despotic  disposition  pro- 
cured for  him,  however,  a  good  deal  of  out- 
ward respect,  especially  as  he  could  be,  in 
and  out  of  the  Examiner,  very  useful  and 
helpful  to  all  whom  he  liked.  It  was  cred- 
ibly reported  of  Dickens  that  Forster  was 
the  only  man  of  whom  he  stood  a  little  in 
awe.  ...  He  was  an  honourable  as  well 
as  an  able  man,  diligent  and  painstaking  in 
business,  and  his  friendship,  when  once 
won,  was  remarkably  steadfast.--EsPiNASSE, 
Francis,  1893,  Literary  Recollections  and 
Sketches,  p.  116. 


John  Forster— Lady  Bulwer's  Butcher's 
Boy — was  a  self-made  man,  very  agreeable 
to  those  who  could  keep  him  at  a  (Ostance, 
but  highly  unpleasant  when  he  chose.— 
Hazutt,  W.  Carew,  1897,  Four  Generor 
tions  of  a  Literary  Family,  vol.  n,  p.  130. 

GENERAL 
Forster  is  a  first-rate  man,  generous  and 
high-minded;  I  know  him  by  what  he  has 
written.  His  "Life  of  Goldsmith"  is  per- 
fection of  its  kind  —  wise,  charitable, 
thoughtful,  written  in  vigorous  and  manly 
English.  When  my  life  is  written  after  I  am 
dead  .  .  •  may  I  get  such  a  biographer, 
not  to  slur  over  my  faults  and  weaknesses, 
but  to  meet  them  fairly,  and  present  them 
in  their  just  relation  to  the  entire  character. 
— Morley,  Henry,  1850,  Letter,  May  8; 
Life  of  Henry  Morley  by  Henry  Shaen  SoUy, 
p.  154. 

The  rarest  and  most  advantageous  of  aU 
combinations — the  union  of  common  sense 
and  great  intellectual  endowments— con- 
stitutes the  power  and  peculiarity  of  Mr. 
Forster's  abilities  alike  in  literature  and 
journalism.  One  is  remmded,  by  his  lucid, 
plain,  trenchant,  and  forcible  style  of  writ- 
ing, of  Cobbett's  best  manner,  with  a  large 
infusion  into  it  of  literary  taste  and  scholar- 
ship.—Madden,  Richard  Robert,  1855, 
The  Literary  Life  and  Correspondence  of  ike 
Countess  of  BlessingUm,  vol.  n,  p.  142. 

I  have  just  finished  the  second  volume  of 
Forster's  Dickens:  and  still  have  no  reason 
not  to  rejoice  in  the  Man  Dickens.  And 
surely  Forster  does  his  part  well;  but  I  can 
fancy  that  some  other  Correspondent  but 
himself  should  be  drawn  in  as  Dickens'  Life 
goes  on,  and  thickens  with  Acquaintances. 
— FitzGerald,  Edward,  1873,  To  W.  F. 
PoUock,  March  30;  Letters,  ed.  Wright,  vol. 
I,  p.  352. 

Mr.  Forster's  "Life  of  Dickens,"  now 
completed  in  the  third  volume,  is  a  thor- 
oughly successful  picture  of  the  life  of  the 
great  humourist,  and  an  invariable  aid  to 
the  attempt  to  estimate  his  genius.  It  was 
objected  to  Mr.  Forster's  earlier  volumes, 
that  he  himself  occupied  too  prominent  a 
place  in  the  narrative,  and  that  he  did  not 
represent  his  friend  in  the  most  amiable  and 
pleasing  light.  But  it  is  not  easy  to  see  how 
the  biographer  could  have  obtruded  him- 
self less.  An  attachment  so  close,  so  long, 
and  so  unbroken,  is  perhaps  unparalleled  in 
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the  annals  of  literary  friendships.  There 
was  no  moment  in  the  life  of  Dickens  in 
which  he  did  not  appeal  to  Mr.  Forster  as  to 
another  self.  Whether  it  was  a  question  of 
putting  off  a  dinner-party,  or  of  going  to 
America,  of  changing  the  name  of  a  char* 
acter,  or  of  changing  his  domestic  relations, 
or  of  giving  public  readings — these  two 
last  steps  Mr.  Dickens  spoke  of  as  the 
Plunge  and  the  Dash— his  constant  cry  to 
Mr.  Forster  was  "advise,  advise!"  It  was 
not  possible  to  tell  the  story  of  the  one  life 
without  admitting  something  of  the  other. 
Then  as  to  the  keenness,  the  hardness,  the 
masterful  side  of  Mr.  Dickens'  character, 
his  restlessness,  his  uneasy  endurance  of 
society,  his  too  lofty  estimate  of  the  im- 
portance of  himself  and  his  affairs,  all  these 
are  easily  accounted  for  by  the  story  of  a 
life  which  made  such  blemishes  almost 
fatal.  Thus  Mr.  Forster's  book  is  an 
apoloffia  for  the  life,  and  for  the  genius, 
with  its  defects.— IjANG,  Andrbw,  1874, 
FoTttefz  Life  oj  Dickens,  The  Academy,  vol. 
5.  p.  190. 

The  merits  and  defects  of  his  works 
sprang  from  the  same  source.  He  was  an. 
advocate,  not  a  judge.  He  had  sledge- 
hammer blows  to  deal  against  the  mere 
semblance  of  history  which  passed  muster 
before  him,  and  he  was  too  impatient  of  the 
nonsense  which  was  talked  by  writers  like 
the  elder  Disraeli  to  enquire  whether  some 
residuum  of  sense  might  not  be  found  be- 
neath it  all.  He  was  deficient  in  that  ju- 
dicious scepticism  with  which  an  historian 
is  bound  to  test  his  assertions  which  will 
not  bear  the  test  of  serious  investigation. 
Hence,  too,  his  preference  of  biography  to 
history.  He  had  almost  a  feminine  need  for 
a  personal  attachment  in  his  literary  work; 
of  some  hero  with  whose  cause  he  could 
thoroughly  identify  himself,  and  whose 
faults  and  mistakes  could,  if  they  were 
acknowledged  at  all,  be  covered  with  loving 
tenderness.  He  never  attached  himself  to 
unworthy  objects.  Recent  inquiry  may 
throw  doubt  on  some  of  his  assertions  and 
qualify  some  of  his  judgments.  But  the 
men  whom  he  admired  were  deservedly  the 
leaders  of  a  great  age,  and  the  party  whose 
greatness  he  appreciated  was  the  party 
which  justly  merits  the  highest  respect.— 
Gardiner,  Samuel  R.,  1876,  John  Forster, 
The  Academy,  vol  9,  p.  122. 

To  offer  a  concise  view  of  the  writings  of 


Mr.  Forster,  it  may  be  said  that  they  have 
seldom  been  awarded  all  the  credit  to  which 
they  are  entitled  for  the  varied  labours  of 
the  research,  the  solidity  of  their  sub- 
stance, and  the  finish  of  their  texture.  They 
almost  always,  on  great  occasions,  display 
force  as  well  as  choice  diction,  and  a  cer- 
tain dramatic  yet  subdued  eloquence  that 
carries  conviction  by  its  dignity.  At  the 
same  time,  it  would  be  difficult  to  detach 
half  a  dozen  sentences,  or  even  passing  re- 
marks, that  can  be  ranked  as  original,  or 
brilliant.  We  never  see  a  quotation  from 
them  relating  to  philosophy,  the  fine  arts, 
human  passions,  or  social  progress;  though 
some  good  quotations  might,  here  and 
there,  be  made  with  reference  to  certain 
historical  characters.  But  the  most  impor- 
tant work  he  did  in  the  literary  field  of  his 
day,  was  by  no  means  that  of  his  sub- 
stantive volumes:  it  was  his  anonymous 
and,  comparatively,  unknown  writings  and 
influences  in  the  Examiner,  and  elsewhere 
after  he  had  risen  to  sufficient  importance. 
— HoRNE,  Richard  Hengist,  1876,  John 
Forster,  Temple  Bar,  vol.  46,  p.  503. 

The  information  supplied  by  Forster's 
work  [''Life  of  Landor'']  is  full,  precise,  and 
trustworthy;  great  pains  were  taken  to 
make  the  presentation  of  character  com- 
plete; there  is  no  approach  to  tampering 
with  facts  through  an  unwise  zeal  of  friend- 
ship; the  biographer,  allowance  bemg  made 
for  some  necessary  reserve,  before  all  else 
endeavoured  to  be  truthful,  and  because 
entirely  just,  he  felt  that  in  treating  of 
such  a  man  as  Landor  generosity  is  a  part  of 
justice.  At  the  same  time  it  must  be  con- 
fessed that  the  work  to  which  we  must  turn 
for  information  about  the  events  of  Lan- 
der's life  is  far  from  being  one  of  the  rare 
and  fortimate  works  of  genius.— Dowden, 
Edward,  1877-78,  Studies  in  Literature,  p, 
160. 

Mr.  Forster  was  appointed  by  Landor 
himself  as  his  literary  executor;  he  had 
command  of  all  the  necessary  materials  for 
his  task,  and  his  book  ["Life of  Landor'']  is 
written  with  knowledge,  industry,  affec- 
tion, and  loyalty  of  purpose.  But  it  is  cum- 
brous in  comment,  inconclusive  in  criticism, 
and  vague  on  vital  points,  especially  on 
points  of  bibliography,  which  in  the  case  of 
Landor  are  frequently  both  interesting  and 
obscure.— CoLViN,  Sidney,  1881,  Landor 
(English  Men  of  Letters),  p.  5. 
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A  work  of  the  very  first  importance  ["  Life 
of  Eliot"]  to  the  student  of  this  period.  Sir 
John  Eliot  was  the  most  eloquent  leader  of 
the  first  Parliament  of  Charles  I.;  but,  until 
the  appearance  of  his  biography,  there 
was  no  means  of  obtaining  an  account  of 
the  part  he  took.  His  speeches,  of  which 
MSS.  generally  remained,  had  not  pre- 
viously been  published  or  even  read.  These 
volumes,  therefore,  contain  a  vast  amount 
of  valuable  information  not  to  be  found 
elsewhere.  This  material  comprises  not 
only  Eliot's  speeches,  but  also  a  volumi- 
nous correspondence  with  all  the  prominent 
leaders  of  the  popular  movement.  No  one 
will  ever  understand  thoroughly  what  the 
rising  against  the  Stuarts  meant  until  he  is 
well  acquainted  with  its  beginning,  and  no 
one  can  get  such  an  acquaintance  better 
than  by  stud3dng  these  volumes.  Mr. 
Forster  was  long  considered  the  best  Eng- 
lish biographer;  and  the  ''life  of  Sir  John 
Eliot"  is  his  most  valuable  production.— 
Adams,  Charles  Kendall,  1882,  A  Man- 
ual  of  Historical  Literature,  p.  457. 

He  always  seemed  to  be  the  exemplar  of 
the  true  literary  man— no  mere  imiter, 
like  so  many,  able  to  write  and  write  at 
any  notice,  and  about  everything  or  any- 
thing. He  was  a  diligent  student,  and 
laboured  hard  to  cultivate  his  talent.  The 
most  gratifying  thing  in  his  course  was  to 
note  his  work:  conscientious  throughout,  in 
everything  he  did  his  best,  looking  on  "giv- 
ing anything  to  the  press  "  as  a  sort  of  solemn, 
responsible  thing,  not  to  be  lightly  at- 
tempted. ...  A  more  entertaining  book 
than  the  "Life  of  Dickens"  was  never  writr 
ten.— Fitzgerald,  Percy,  1882,  Recrea- 
tions of  a  Literary  Man,  vol  I,  pp.  173, 174. 

I  think  that  that  portion  of  the  literary 
world  which  understands  the  fabrication  of 
newspapers  will  admit  that  neither  before 
his  time,  nor  since,  has  there  been  a  more 
capable  editor  of  a  weekly  newspaper.  As 
a  literary  man,  he  was  not  without  his 
faults.  That  which  the  cabman  is  reported 
to  have  said  of  him  before  the  magisixate  is 
quite  true.  He  was  always  "an  arbitrary 
cove."  As  a  critic,  he  belonged  to  the 
school  of  Bentley  and  GifFord— who  would 
always  bray  in  a  literary  mortar  all  critics 
who  disagreed  with  them,  as  though  such 
disagreement  were  a  personal  offence  re- 
quiring persona]  castigation.   But  that  very 


eagerness  made  him  a  good  editor.  Into 
whatever  he  did  he  put  his  very  heart  and 
soul.  During  his  time  the  Examiner  was 
almost  all  that  a  Liberal  weekly  paper 
should  be.— Trollope,  Anthony,  1882-83, 
An  Autobiography,  p.  62. 

Forster  may  be  described  as  a  useful, 
rather  than  an  artistic  biographer.  In 
tone  and  manner  of  writing,  as  of  speaking, 
he  was  loud. and  pompous,  with  a  mighty 
opinion  of  himself,  and  a  still  greater  one  of 
his  friends.— OuPHANT,  Margaret  0.  W., 

1892,  The  Victorian  Age  of  English  Liier- 
ature,  p.  567. 

No  one  would  wish  to  detract  from  the 
merits  of  Mr.  Forster's  book,  ["life  of 
Swift"]  but  it  is  assuredly  doing  him  no  in- 
justice to  say  that,  had  he  paid  more  atten- 
tion to  the  art  of  suppression  and  selection, 
it  would  have  been  better  for  his  readers, 
and  better  for  Swift's  fame.  But  this  is  not 
the  only  blemish  in  his  work.  It  is  animated 
throughout  by  an  unpleasant  polemical 
spirit.  He  appears  to  have  regarded  the 
biographers  who  preceded  him  as  jealous 
lovers  regard  rivals.  He  is  continually  go- 
ing out  of  his  way  to  exalt  himself  and  to 
depreciate  them.  Here  we  have  a  digres- 
sion on  the  incompetence  of  Deane  Swift, 
there  a  sneer  at  Orrery.  Now  he  pauses  to 
carp  at  Delany;  at  another  time  he  wearies 
us  with  an  account  of  the  deficiencies  of 
Sheridan.  He  must  himself  have  admitted 
that  his  own  original  contributions  to 
Swift's  biography  were  as  a  drop  in  the 
river,  compared  with  those  of  Scott  and 
Monck  Mason,  and  yet  Scott  rarely  ap- 
pears in  his  pages,  except  in  a  disadvan- 
tageous light,  and  to  Monck  Mason's  work, 
though  he  draws  largely  on  it,  he  studi- 
ously refrains  from  acknowledging  the 
slightest  obligation.  But,  to  do  him  justice, 
Mr.  Forster's  fragment  is  a  solid  and  valu- 
able addition  to  the  literature  of  S^^dft.  If 
he  had  added  nothing  of  importance  to 
what  was  known  before,  he  has  scrutinised 
with  miscrosopic  minuteness  all  that  was 
known;  he  has  thus  accurately  distin- 
guished between  what  was  fiction  and 
what  was  fact.— Collins,  John  Churton,. 

1893,  Jonathan  Swift,  p.  9. 

In  contemporary  biography  his  chief  per- 
formances were  lives  of  Landor  and  of  Dick- 
ens, with  both  of  whom  he  was  extremely 
intimate.  In  private  life  Forster  had  the 
character  of  a  bumptious  busybody  which 
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character  indeed  the  two  books  just  men- 
tioned, .  .  .  abundantly  establish.  And 
towards  the  men  of  letters  with  whom  he 
was  intimate  (Carlyle  and  Browning  may 
be  added  to  Landor  and  Dickens)  he  seems 
to  have  behaved  like  a  Boswell-Podsnap, 
while  in  the  latter  half  of  the  character  he 
no  doubt  sat  to  Dickens  himself.  But  he 
was  an  indefatigable  literary  inquirer,  and 
seems,  in  a  patronising  kind  of  way,  to 
have  been  liberal  enough  of  the  result  of 
his  inquiries.    He  had  a  real  interest  both 


in  history  and  literature,  and  he  wrote 
fairly  enough.— Saintsbury,  George,  1896, 
A  History  of  Nineteenth  Century  Literature, 
p.  243. 

Forster  had  little  power  of  realising  char- 
acter, and  the  subjects  of  his  biographies 
are  never  clearly  outlined.  His  ''Life  of 
Dickens"  has  an  importance  beyond  its 
intrinsic  merits,  because  it  is  the  most 
authoritative  book  on  the  great  novelist.— 
Walker,  Hugh,  1897,  The  Age  oj  Tenny- 
son, p.  141. 


Horace  Bushnell 

1802—1876 
An  American  theologian.  He  was  bom  in  Litchfield,  Conn.,  April  14, 1802;  graduated 
at  Yale  in  1827,  where  he  studied  law  and  theology;  in  1833  became  pastor  of  the  North 
Congregational  Church  in  Hartford,  resigned  1859,  and  died  there  February  17, 1876.  He 
was  a  voluminous  writer  on  theological  subjects,  some  of  his  works  being  '' Principles  of 
National  Greatness;"  Christian  Nurture"  (1847);  "God  in  Christ"  (1849);  "Christian 
Theology"  (1851);  "Sermons  for  the  New  Life"  (1858);  "Nature  and  the  Supernatural" 
(1858) ; "  Work  and  Play  "  (1864) ; "  Christ  and  His  Salvation  "  (1864) ; "  Woman's  Suffrage, 
the  Reform  Against  Nature"  (1869);  "The  Vicarious  Sacrifice"  (1865).  He  was  also  a 
writer  for  various  periodicals  and  newspapers.  He  was  a  bold  and  original  thinker,  with 
peculiar  eloquence  of  style.  Though  strongly  evangelical  in  belief,  he  denied  the  Calvin- 
istic  theory  of  the  atonement  (known  as  the  "satisfaction  theory"),  and  gave  less  than  the 
ordinary  emphasis  to  the  distinction  between  the  persons  in  the  Trinity.  These,  with 
other  divergences,  led  to  his  being  accused  of  heresy;  but  ultimately  the  fellowship  of  the 
Congregational  churches  was  found  broad  enough  to  include  him,  and  he  kept  his  standing 
therein  with  growing  influence  until  his  death.  ...  His  select  works  appeared  in  a 
collected  edition  (8  vols.,  1876-77).  For  his  life,  consult  M.  B.  Cheney,  "  Life  and  Letters 
of  Horace  Bushnell"  (New  York,  1880);  T.  T.  Munger  (Boston,  1899).— Gilman,  Peck, 
AND  Colby,  eds.  1900,  New  InUmational  Eneydopadta,  vol.  ill,  p.  655. 

from  any  other  man,  in  the  same  length  of 
time,  so  much  of  original  remark.  One 
could  not  long  discourse  with  him,  even  on 
the  common  things  and  in  the  imdress  of 
life,  without  discovering  the  secret  of  his 
solitude  in  the  theological  world.  That 
solitude  was  not  in  him,  as  it  is  in  some 
men,  an  affectation  of  independence.  It 
was  in  the  original  make  of  the  man. 
Nothing  struck  Um  as  it  did  the  average  of 
men.  He  took  in  all  things,  and  reflected 
back  all  things,  at  angles  of  his  own.  He 
never  could  have  been  a  partisan.  With 
many  of  the  tastes  of  leadership,  he  could 
never  have  led  a  party  or  founded  a 
school.  Still  less  could  he  have  been  a 
follower  of  other  leaders.— Phelps,  Aus- 
tin, 1876,  Horace  Bushnell,  Christian  Union, 
During  his  years  of  failing  health  he 
always  owned  a  horse,  and  many  and  great 
were  the  family  excitements  attending  the 
Bale  of  an  old  horse  or  the  purchase  of  a  new 


PERSONAL 

Three  years  ago  it  was  my  privilege  to 
spend  the  major  part  of  a  summer  vacation 
with  this  rare  man  in  the  Green  Mountains. 
Some  impressions  which  I  received  of  his 
mental  structure,  and  of  his  theology,  and 
of  his  religious  character,  deserve  recording. 
.  .  .  Few  men  have  ever  impressed  me  as 
being  so  electric  with  vitality  at  all  points 
as  he  was.  He  was  an  enthusiast  m  his  love 
of  rural  sights  and  sounds  and  sports.  In 
little  things  as  brimful  as  in  great  things, 
he  seemed  the  heau  ideal  of  a  live  man. 
The  supremacy  of  mind  over  the  body  was 
something  wonderful.  .  .  .  The  abandon 
of  his  recreations  in  the  bowling-alley, 
where  he  was  a  boy  again,  and  his  theo- 
logical talks  of  a  Sunday  evening,  told  the 
same  story.  "Dying,  and  behold  we  live," 
recurred  once  and  again  in  listening  to  the 
conversations  in  wUch  he  was  sure  to  be 
the  centre  and  the  seer.   I  have  never  heard 
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one.  His  occasional  long  absences  from 
home  in  quest  of  health,  during  which  he 
could  not  afford  to  keep  a  horse  unused  at 
home,  made  these  changes  somewhat  fre- 
quent. His  excessive  honesty  was  certainly 
not  good  policy  in  dealing  with  horse-men. 
If  hS  old  horse  had  a  fault  or  two,  he  did 
not  content  himseU  with  mentioning  it, 
but  dwelt  upon  his  failings  and  set  them 
forth  in  all  lights,  till  he  had  left  the  un- 
fortunate animal  not  a  leg  to  stand  upon. 
He  once  sold  a  horse  to  a  good  friend,  as 
honest  as  himself,  who,  after  trying  old 
Robin  for  a  week  or  two,  came  to  say  that 
Dr.  Bushnell  had  not  asked  enough  for 
him,  and  generously  handed  over  another 
hundred  dollars.  If,  on  the  other*  hand, 
my  father  was  about  to  buy  a  new  horse, 
his  easily  roused  enthusiasm  would  lead 
him  to  speak  so  heartily  in  praise  of  the 
animal,  that  the  owner  would  at  once  see 
an  added  value  in  him,  and  fix  his  price 
accordingly.  No  experience  of  these  facts 
availed  to  alter  my  father's  course  at  the 
next  opportunity;  the  temptation  to  say 
all  he  thought  was  too  much  for  him;  nor 
would  he  consent  to  limit  his  freedom  of 
speech  out  of  any  paltry  considerations  of 
policy.  It  was  Uie  same  with  horses  as 
with  theology— he  was  a  little  more  than 
honest.— Cheney,  Mary  Bushnell,  1880, 
Life  and  LetUrz  oj  Horace  Bushnell,  p.  462. 

Playfulness  I  should  call  one  of  Dr. 
Bushneirs  marked  traits,  seldom,  if  ever, 
exploding  aloud.  A  native  refinement  kept 
him  from  public  shouting  or  private  noise. 
But  some  ghost  of  a  smile  seemed  ever  to 
haunt  his  face,— never  hard  or  biting,  but 
like  the  gracious  beginning  of  a  kiss.  If  the 
remark  was  incisive  which  he  was  about  to 
make,  the  wreath  of  good-humor  was 
always  the  more  protective  and  soft..  The 
geniality  began  in  his  mind,  and  went 
through  the  expression  of  his  features  into 
his  unconscious  manner  and  slightest 
gesture.  Indeed,  it  was  his  very  atmos- 
phere. The  boy  never  quite  left  the  man. 
Something  even  of  the  look  of  the  babe  was 
in  the  virile  glance  and  tone.— Bartol, 
Cyrus  Augustus,  1880,  Letter  to  Mrs. 
Bushnell,  Life  and  Letters  of  Horace  Bush- 
nell, ed.  Cheriey,  p.  186. 

When,  at  the  close  of  the  war,  Yale  Col- 
lege, his  alma  mater,  honored  her  many 
soldier  sons  by  a  commemorative  celebra- 
tion. Dr.  Bushnell  was  invited  to  deliver 
the  oration.    It  seemed  to  me  that  he  was 


never  grander  than  on  that  occasion. 
.  .  .  The  Doctor  was  himself  the  central 
figure  of  the  hour,  not  merely  because  of 
his  position,  but  by  his  character  and 
mental  and  moral  power.  He  stood  there 
like  an  inspired  prophet  of  old  to  give  his 
message  and  to  bear  his  witness.  He  had, 
in  one  sense,  been  in  more  battles  than  any 
veteran  before  him.  His  face  and  figure 
showed  scars  that  came  of  conflicts  with 
intellectual  and  spiritual  giants.  And  in 
his  countenance  was  the  clear  light  of 
assured  triumph  of  faith.  All  present 
looked  up  to  him  with  admiration  and 
reverence.— Trumbull,  Henry  Clay,  1899, 
Sunday  School  Times,  Aug.  12. 

GENERAL 
Dr.  Bushnell  is  a  profound  and  therefore 
an  independent  thinker,  and  has  conse- 
quently been  arraigned  by  some  of  his 
clerical  brethren  as  not  soundly  "orthodox,' 
because  he  does  not  choose  to  adopt  all  the 
old  phraseology.  Those  who  have  attacked 
him,  however,  on  this  groimd,  have  had 
abundant  reason  to  repent  of  their  rash- 
ness; for  he  has  vindicated  his  faith  in  a 
manner  that  has  completely  silenced  his 
opponents.— Cleveland,CharlesD.,  1859, 
A  Compendium  of  American  Literature,  p. 
519. 

Neither  his  tastes  nor  his  mental  traits 
incline  him  to  polemical  theology;  not  that 
be  is  not  a  logical  reasoner,  but  His  nature 
is  a  sensitive  one,  and  his  discourses  all 
show  strong  poetic  feeling,  and  a  tendency 
to  illustrate  spiritual  truth  by  naturaJ 
images  and  analogies,  rather  than  to  define 
it  in  exact  formulas  by  sharp  mathematical 
lines.  It  will  be  difficult  to  find  in  the 
sermons  of  any  modern  author  so  many 
passages  of  moral  and  intellectual  beauty 
as  Dr.  Bushneirs  discourses  furnish.  The 
current  of  his  thought  is  strong,  but  not 
dogmatic;  his  piety  is  evidently  the  main- 
spring'of  his  life,  but  it  has  no  tinge  of 
ascetism;  his  imagination  is  his  strongest 
intellectual  faculty,  but  it  is  made  subserv- 
ient to  the  noblest  uses.— Underwood, 
Francis  H.,  1872,A  Hand-Book  of  English 
Liter(Uure,  American  Authors,  p.  212. 

He  was  a  bold  thinker  because  he  sought 
for  the  truth.  Near  the  end  of  his  life,  he 
said  playfully,  to  one  of  his  friends,  as  the 
two  were  fishing  in  the  wilderness,  "It  is 
my  joy  to  think  that  I  have  sought  most 
earnestly  and  supremely  to  find  and  to  live 
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by  the  truth."  He  was  broad-minded  and 
many-sided,  because  he  would  look  at  the 
truth  from  every  point  of  view.  He  was 
careless  of  traditions,  because  he  sought 
solid  standing  place  for  his  own  feet. 
He  was  independent  of  others,  because  he 
must  satisfy  the  consuming  hunger  of  his 
own  soul.  When  he  found  the  truth,  he 
applied  it  fearlessly  to  himself  and  to  other 
men,  to  principles,  institutions,  and  dogmas. 
He  ahborred  shams  and  conventional 
phrases  in  argument,  because  he  believed 
so  strongly  in  realities.  What  offended 
others  as  irreverent,  often— not  always- 
betokened  his  higher  reverence  for  what  he 
received  as  positive  truth.  He  was  also 
manly  in  the  expression  and  defence  of  his 
faith.  However  he  ought  appear  to  others, 
in  the  sanctuary  of  his  inner  self,  there  ever 
dwelt  a  prayerful,  nuignanimous,  loving 
spirit  toward  God  and  man— Porter,  Noah, 
1876,  Memorial  Sermon  in  Chapel  of  Yale 
College,  March  26,  p.  8. 

Those  piercing  glances  of  msight,  and 
those  singular  felicities  of  expression,  which 
so  often  startle  Dr.  Bushnell's  readers, 
must  surely  have  often  beeq  remarked  in 
his  letters  and  his  conversation.  And  we 
may  well  ask.  Is  not  his  already  large  and 
constantly  increasing  audience  to  be  satis- 
fied with  more  knowledge,  from  these 
sources,  of  "the  man  and  his  communica- 
tions?"—Drew,  G.  S.,  1879,  Dr.  BuehneU, 
Contemporary  Review,  vol.  35,  p.  831. 

Horace  BushneU,  a  man  congenitally 
compelled  to  see  all  things  in  the  light  of 
reason,  espoused  at  the  beginnmg  and 
maintained  to  the  end  the  cause  of  the 
Orthodox  faith.  It  has  had  no  other 
expounder  of  equal  genius  in  oiur  time. 
He  was,  however,  no  such  severe  dialec- 
tician as  Calvin.  While  he  would  be 
logical,  the  forms  of  logic  he  despised. 
H^  method  was  that  of  suggestion.  He 
was  more  a  poet  than  an  advocate.  No 
man  drew  out  his  discriminations  in  sharper 
lines.  But  in  his  nature  underneath  every 
line  of  argument  was  mystical  piety  for  a 
daily  refuge,  and  no  romance  charmed  him 
like  a  book  of  prayer.  He  had  that  charity 
for  his  opponents  which  sprang  from  an 
understanding  of  their  positions  as  well  as 
from  the  tenderness  of  his  own  heart.  He 
knew  why  and  how  one  could  differ  from 
him;  and  his  imagination,  alike  fine  and 
broad,  showed  him  on  what  ground  had 
stood  any  and  every  scheme  of  religion  that 


had  prevailed  in  the  world.— Bartol, 
Cyrus  Augustus,  1880,  Principles  and 
Portraits,  p.  366. 

Great  as  was  his  enthusiasm  in  the  pur- 
suit of  truth,  it  was  chastened  by  docility 
and  patience.  His  aim  and  prayer  were  to 
hold  himself  in  integrity,— perfectly  open 
to  the  teachings  of  truth,— never  to  decide 
any  questions  by  his  prepossessions  and  his 
will,  nor  on  the  authority  of  a  great  name. 
And  it  is  especially  woriJiy  of  note  that  he 
would  not  go  an  inch  beyond  what  the 
truth,  as  cTearlv  recognized,  warranted. 
Thejpst  of  his  alleged  heresy  in  respect  to 
the  "mnitjr  lay  in  his  refusal  to  affirm  three 
metaphysical  personalities  in  the  interior 
substance  of  the  Godhead.  He  was  open  to 
suggestions  from  persons  of  the  humblest 
grade.  There  was  something  wonderful, 
almost  sublime,  in  his  patience,  by  which 
he  could  bridle  his  fiery  spirit  and  quietly 
wait  until  his  knotty  questions,  of  their  own 
accord,  opened  to  him  their  solutions. 
And  when,  under  this  process,  the  solutions 
came,  cleaking  away  obscurities,  and  giving 
his  mind  rest,  is  it  at  all  surprismg  that  he 
should  accept  them  as  gifts  from  God 
himself,  or  that  he  should  affirm,  what  has 
been  an  offense  to  many,'  that  in  forming 
his  views  he  seemed  to  have  had  only  about 
the  same  agency  that  he  had  in  preparing 
the  blood  he  circulated,  and  the  anatomic 
frame  he  occupied?- CmssEBOROUGH,  A.  S., 
1886,  Relation  of  BushneU* s  Opinions  to  his 
Character,  Andover  Review,  vol.  6,  p.  117. 

BushneU  the  theologian  was,  like  Robert- 
son, Maurice,  or  Kingsley,  in  England,  a 
genuine  stimulating  force  upon  many  of  the 
younger  Congregationalists  of  New  Eng- 
land; and  BushneU  the  essayist— now  re- 
minding one  of  Carlyle,  now  of  Ruskm,  but 
ever  original— resembled  Emerson,  though, 
of  course,  in  a  small  degree,  in  his  broadcast 
spreading  of  seeds  of  thought.— Richard- 
son, Charles  F.,  1887,  American  Litera-^ 
ture,  1607-1885,  vol.  I,  p.  299. 

Dr.  BushneU  had  a  creative  mind  of  a 
high  order,  striking  out  a  path  of  his  own, 
an  innovator,  indeed,  turning  the  mind  of 
the  churches  into  new  directions,  in  order 
that  they  might  escape  the  wearisome  con- 
fusion bred  by  the  old  controversies,  and 
yet  aware  also  that  the  full  significance  of 
the  old  doctrines  had  not  been  measured. 
If  he  did  not  always  solve  the  issues  which 
he  raised,  yet  he  never  failed  to  shed  light 
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upon  them,  revealing  by  his  personal  dis- 
closure of  his  own  religious  need  the  positive 
directions  which  theology  must  take.— 
Allen,  Alexander  V.  G.,  1894,  Religious 
Proffress,  p.  11. 

Thirty  years  ago,  Bushnell's  great  work, 
"The  Vicarious  Sacrifice,"  appeared  and 
provoked  a  heated  controversy.  The 
author  was  excluded  from  many  pulpits. 
But  now  his  theory  is  more  generally  ac- 
cepted than  any  other.— Harris,  George, 
1895,  Sermans. 

I  have  called  him  a  man  of  rare  gifts,  not 
yet,  as  it  seems  to  me,  appreciated  at  their 
true  worth  by  those  who  are  our  conven- 
tional measures  of  reputation.  ...  His 
vocabulary,  full  and  rich,  gives  him  pig- 
ments of  the  rarest.  Language  indeed  is  a 
passion  with  him;  and  he  sways  its  rhyth- 
mic treasures  to  his  purpose.— Mitchell, 
Donald  G.,  1899,  American  Lands  and 
Letters,  Leather'Sioeking  to  Poe's  "Raven," 
pp.  75,  88. 

Valuable  as  the  sermons  of  Bushnell  are 
to  all  who  read  them,  they  are  of  special 
value  to  the  teacher  of  homiletics.  As  he 
studies  them,  searching  for  the  art  that 
lends  such  power  to  the  thought,  he  notes 
first  their  structural  quality,— built,  not 
thrown  together,  nor  gathered  up  here  and 
there.  He  traces  the  intertwined  rhetoric 
and  logic,  each  tempering  the  other,— the 
reasoning  little  except  clear  statement  and 
the  rhetoric  as  convincing  as  the  logic. 
He  follows  the  wide  sweep  of  the  thought 
which  yet  never  wanders  from  the  theme. 
He  notes  the  Platonic  use  of  the  world  as 
furnishing  images  of  spiritual  realities;  and 
a  kindred  habit  of  condensing  his  meaning 
into  apothegms  that  imbed  themselves  in 
the  memory.  He  shows  how  the  preacher 
begins  by  almost  sharing  a  doubt  with  his 
hearer  and  leaves  him  wondering  why  he 
ever  doubted;  how  theology  is  transformed 


into  religion  which  becomes  the  judge  of 
theology;  and  how  while  the  whole  sermon 
is  instinct  with  thought  and  sentiment,  it  is 
practical  down  even  to  homeliest  detaUs;— 
this  and  more  the  teacher  will  point  out  to 
his  students,  but  he  has  not  compassed  the 
preacher,  nor  can  he  measure  these  dis- 
courses by  any  analysis.  They  have  that 
which  defies  analysis,— genius,  the  creative 
faculty,  the  gift  of  direct  vision.— Munger, 
Theodore  T.,  1899,  Horace  Bushnell,  p.  284. 

These  political  books  and  addresses  of 
Dr.  BushneU  reveal  thoroughness  of  re- 
search and  an  intimate  knowledge  of  con- 
temporary conditions.  They  show  him  as 
the  citizen,  loving  his  city,  and  stete,  and 
country,  the  spokesman  of  the  conscience 
of  many,  and  the  guide  to  their  political 
thmking.  They  contain  pointed  sentences 
that  stick,  winged  words  that  fly.  While 
his  civil  interests  were  great,  his  ethical 
and  religious  interests  were  greater.  He 
was  a  religious  and  moral  teacher,  but  one 
who  could  not  help  applying  his  principle  to 
life;  so  even  his  most  abstruse  theological 
reasonings  become  clear  as  appeals  to  a 
common  humanity,  which  has  its  days  to 
live  in  the  streets  and  houses  of  an  intricate 
civilization.— Addison,  Daniel  Dulant, 
1900,  The  Clergy  in  American  Life  and 
Letters,  p.  289. 

Except  in  some  of  his  theological  works, 
he  seldom  felt  a  need  of  reinforcing  his 
opinions  or  illustrating  them,  much  less  of 
adorning  them,  by  quotetion.  If  he  some- 
times made  his  argument  overstrenuous, 
it  was  through  urgency  of  zeal  rather  than 
pride  of  power,  and  never  in  malice  of 
temper.  He  cherished  no  animosities,  and 
courted  peace  rather  than  strife,  but  not  at 
the  price  of  suppressing  the  message  he 
was  charged  to  deliver.— Allen,  Wai/ter, 
1900,  Horace  BushneU,  Atlantic  Monthly, 
vol.  85,  p.  424. 


Orestes  Augustus  Brownson 

1803-1876 
An  American  theologian  and  author.  He  was  bom  in  Stockbridge,  Vt.,  and  was  brought 
up  as  a  Presb3rterian,  but  became,  a  Universalist  preacher,  and  was  a  vigorous  and  inde- 
fatigable writer  in  support  of  whatever  belief  he  for  the  time  adopted.  In  1828  he  went 
into  politics,  and  tried  to  establish  a  Workingmen's  Party  in  New  York,  moved  thereto  by 
the  ideas  of  Robert  Owen.  In  1832  he  was  enthusiastic  over  Dr.  Channing,  and  became  a 
Unitarian  preacher.  In  1836  he  organized  in  Boston  "The  Society  of  Christian  Progress" 
as  a  church,  of  which  he  was  pastor.  At  this  period,  also,  Brownson  was  one  of  the  New 
England  Transcendentalists,  and  publish^  "New  Views  of  Christianity,"  "Society  and 
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the  Church/'  which  was  a  moderate  attack  on  Protestantism.  In  1838  he  started  the 
Boston  Qtiarierly  Review,  which  had  existence  for  about  five  years,  and  was  then  merged  in 
the  New  York  Demoeratie  Review,  and  from  1844  was  known  as  Brownson'e  QuarteHy  Re- 
view, This  was  written  throughout  almost  entirely  by  Brownson  himself.  In  18^  he 
published  ''Charles  El  wood:  or,  The  Infidel  Converted/'  a  treatise,  in  the  form  of  a  story, 
in  favor  of  the  Roman  Catholic  Church,  toward  which  the  author  was  drifting,  and  which 
he  joined  in  1844.  A  deeply  spiritual  man,  he  gained  a  reputation  as  a  philosopher  and 
a  powerful  Catholic  apologist,  in  spite  of  his  frequent  conflicts  with  the  Church  authori- 
ties. His  most  important  writings,  in  addition  to  those  mentioned  above,  are :  '*  The  Con- 
vert: or  Leaves  from  My  Experience"  (1857);  ''The  American  Republic;  Its  Constitution, 
Tendencies,  and  Destiny"  (1870).  His  "Works"  have  been  republished  by  his  son,  H.F. 
Brownson,  in  20  volumes  (1882-87).  The  latter  has  also  published  a  "Life,"  in  3  vols. 
(1898-1900).— GiLMAN,  Peck,  and  Colbt,  edi.  1902,  The  New  IniemoHonal  Eneydopadia, 
vol.  m,  p.  506. 


PERSONAL 

I  am  no  saint,  never  was,  and  never  shall 
be  a  saint;  I  am  not,  and  never  shall  be^^a 
great  man;  but  I  always  had,  and  I  trust  I 
always  shall  have,  the  honor  of  being  re- 
garded by  my  friends  and  associates  as 
impolitic,  as  rash,  imprudent,  and  im- 
practicable. I  was  and  am,  in  my  natural 
disposition,  frank,  truthful,  straightfor- 
ward, and  earnest;  and,  therefore,  have 
had,  and,  I  doubt  not,  shall  carry  to  the 
grave  with  me,  the  reputation  of  being 
reckless,  ultra,  a  well-meaning  man,  per- 
haps an  able  man,  but  so  fond  of  paradoxes 
and  extremes,  that  he  cannot  be  relied  on, 
and  is  more  likely  to  injure  than  serve  the 
cause  he  espouses.  So,  wise  and  prudent 
men  shake  their  heads  when  my  name  is 
mentioned,  and  disclaim  all  solidarity  with 
me.  —  Brownson,  Orestes  Augustus, 
1857,  The  Convert,  Warke,  ed.  Browmon, 
vol.  V,  p.  45. 

Dr.  Brownson  was  then  [1834]  in  the  very 
prime  of  manhood.  He  was  a  handsome 
man,  tall,  stately,  and  of  grave  manners. 
His  face  was  clean  shaven.  The  first  like- 
ness of  him  that  I  remember  appeared  in 
the  Demoeratie  Review,  published  by 
O'Sullivan  and  Langtry.  It  made  him 
look  like  Proudhon,  the  French  socialist. 
This  was  all  the  more  singular  because  at 
that  time  he  was  really  the  American 
Proudhon,  though  he  never  went  so  far  as 
"La  propri^t^,  c'est  le  vol."  As  he  ap- 
peared on  the  platform  and  received  our 
greeting  he  was  indeed  a  majestic  man,  dis- 
playing in  his  demeanor  the  power  of  a 
mind  ^together  above  the  ordinary.  But 
he  was  essentially  a  philosopher,  and  that 
means  that  he  never  could  be  what  is  called 
popular.  He  was  an  interesting  speaker, 
but  he  never  sought  popularity.    He  never 
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his 


seemed  to  care  much  about  the  reception 
his  words  received,  but  he  exhibited 
anxiety  to  get  his  thoughts  rightly  ex- 
pressed and  to  leave  no  doubt  alK>ut  what 
convictions  were.  Yet  among  a  limited 
class  of  minds  he  always  awakened  real 
enthusiasm— among  minds,  that  is,  of  a 
philosophical  tendency.  He  never  used 
manuscript  or  notes;  he  was  familiar  with 
his  topic,  and  his  thoughts  flowed  out 
spontaneously  in  good,  pure,  strong, 
forcible  English.  He  could  control  any 
reasonable  mind,  for  he  was  a  man  of  great 
thoughts  and  never  without  some  grand 
truth  to  impart.  But  to  stir  the  emotions 
was  not  in  his  power,  though  he  sometimes 
attempted  it;  he  never  succeeded  in  being 
really  pathetic— Hecker,  I.  T.,  1887,  Dr. 
Brownson  and  the  Workingman'i  Party 
Fifty  Years  Af/o,  Catholic  World,  vol.  45, 
p.20i. 

He  was  so  arbitrary  and  dogmatic  [1844] 
that  most  people  did  not  like  him;  but  I 
appreciated  his  acquaintance,  as  he  was  a 
liberal  thinker  and  had  a  world  of  informa-  < 
tion  which  he  readily  imparted  to  those  of  a 
teachable  spirit.— Canton,  Elizabeth 
Cady,  1898,  Eighty  Years  and  More,  p.  133. 

GENERAL 

In  logical  accuracy,  in  comprehensive- 
ness of  thought,  and  in  the  evident  frank- 
ness and  desire  for  truth  in  which  it  is  com- 
posed, ["Charles  Elwood"]  we  know  of  few 
theological  treatises  which  can  be  com- 
pared with  it.— Poe,  Edgar  Allan,  1841, 
A  Chapter  on  Autography,  Works,  ed.  Sted- 
man  and  Woodberry,  vol.  ix,  p.  201. 

With  regard  to  Mr.  Brownson's  merits 
as  a  cultivator  of  that  philosophy  of  society 
which  he  professes,  a  candid  estimate 
would  probably  determine  that    his  own 
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contributions  to  it  amount  to  nothing:  we 
cannot  discover  any  one  element  of  opinion, 
any  one  definite  view,  any  single  principle 
of  arrangement  or  detail,  which  a  future 
historian  will  refer  to  his  name  as  connected 
with  its  firat  appearance  in  the  science. 
.  .  .  The  style  of  Mr.  Brownson  has  some 
good  qualities.  It  is  commonplace,  without 
purity,  and  destitute  of  any  characteristic 
brilliancy  or  elegance;  but  it  is  natural, 
direct,  and  plain.  It  is  that  simple  and 
unaffected  manner  which  has  the  appear- 
ance of  being  formed,  not  upon  any  plan, 
but  merely  by  practice  and  use.  Ck^asion- 
ally  his  better  taste  is  overcome  by  the 
faults  of  Carlyle,  or  some  other  favourite 
of  the  hour;  but  when  he  uses  his  own 
style,  it  would  be  difficult  to  name  an 
author  who  renders  abstruse  subjects  so 
familiar,  or  conducts  the  most  arduous 
discussions  with  greater  ease. — Griswold, 
RUFUS  WiLMOT,  1847,  The  Froze  Writers  of 
America,  pp.  423, 424. 

Close  behind  him  is  Brownson,  his  mouth  very 

full 
With  attempting  to  gulp  a  Gregorian  bull; 
Who  contrives,  spite  of  that,  to  pour  out  as  he 

goes 
A  stream  of  transparent  and  forcible  prose; 
He  shifts  quite  about,  then  proceeds  to  expound 
That  'tis  merely  the  earth,  not  himself,  that 

turns  round, 
And  wishes  it  clearly  impressed  on  your  mind 
That  the  weathercock  rules  and  not  follows  the 

wind; 
Proving  first,  then  as  deftly  confuting  each  side, 
With  no  doctrine  pleased  that's  not  somewhere 

denied, 
He  lays  the  denier  away  on  the  shelf, 
And  then— down  beside  him  lies  gravely  him- 
self. 
He's  the  Salt  River  boatman,   who  always 

stands  wiUing 
To  convey  friend  or  foe  without  charging  a 

shiljing, 
And  so  fond  of  the  trip  that,  when  leisure's  to 

spare, 
He'll  row  himself  up,  if  he  can't  get  a  fare. 
The  worst  of  it  is,  that  his  logic's  so  strong. 
That  of  two  sides  he  commonly  chooses  the 

wrong: 
If  there  is  only  one,  why,  he'll  split  it  in  two. 
And  first  pummel  this  half,  then  that,  black 

and  blue. 
That  white's  white  needs  no  proof,  but  it  takes 

a  deep  fellow 
To  prove  it's  jet-black,  and  that  jet-black  is 

yellow. 

—Lowell,    James    Russell,    1848,    A 
Fable  for  Crities. 


Mr.  Brownson  is  an  active  thinker,  an 
energetic  writer,  and  a  man  who  has 
assumed  an  important  position  in  American 
literature  by  years  of  steady  labor.  He 
has  devoted  himself  during  that  time  to  the 
highest  questions  of  philosophy,  ethics,  and 
theology,  and  has  treated  none  of  these 
subjects  in  a  superficial  or  commonplace 
way.  He  has  aLso  belonged  for  a  time, 
after  a  fashion  of  his  own,  to  our 
communion.  He  has  repeatedly  created 
sensations  by  his  ultraism  on  several  sub- 
jects, and  he  finally  astonished  our 
community  by  going  over  from  extreme 
Neology  and  Transcendentalism  to  Ro- 
manism of  the  most  Ultramontane  kind.— 
Clarke,  James  Freeman,  1850,  Brown- 
son's  Argument  for  the  Roman  Church, 
Chritiian  Examiner,  vol.  48,  p.  227. 

The  style  of  Mr.  Brownson  is  a  remark- 
ably felicitous  one  for  the  discussion  of 
abstract  topics;  full,  fluent,  easily  intel- 
ligible, meeting  the  philosophic  require- 
ments of  the  subject,  at  the  same  time  pre- 
serving a  popular  interest,  it  was  well 
adapted  to  enlist  the  popular  ear.  As  a 
vehicle  for  the  speculations  of  the  scholar  it 
still  preserves  its  attraction  to  those  who 
delight  in  mental  gladiatorial  exercises,  or 
are  curious  to  note  the  reconciliation  of  the 
"chartered  libertine"  in  doctrine  to  the 
authoritative  voice  of  the  Church.— 
DuYCKiNCK,  Evert  A.,  and  George  L., 
1865-75,  Cyclopcsdia  of  American  LOera- 
ture,  ed.  Simons,  vol  n,  p.  145. 

Dr.  Brownson  is  an  exceedingly  able  and 
acute  reasoner,  and  a  clear  and  forcible 
writer.  As  might  be  expected,  his  religious 
convictions  permeate  nearly  every  sentence. 
With  most  authors  there  are  certain  fields 
on  which  there  is  a  truce  to  controversy: 
but  Dr.  Brownson,  with  more  logic,  per- 
haps, but  with  less  amenity,  treats  every 
subject,  from  metaphysics  to  an  album 
sonnet,  in  its  relations  to  the  church;  and 
it  is  almost  impossible  to  give  the  best 
specimens  of  his  style  without  introducing 
topics  that  do  not  belong  in  a  collection  of 
literature.  —  Underwood,  Francts  H., 
1872,  A  Hand-Book  of  English  Literature, 
American  Authors,  p.  236. 

The  power  of  Dr.  Brownson  as  a  writer 
lies  principally  in  the  exposition  of  the 
fundamental  principles  of  faith  or  reason. 
When  he  developed  these  principles  and 
their  consequences,  he  appeared  as  if  armed 
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with  the  club  and  might  of  Hercules,  with 
which  he  crushed  the  Hydra  of  error  with 
its  several  heads  of  heresy,  infidelity,  and 
atheism.  "His  style  was  as  clear  and 
forcible  as  the  train  of  thought  and  reason- 
ing of  which  it  was  the  expression."  A 
certain  childlike  simplicity  and  candor,  an 
apparent  love  of  truth  wtuch  sought  for  no 
disjguise,  and  a  boldness  of  spirit  which  took 
no  account  of  earthly  considerations,  gave 
to  his  writings  a  singular  charm  and  influ- 
ence.—Jenkbns,  0.  L.,  1876,  The  Stvr 
denfi  Handbook  of  Brtiish  and  American 
lAieraiure,  p.  473. 

Mr.  Brownson  was  a  remarkable  man, 
remarkable  for  intellectual  force,  and 
equally  for  intellectual  wilfulness.  His 
mind  was  restless,  audacious,  swift;  his 
self  assertion  was  immense;  his  thoughts 
came  in  floods;  his  literary  style  was  ad- 
mirable for  freshness,  terseness  and  vigor. 
Of  rational  stability  of  principle  he  had 
nothing,  but  was  completely  at  the  mercy 
of  every  novelty  in  speculation.  That 
others  thought  as  he  did,  was  enough  to 
make  him  think  otherwise;  that  he  thought 
as  he  had  six  months  before,  was  a  signal 
that  it  was  time  for  him  to  strike  his  tent 
and  move  on.  An  experimenter  in  sjnstems, 
a  taster  of  speculations,  he  passed  rapidly 
from  one  phase  to  another,  so  that  his 
friends  ascribed  his  steadfastness  to  Roman- 
ism, to  the  fatigue  of  intellectual  travelling. 
— Frothinqham,  Octavius  Brooks,  1876, 
TraTueendeTUalism  in  New  England,  p,  128. 

Those  who  may  read  the  essays  on  politi- 
cal matters  contained  in  these  volumes,  will 
not  fail  to  note  that  the  author's  political 
opinions  or  views  of  government  ran 
parallel  with  his  religious  or  theological 
convictions.  At  first  he  was  a  radical,  a 
believer  in  the  majesty,  the  infallibDity,— 
the  divinity,  I  may  say,— of  the  masses, 
placing  the  origin  of  all  authority  in  the 
individual  man,  attempting  to  establish 
the  association  or  community  system  of 
government;  seeking  the  overthrow  of  all 
priesthood  because  it  binds  the  conscience; 
of  the  banks,  because  they  are  in  the 
interest  of  the  business  class  or  employers 
and  opposed  to  the  laboring  class  or  em- 
ployed; of  the  transmission  of  property  by 
will  or  descent,  because  a  man's  right  to  his 
property  ceased  with  his  death,  and  he 
would  have  the  State  apportion  it  amongst 
the  most  needy.  As  he  came  to  acknowl- 
edge the  authority  of  God  in  matters  of 


religion,  he  saw  that  power  too  was  from 
him  and  thenceforth  held  that  government 
was  necessary  for  the  preservation  of  order 
and  the  restraining  of  license,  and  although 
the  political  people  are  the  means  or 
channel  through  which  the  State  derives  its 
power,  yet  that  power,  whether  monarch- 
ical, aristocratic,  democratic,  or  mixed,  is 
from  God,  and  he  that  resists  it  resists  God. 
Thus  from  a  radical,  a  destroyer  of  all 
authority,  he  came  to  see  in  human  Govern- 
ment a  likeness  and  imitation  of  Divine 
Providence;  not  an  evil  to  be  hated  and 
resisted,  but  a  beneficent  agent  for  the  pro- 
tection of  right,  the  advancement  of  civili- 
zation, the  aid  of  religion,  science,  art,  and 
learning,  and  next  to  religion  the  greateBt 
means  by  which  man  may  attain  his 
destiny,  and  as  such  to  be  loved,  obeyed, 
and  defended.  The  essays  of  Dr.  Brown- 
son  on  theology,  politics,  and  morals,  are 
all  based  on  h^  philosophy,  accordmg  to 
which  nature  and  grace,  reason  and  revela- 
tion, the  order  of  reality  and  that  of 
science  are  brought  into  the  harmony 
which  for  three  hundred  years  had  been 
the  aim  of  thinldng  men.— Brownson, 
Henry  F.,  1882,  ed.  The  Works  of  Orestes 
A.  Broumson,  Introduction,  p.  x. 

This  is  not  so  much  a  history  as  a  political 
study;  but  its  author  was  so  vigorous  a 
thinker  and  writer  that  it  is  weU  worthy  of 
the  historical  student's  attention.  Dr. 
Brownson  was  essentially  a  reviewer  of 
books,  and  not  a  maker  of  them;  but  in  the 
volume  before  us  he  has  embodied  the  best 
part  of  his  writings.  .  .  .  The  reader  will 
probably  dissent  from  the  writer  quite  as 
often  as  he  agrees  with  him;  but,  in  spite  of 
this  fact,  he  will  find  the  vigor  and  original- 
ity of  the  work  exceedingly  suggestive. — 
Adams,  Charles  Kendall,  1882,  A 
Manual  of  Historical  Literature,  p.  567. 

There  are  names  connected  with  Catholic 
literature  in  America  that  we  should  ever 
hold  in  honor  and  benediction.  Such  is  the 
name  of  Orestes  A.  Brownson.  Do  we 
realize  all  the  greatness  covered  by  that 
name?  America  has  produced  no  more 
powerful  intellect  than  Brownson's.  There 
was  no  problem,  social,  political,  religious, 
or  philosophical,  that  he  did  not  srapple 
with  and  find  an  answer  for.  .  .  .  The  very 
ring  of  his  sentences  was  a  trumpet-blast  to 
us  of  the  rising  generation.  He  taught  us 
how  to  take  our  stand  upon  his  own  hi^h 
plane  of  thought,  and  thence  survey'  the 


76 


BROWNSON-NEAL 


beautiful  harmony  of  our  creed  with  all 
that  is  good  and  noble  in  the  natural  world. 
He  brought  home,  not  to  us  alone,  but  to 
the  cultured  intellect  throughout  the 
Christian  world— for  he  had  admirers  in  all 
parts  and  among  all  creeds— the  great 
truths  of  natural  and  revealed  religion  with 
a  grasp,  a  force,  and  an  energy  of  expression 
worthy  of  an  Aquinas.  We  were  led  to  hold 
up  oiu*  heads  and  to  be  proud  of  the  faith 
that  could  inspire  such  sublime  thoughts 
and  control  such  a  noble  nature.  His  great 
intellect  was  only  equalled  by  his  pro- 
found humility.  —  Mullany,  Patrick 
Francis  (Brother  Azarias),  1889,  Books 
end  Reading,  pp,  59, 61. 

One  of  the  most  powerful  minds,  the 
most  intense  personalities,  in  American 
literature  is  that  of  Orestes  Brownson, 
whose  distinguishing  trait,  at  first  glance, 
is  the  broad  range  of  interests,  of  thought, 
and  of  knowledge  over  which  his  intellect 
plays  with  abiding  and  almost  equal 
strength.  Neither  discursive,  content  with 
moving  upon  the  surface,  nor  overborne  by 
emotion,  nor  bound  by  prejudice  nor 
pedantry,  it  seems  to  many  of  us  to  have 
surpassed  in  depth,  comprehensiveness, 
and  sincerity  every  other  philosophic  mind 
that  this  country  has  produced.  In  keep- 
ing with  his  intellect,  Brownson's  lucid, 
forceful  style  gives  the  impression  of  a 
prodigious  and  unchanging  momentum. 
His  collected  works  fill  twenty  ponderous 
volumes,  some  of  which  have  claimed  title 
to  further  remembrance  by  holding  their 
vitality  in  tact  after  thirty  or  forty  years.— 
Lathrop,  George  Parsons,  1896,  Orestes 
Brownson,  AUantie  Monthly,  vol  77,  p.  770. 

Throughout,  he  was  active  in  political 
discussion;  oftenest  radical,  but  at  times 
severely  conservative;  writing  sharply  and 
strongly  in  journals  of  his  own  establish- 
ment; always  trenchant  in  speech — always 


vagrant  in  thought:  a  strong,  self- 
willed,  andcuriousVermonter!— Mitchell, 
Donald  G.,  1899,  American  Lands  and 
Letters,  Leather-Stocking  to  Po^s  **Raven," 
p.  176. 

In  the  well-known  work  "Catholic 
Belief"  a  list  is  given  of  some  of  the  more 
eminent  converts  to  the  Catholic  Church 
in  America.  The  lists  include  statesmen, 
judges,  generals,  authors  of  note,  famous 
men  of  Science,  and  distinguished  eccle- 
siastics; but  one  name  towers  like  a  moun- 
tain peak  above  the  rest— the  name  of 
Orestes  A.  Brownson,  who  is  stated,  by  the 
author  of  "Catholic  Belief,"  to  have  been 
called  by  the  famous  English  statesman, 
lawyer,  and  man  of  letters,  Lord  Brougham, 
the  "master  mind  of  America." — Gildea, 
William  L.,  1899,  An  English  View  of 
Brownson's  Conversion,  Catholic  World, 
vol  69,  p,  24. 

It  is  pathetic  to  have  to  recognize  that 
Brownson  is  a  really  forgotten  man,  for  at 
one  time  he  stood  between  contending 
forces  a  seemingly  powerful  figure.  But 
against  the  subtle  individualism  of  the 
Protestant  mind  he  contended  with  singu- 
larly little  result.  So  doughty  a  champion 
probably  inspired  his  new  friends  with  a 
measure  of  dismay,  while  it  may  fairly  be 
doubted  if  he  ever  succeeded  in  winning  a 
notable  convert  to  his  own  new  way  of 
thinking.  In  this  respect  the  contrast  be- 
tween mm  and  Father  Hecker  is  striking. 
The  unsympathetic  mind  commonly  re- 
gards him  as  a  sort  of  ecclesiastical  recidi- 
vist, who,  having  tried  one  form  of 
spiritual  error,  soon  abandoned  it,  only  to 
seek  another,  which  in  turn  he  would 
presently  repudiate.  His  conceit,  of  which 
he  always  made  frank  acknowledgment, 
led  him  firmly  to  maintain  that  all  this  was 
consistent  progress.— Swift,  Lindsay,  1900, 
Brook  Farm,  p.  246. 


John  Neal 

1793-1876 

A  once  famous  litterateur  of  Portland,  Maine,  who  early  gained  a  hearing,  and,  as  poet, 
novelist,  dramatist,  and  magazinist,  was  constantly  before  the  public  for  the  rest  of  his 
long  life,  though  little  of  his  work  can  be  said  to  survive,  able  as  some  of  it  is.  The  more 
important  of  his  writings  include,  "Keep  Cool,"  a  novel;  "The  Battle  of  Niagara,"  a 
poem;  "Goldau,  and  Other  Poems;"  "Rachel  Dyer,"  a  novel;  "Downeasters,"  a  novel; 
"True  Womanhood;"  "Bentham's  Morals  and  Legislation;"  "Great  Mysteries  and  Little 
Plagues;"  "Wandering  Recollections  of  a  Somewhat  Busy  Life"  (1870).— Adams,  Oscar 
Fay,  1897,  A  Dictionary  of  American  AuthorSf  p.  268. 
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PERSONAL 
A  New  Englander  —  a  real  brother 
Jonathan,  or  Yankee;  one  of  those  auda- 
cious, whimsical,  obstinate,  idf-edutaied 
men,  who  are  called  by  Dr.  Ferguson  the 
self-taught  astronomer,  while  giving  an 
account  of  himself— "The  Scholars  of 
God  Almighty."  Neal  has  written  more 
volumes,  if  those  that  he  does  acknowledge 
be  his;  or,  one-third  part  of  those,  which  he 
does  not  acknowledge,  though  laid,  with  all 
due  solemnity,  at  his  door,  by  the  beadles  of 
literature— -than,  perhaps,  any  other  four  of 
his  countrymen.  Yet  he  is  now  only 
thirty-two  years  of  age— with  a  constitution 
able  to  endure  every  kind  of  hardship- 
has  only  been  writing,  at  intervals,  for 
seven  years— has  only  gone  through  his 
apprenticeship,  as  an  author,  and  set  up 
for  himself,  within  a  few  months. — His  life 
has  been  a  course  of  continual  adventure. 
It  will  be  one  of  great  profit,  we  hope,  now 
that  he  is  out  of  his  time,  to  the  people  of 
this  generation,  at  least.  He  is  a  Quaker; 
or  was,  till  the  society  "read  him  out"  for 
several  transgressions— to  wit— for  knock- 
ing a  man,  who  insulted  him,  head  over 
heels;  for  paying  a  militia  fine;  for  making 
a  tragedy;  and  for  desiring  to  be  turned  out 
whether  or  no.— Neal,  John,  1825,  Amer- 
ican  WriierSf  BlaektDood's  Magadne,  vol,  17, 
p.  190. 

There  swaggers  John  Neal,  who  has  wasted  in 

Maine 
The  sinews  and  chords  of  his  pugilist  brain. 
Who  mia^ht  have  been  poet,  but  that,  in  its 

stead,  he 
Preferred  to  believe  that  he  was  so  ah*eady ; 
Too  hasty  to  wait  tiU  Art's  ripe  fruit  should 

drop, 
He  must  pelt  down  an  unripe  and  colicky  crop; 
Who  took  to  the  law,  and  had  this  sterling  plea 

for  it, 
It  required  him  to  quarrel,  and  paid  him  a  fee 

for  it; 
A  man  who's  made  less  than  he  might  have, 

because 
He  always  has  thought  himself  more  than  he 

was, — 
Who,  with  very  good  natural  gifts  as  a  bard, 
Broke  the  strings  of  his  lyre  out  by  striking  too 

hard, 
And  cracked  half  the  notes  of  a  truly  fine  voice, 
Because  song  drew  less  instant  attention  than 

noise. 

—Lowell,  James  Russell,  1848,  A  Fable 
for  CTiiies, 

In  the  evening  had  John  Neal  at  tea, 
whom  I  found  to  be  a  character,  one  of  the 


curiosities  of  literature,  very  entertaining, 
large,  strong,  with  a  spirited  air,  independ- 
ent, quick  in  general,  but  with  no  malice, 
exceedingly  egotistical,  but  not  trouble- 
some on  that  account.— Dana,  Richard 
Henry,  1854,  To  his  Wife,  SepL3;  Richard 
Henry  Dana,  A  Biography,  ed.  C.  F,  Adams, 
vol.  I,  p.  331. 

Neal  is  a  literary  and  social  evergreen  of 
the  first  quality:  except  a  more  silvery 
tinge  to  his  hair  and  a  somewhat  thinner 
cheek,  he  is  the  same  pleasant,  genial, 
emphatic,  and  colloquial  enthusiast  as 
when  he  wrote  "Seventy-Six"  and  the 
"American  ^agle."  It  was  a  treat  to  hear 
him  and  Dr.  J.  W.  Francis  compare  notes.— 

TUCKERMAN,     HeNRT     THEODORE,     1858, 

LeUtr,  May  21;  AUibone*s  DicHo'iiary  of 
English  Literature,  vol.  ll,  p.  1404. 

GENERAL 

Mr.  Neal  must  be  allowed  to  be  among 
the  most  remarkable  of  our  writers, 
whether  of  poetry  or  prose.  He  is  gifted 
with  an  almost  magical  facility  of  literary 
composition.  What  to  others  is  a  work  of 
careful  study,  and  severe  labor,  is  to  him  a 
pastime.  His  writings  have  in  most  cases 
oeen  thrown  off  with  a  rapidity  that  almost 
surpasses  belief.  ...  Mr.  Neal's  poetry 
has  not  been  so  popular  as  that  of  many 
others  who  never  possessed  his  power. 
The  circumstance  may  be  partly  ascribed 
to  the  false  taste  in  which  his  works  are 
mostly  composed,  and  partly  to  this,  that 
it  is  addressed  to  the  fancy,  rather  than  the 
feeling;  not  that  he  wants  poetical  sensi- 
bility, or  a  delicate  or  refined  conception 
of  what  is  beautiful  and  tender  and  moving 
in  the  works  of  nature,  or  the  emotions  in 
the  human  bosom,  for  he  has  all  these;  and 
he  has  besides  a  passionate  and  over- 
powering sense  of  grandeur  and  sublimity. 
But  his  poetry  is  wanting  in  natural  senti- 
ment; it  does  not  touch  the  heart— it  does 
not  awaken  our  sensibilities,  or  stir  up 
from  their  recesses  the  "thoughts  that  lie 
too  deep  for  words." — Kettell,  Samuel, 
1829,  Specimens  of  American  Poetry,  vol. 
Ill,  pp.  86,  89. 

John  Neal's  forces  are  multitudinous,  and 
fire  briskly  at  everything.  They  occupy  all 
the  provinces  of  letters,  and  are  nearly 
useless  from  being  spread  over  too  much 
ground.— Whipple,  Edwin  Percy,  1845, 
Words,  Essays  and  Reviews,  vol.  I,  p.  105. 

Of  Mr.  Neal's  poems,  I  may  repeat  what 
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I  have  remarked  elsewhere.  They  have 
the  unquestionable  stamp  of  genius.  He 
possesses  imagination  in  a  degree  of  sensi- 
bility and  energy  hardly  surpassed  in  this 
age.  The  elements  of  poetry  are  poured 
forth  in  his  verses  with  a  prodigality  and 
power  altogether  astonishing.  But  he  is 
deficient  in  the  constructive  faculty.  He 
has  no  just  sense  of  proportion.  No  one 
with  so  rich  and  abundant  materials  had 
ever  less  skill  in  using  them.  Instead  of 
bringing  the  fancy  to  adorn  the  structures 
of  the  imagination,  he  reverses  the  poetical 
law,  giving  to  the  imagination  the  secondary 
office,  so  that  the  points  illustrated  are 
quite  forgotten  in  the  accumulation  and 
splendour  of  the  imagery.  ...  Of  his 
novels  it  may  be  said  that  they  contain 
many  interesting  and  some  striking  and 
brilliant  passages— filling  enough,  for  books 
of  their  sort,  but  rarely  any  plot  to  serve 
for  warp.  They  are  original,  written  from 
the  impulses  of  the  author's  heart,  and  per- 
vaded by  the  peculiarities  of  his  character; 
but  most  of  them  were  produced  rapidly 
and  carelessly.  .  .  .  The  best  of  them 
would  be  much  improved  by  a  judicious 
distribution  of  points,  and  the  erasure 
of  tasteless  extravagancies.  —  GmswoLD, 
RUFUS  WiLMOT,  1847,  The  Prose  Writers 
of  America,  p,  315. 

I  hardly  know  how  to  account  for  the 
repeated  failures  of  John  Neal  as  regards 
the  eonstruetion  of  his  works.  His  art  is 
great  and  of  a  high  character— but  it  is 
massive  and  undetailed.  He  seems  to  be 
either  deficient  in  a  sense  of  completeness, 
or  unstable  in  temperament;  so  that  he 
becomes  wearied  with  his  work  before 
getting  it  done.  He  always  begins  well- 
vigorously— startlingly— proceeds  by  fits- 
much  at  random— now  prosing,  now  gossip- 
ing, now  running  away  with  his  subject, 
now  exciting  vivid  interest;  but  his  conclu- 
sions are  sure  to  be  hurried  and  indistinct; 
so  that  the  reader,  perceiving  a  falling-ofF 
where  he  expects  a  climax,  is  pained,  and, 
closing  the  book  with  dissatisfaction,  is  in 
no  mood  to  give  the  author  credit  for  the 
vivid  sensations  which  have  been  aroused 
during  the  progress  of  perusal.  Of  all  literary 
foibles  the  most  fatal,  perhaps,  is  that  of 
defective  climax.  Nevertheless,  I  should 
be  inclined  to  rank  John  Neal  first,  or  at 
all  events  second,  among  our  men  of  indis- 
putable genius.— Po^,  Edgar  Allan,  1850 
Marginalia^  cxxxvm. 


There  is  a  great  deal  of  merit  in  the  works 
we  have  mentioned;  they  are  full  of  dra- 
matic power  and  incident;  but  these  verses 
are  well  nigh  overbalanced  by  their  ex- 
travagance, and  the  jerking,  out-of-breath 
style  in  which  they  are  often  written.  .  .  . 
The  vigor  of  the  man,  however,  pervades 
ever3rthing  he  has  produced.  He  sees  and 
thinks  as  well  as  writes,  after  his  own 
fashion,  and  neither  fears  nor  follows 
criticism.  It  is  to  be  regretted  that  he  has 
not  more  fully  elaborated  his  prose  pro- 
ductions, as  that  process  would  probably 
have  given  them  a  firmer  hold  on  public 
favor  than  they  appear  to  have  secured. 
There  is  much  strong  vigorous  sense,  io- 
dependence  in  speaking  of  men  and  things; 
good,  close  thought;  analysis  of  character, 
and  clear  description,  which  the  public 
should  not  lose,  in  these  pages.— Duyck- 
INCK,  Evert  A.,  and  George  L.,  1865-75, 
Cydopadia  of  American  Literature,  ed. 
SimonSj  vol  I,  p.  875. 

Has  chiefly  distinguished  himself  as  a 
most  voluminous  contributor  to  letters,— 
novels,  plays,  poems,  history,  and  critical 
reviews  without  number  bearing  witness  to 
his  indefatigable  industry,  versatile  talent, 
and  ease  and  sprightliness  of  style.— Ali- 
BONE,  S.  Austin,  1870,  A  CriHeal  Diction" 
ary  of  English  Literature,  vol,  n,  p.  1404. 

Neal  wrote  from  the  surface  of  his  mind, 
which  was  frothy.  .  His  life  was  mixed,  and 
his  novels  were  equally  so.  The  very  plot 
is  erratic,  sometimes  intensely,  almost 
luridly,  dramatic,  sometimes  weak,  and 
attenuated  beyond  any  reader's  patience. 
As  he  had  been  shop-boy,  dry  goods  mer- 
chant, lawyer,  poet,  and  essayist,  as  well  as 
novelist,  he  considered  himself  qualified  to 
lecture  on  all  subjects.  .  .  .  The  style  is 
slipshod,  a  perfect  storm  of  words  to  the 
square  inch  of  ideas,  a  huddle  of  incident 
and  characters,  with  scarcely  a  clew  to  his 
purpose  with  them.  Of  the  artistic  element 
there  is  none  whatever,  no  sense  of  propor- 
tion, no  patient  study  of  persons,  no 
arrangement,  no  aim,  and  no  fulfillment. 
There  is  only  one  character  that  clings  to 
the  mind,  and  that  is  John  Neal— the 
universal  Yankee,  whittling  his  way  through 
creation,  with  a  half-genius  for  everything, 
a  robust  genius  for » nothing,— ever3i;hing  in 
the  egg,  and  not  a  chick  fully  developed. — 
Morse,  James  Herbert,  1883,  The  Native 
Element  in  American  Fiction,  Century  Mag- 
azine, vol  26,  p.  290. 
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1830-1876 
Novelist,  third  son  of  the  Rev.  Charles  Kingsley,  and  younger  brother  of  Charles 
Eingsley  and  George  Henry  Kingsley,  was  bom  at  Bamack,  Northamptonshire,  on 
2  Jan.  1830.  He  was  educated  at  King's  College,  London,  and  at  Worcester  College, 
Oxford,  where  he  matriculated  6  March,  1850.  He  left  college  in  1853  to  go 
to  the  Australian  goldfields  with  some  fellow-students.  After  five  years'  desultory  and 
unremunerative  employment  he  returned  to  England,  and  soon  afterwards  made  himself 
known  by  the  spirited  and  successful  novel,  '^  Geffrey  Hamlyn,"  in  which  his  Australian 
experience  was  turned  to  account.  It  was  followed  in  1861  by  "Ravenshoe,"  which  also 
made  its  mark,  and  afterwards  by  many  others.  In  1864  he  married  his  second  cousin, 
Sarah  Maria  Kingsley,  and  settled  at  Wargrave,  near  Henley-on-Thames.  He  was  after- 
wards for  eighteen  months  editor  of  the  ''Edinburgh  Daily  Review,"  an  organ  of  the  free 
church.  During  his  editorship  the  Franco-German  war  broke  out,  and  Kingsley  went  out 
as  correspondent  for  his  paper.  He  was  present  at  the  battle  of  Sedan  (1  Sept.  1870),  and 
was  the  first  Englishman  to  enter  the  town  afterwards.  After  giving  up  the  paper  he 
settled  for  a  time  in  London,  and  renewed  his  work  as  a  novelist.  He  subsequently  re- 
tired to  the  Attrees,  Cuckfield,  Sussex,  where  he  died  of  a  cancer  in  the  tongue  after  some 
months'  illness  on  24  May  1876.  Kingsley's  works  are :  1.  "  The  Recollections  of  Geoffrey 
Hamlyn,"3vols.  1859.  2.  " Ravenshoe, "  3  vols.  1862.  3.  "Austin  Elliott,"  2  vols.  1863 
(I^Yench  translation  by  Daurand  Forgues,  1866).  4.  "The  Hillyarsand  Burtons:  a  Story 
of  two  Families,"  3  vols.  1865.  5.  "Leighton  Court:  a  Country  House  Story,"  2  vols. 
1866.  6.  "  SUcote  of  Silcotes, "  3  vols.  1867.  7.  "  Mademoiselle  MathUde, "  3  vols.  1868. 
8.  "Sta-etton,"  3  vols.  1869.  9.  "Old  Margaret,"  2  vols.  1871.  10.  "The  Lost  Child" 
(illustrated  by  L.  Frolich),  1871.  11.  "The  Boy  in  Grey,"  1871.  12.  "Hetty  and  other 
Stories,"  1871.  13.  "The  Harveys,"  2  vols.  1872.  14.  "Hornby  MUls,  and  other 
Stories,"  1872.  15.  "Valentin:  a  French  Boy's  Story  of  Sedan,"  1872.  16.  "Reginald 
Hetherege,"  3  vols.  1874.  17.  "Number  Seventeen,"  2  vols.  1875.  18.  "The  Grange 
Garden:  a  Romance,"  3  vols.  1876.  19.  "Fireside  Studies,"  2  vols.  1876.  He  also  ed- 
ited the  Globe  edition  of  "Robinson  Crusoe"  in  1868,  with  a  biographical  introduction,  and 
published  in  1869  "Tales  of  Old  Travels  re-narrated."— Stephen,  Leslie,  1892,  Diction- 
ary  of  National  Biography,  vol.  xxxi,  p.  181. 

PERSONAL  remoteness.  To  write  the  life  of  Charles 
He  found  his  proper  place  as  an  essayist  Kingsley  would  be  a  quite  different  task, 
and  a  novelist,  and  in  all  his  works  there  is  Here  was  success,  victorious  success,  suffi- 
to  me  a  strange  and  nameless  charm— a  cient  indeed  to  gladden  the  heart  even  of 
quaint  humor,  a  genuine  sentiment,  an  Dr.  Smiles— success  in  the  way  of  Church 
atmosphere  all  his  own,  breezy,  buoyant,  preferment,  success  in  the  way  of  public 
boyish,  seeming  to  show  a  personality  veneration,  success,  above  all,  as  a  popu- 
behind  all  his  creations,  that  of  their  lar  novelist,  poet,  and  preacher.  Canon 
creator,  a  fair,  frank,  fresh-hearted  man.  Kingsley's  life  has  been  written  in  two  sub- 
He  had  true  artistic  talent,  too,  inherited  stantial  volumes  containing  abundant  let- 
from  his  grandfather,  and  he  may  have  ters  and  no  indiscretions.  In  this  biography 
been  just  in  judging  himself  capable  of  the  name  of  Henry  Kingsley  is  absolutely 
gaining  far  greater  reputation  as  a  painter  ignored.  And  yet  it  is  not  too  much  to  say 
than  as  a  novelist  even.  His  skill  in  draw-  that,  when  time  has  softened  his  memory 
ing  was  amazing,  and  the  few  water-colors  for  us,  as  it  has  softened  for  us  the  memories 
and  oils  left  to  his  family— and  unknown  of  Marlowe  and  Bums  and  many  another, 
outside  of  its  members— are  masterpieces,  the  public  interest  in  Henry  Kingsley  will 
— Martin,  Benjamin  Ellis,  1886,  OUCAe/-  be  stronger  than  in  his  now  more  famous 
9ea,  Century  Magazinef  vol  33,  p.  234.  brother.— Shorter,  Clement,  1895,  ed. 
The  story  of  Henry  Kingsley's  life  may  The  ReeoUeetions  of  Geoffrey  Hamlyn, 
well  be  told  in  a  few  words,  because  that  Memoir,  p.  137. 

Ufe  was  on  the  whole  a  failure.    The  world  No  one  knows  whether  Henry  Kingsley 

will  not  listen  very  tolerantly  to  a  narrative  was  precocious  or  dull  at  Oxford.   Nobody 

of  failure  unaccompanied  by  the  halo  of  seems   to  know  anything   about  Henry 
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Kingsley,  at  Oxford  or  anywhere  else.  In 
"The  Memoir  of  Charles  Kingsley,"  by 
Mrs.  Kingsley,  she  does  not  even  mention 
the  name  of  Henry  Kingsley,  her  famous 
husband's  equally  famous  brother.  The 
EncyclopsBdias,  the  Dictionaries  of  Authors, 
ignore  him,  or  dismiss  him  with  a  line  or 
two;  he  is  rarely  if  ever  mentioned,  in  the 
Biographies,  in  the  Auto-biographies,  or  in 
the  Reminiscences  of  his  contemporaries; 
and  yet  he  wrote  some  of  the  most  whole- 
some, most  fascinating  novels  of  his  cent- 
ury. .  .  .  That  he  loved  Cbcford,  and 
went  often  back  to  Oxford,  in  spirit,  if  not 
in  body,  is  shown  throughout  his  work. 
He  sent  Ravenshoe  to  "St.  Paul's"  in 
Oxford,  which  was,  perhaps,  St.  John's. 
He  educated  Lord  Welter  and  Austin 
Elliot  at  Christ  Church.  John  Thornton 
in  "Austin  Elliot,"  was  a  Servitor  at 
Christ  Church,  who  fell  in  love  with  the 
pretty  daughter  of  a  "well-to-do  farmer 
living  down  the  river  not  far  from  Oxford." 
Arthur  Silcote  was  the  youngest  tutor  at 
Balliol.  And  ''Leighton  Court"  is  de- 
scribed as  being  "  very  like  Balliol,  un- 
commonly like  Oriel,  and  a  perfect  replica 
of  University."  Henry  Kingsley,  what- 
ever was  his  life  in  Oxford,  proved  himself 
in  after  life  to  have  been  one  of  the  best 
examples  of  the  Oxford  man.  And  if  you 
care  to  see  what  sort  of  an  imaginary 
Oxford  man  a  real  Oxford  man  can  create, 
read  the  story  of  Charles  Ravenshoe— who, 
like  his  creator,  was  brave,  honest,  simple, 
open-hearted,  open-handed,  and  one  of  the 
noblest  characters  in  modem  fiction;  and 
thereby  you  will  see  what  Oxford  has  done, 
and  can  do,  for  the  men  she  calls  her  sons.— 
HUTTON,  Laurence,  1903,  Literary  Land- 
marks of  Oxford,  pp.  262,  263. 

GENERAL 

If  nicknames  were  not  rash  as  well  as 
rude,  we  should  be  tempted  to  try  our  skill 
at  one,  and  to  call  Mr.  Henry  Kingsley  one 
of  Heaven's  Undergraduates.  Almost  all 
his  characteristics  as  a  novelist  are  those  of 
the  typical  undergraduate,  intensified  and 
sublimated  of  course.  His  ideals  of  male 
and  female  character— particularly  his 
usual  hero,  who  is  a  tremendous  fellow  at 
everything,  but  gets  into  awful  scrapes, 
and  is  invariably  forgiven  by  an  angelic 
father— are  intensely  undergraduate,  and 
so  is  his  style  with  its  perpetual  flow  of 
rather  forced   humour,   partaking  freely 


of  exaggeration  and  burlesque.  Now,  al- 
though an  undergraduate  is  a  noble  and 
interesting  product,  he  is  or  ought  to  be 
essentially  transitional,  and  Mr.  Henry 
Kingsley  shows  no  signs  of  transition, 
except  occasional  retrogressions  into  the 
schoolboy  stage.  The  man  who  could  write 
"GeoflFrey  Hamlm,"  and  "Ravenshoe,"  we 
hardly  remember  how  many  years  ago, 
ought  by  this  time  to  have  turned  out 
something  of  real  permanent  value,  and 
we  fear  that  "Reginald  Hetherege"  can 
hardly  be  said  to  possess  much  value  of 
any  Mnd,  except  such  as  most  of  the  better 
class  of  ordinary  novels  may  claim. — 
Saintsbury,  George,  1874,  Reginald 
Hetherege,  The  Academy,  vol,  6,  p.  7. 

Many  years  ago  Mr.  Henry  Kingsley 
.  .  .  wrote  "Geoffrey  Hamlyn,"  a  book 
which,  without  being  exactly  a  well-con- 
structed story,  had  several  cleverly-devised 
situations  and  clearly-marked  characters, 
besides  containing  descriptions  of  Austral- 
ian life  endued  with  much  freshness  and 
novelty;  drawn  from  his  own  experience  of 
five  years'  sojourn  in  the  colony.  He  fol- 
lowed this  up  with  a  real  good  novel,"Raven- 
shoe;"  and  then  came  a  second  and  third, 
"Austm  Elliot"  and  the  "Hillyars  and 
Burtons,"  half  of  iron  and  half  of  miry  clay, 
exhibiting  in  parts  the  former  painstaking 
and  literary  merit,  and  elsewnere  some- 
what of  the  carelessness  of  a  school-boy 
rhapsodist.  After  that  time,  with  less 
regard  for  criticism  and  for  his  own  reputa- 
tion as  an  author  than  his  friends  could 
have  wished,  he  poured  out  a  long  series  of 
tales,  only  one  of  which,  "Mademoiselle 
Mathilde,"  had  as  much  pains  bestowed 
on  it  as  is  essential  to  thoroughly  good 
work.  Sometimes,  it  is  true,  single  passages 
and  scenes  of  merit  have  redeemed  a  few  of 
these  later  books,  as  "Silcote  of  Silcotes" 
and  "Stretton,"  which  in  spite  of  much 
extravagance  of  plot,  are  undoubtedly 
amusing;  but  sheer  dulness  was  occasionally 
reached,  as  in  "Hetty,"  "Reginald  Hether- 
ege," and  some  others. — Littledale, 
Richard  F.,  -1876,  New  Novels,  The 
Academy,  vol  9,  p.  554. 

"Ravenshoe,"  his  most  successful  work, 
published  in  1861,  has  more  of  plot  and 
more  studied  delineation  of  character  than 
is  found  in  the  majority  of  his  books;  the 
well-known  incident  of  the  rough  and 
rather  brutal  Welter's  hesitation  betw^een 
right  and  wrong,  when  he  is  called  upon  to 
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do  his  duty  at  the  cost  of  a  fortune  to  him- 
self, shows  a  latent  power  which  might  have 
raised  him  to  a  very  high  place  in  litera- 
ture.~OLiPHANT,  Margaret  0.  W.,  1892, 
The  Victorian  Age  of  English  Literature,  p. 
300. 

I  worshipped  his  books  as  a  boy;  to-day 
I  find  them  full  of  faults— often  preposter- 
ous, usuaUy  ill-constructed,  at  times  un- 
natural beyond  belief.  John  Gilpin  never 
threw  the  wash  about  on  both  sides  of  the 
way  more  like  unto  a  trundling  mop  or  a 
wild  goose  at  play  than  did  Henry  Kingsley 
the  decent  flow  of  fiction  when  the  mood 
was  on  him.  His  notion  of  constructing  a 
novel  was  to  take  equal  parts  of  wooden 
melodrama  and  low  comedy  and  stick  them 
boldly  together  in  a  paste  of  impertinent 


drollery  and  serious  but  entirely  irrelevant 
moralizing.  And  yet  each  time  I  read 
"Ravenshoe''— and  I  must  be  close  upon 
"double  figures"— I  Uke  it  better.— 
QuiLLER-Ck)UCH,  A.  T.,  1895,  Adventurer 
in  Criiieism,  p.  138. 

His  novels  are  extremely  loose  in  con- 
struction, and  he  is  no  rival  to  his  brother 
in  that  exuberance  of  spirits  which  gives  to 
the  writings  of  the  latter  their  most  charac- 
teristic excellence.— Walker,  Hugh,  1897, 
The  Age  of  Tennyson,  p.  271. 

A  writer  of  distinctly  lower  literary 
merit  [than  Charles  Kingsley]  but  of  no 
little  force  and  fascination  as  a  story- 
teller, especially  of  Australian  life.— Traill, 
Henry  Duff,  1897,  Social  England,  vol. 
VI,  p.  284. 


Mortimer  Collins 

1827-1876 
Novelist,  and  writer  of  verse,  was  born  at  Plymouth  and  educated  at  a  private  school. 
Devoting  himself  to  journalism  and  authorship,  he  became  connected  with  various  news- 
papers, especially  the  London  Globe.  He  was  well-known  as  a  writer  of  "  vers  de  society. " 
Mr.  Collins'  separate  publications  in  verse  are  "Summer  Songs,''  1860;  "Idyls  and 
Rhymes,"  1865;  "The  Inn  of  Strange  Meetings  and  other  Poems,"  1871.  He  was  also 
the  author  of  the  following  novels:— "Who  is  the  Heir?"  1865;  "Sweet  Anne  Page," 
1868;  "The  Ivory  Gate,"  1869;  "The  Vivian  Romance,"  1870;  "Marquis  and  Mer- 
chant," 1871;  "Two  Plunges  for  a  Pearl,"  1872;  "Princess  Oarice,"  1872;  "Miranda," 
1873;  "Squire  Silchester's  Whim,"  1873;  "Mr.  Carrington"  (written  under  the  name  of 
R,  T.  CJotton),  1873;  "Transmigration,"  1874:  and  "Frances,"  1874.  A  volume  of  essays 
published  anonymously  in  1871  and  entitled,  "The  Secret  of  Long  Life,"  was  also  from 
the  pen  of  Mr.  Collins.— Ward,  Thomas  Humphry,  ed.,  1885,  Men  of  the  Reign,  p.  207. 

PERSONAL 

"I  wholly  agree,"  he  writes,  "in  the  great 
saying,  Labarare  est  orare:  I  add,  Lahorare 
est  vivere."  Again  he  writes:  "I  should 
grow  very  weary  of  life  if  I  did  not  feel  that 
I  had  God  for  friend."  His  marriage  was 
an  exceptionally  happy  one.  He  not  only 
wrote  poetry,  but  made  life  a  poem.  Says 
one  of  his  friends :  "He  rejoiced  in  diffusing 
gladness;  was  intensely  gentle  and  tender, 
and  peculiarly  sensitive  to  kindness." 
By  intuition  he  seemed  to  have  a  thorough 
faith  in  God  and  a  future  life.  His  writings 
indicate  a  highly  poetical  temperament, 
and  he  preserved  his  intellectual  vigor  and 
kindly  nature  to  the  last.— Sargent,  Epbs, 
1880^1,  Harpefs  Cydop<edia  of  British 
and  American  Poetry ,  p.  816. 

He  possessed  one  of  those  comprehensive 
intellects  that  can  at  once  embrace  the 
highest  truths  and  yet  be  alive  to  all  the 
commonplaces  of  human  life.  Variously 
read,  he  had  a  keen  appreciation  of  the 
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works  of  others  and  a  humble  reverence 
for  everything  great  and  good.  He  had 
neither  conceit  nor  envy  in  his  composition, 
nor  was  he  ambitious  for  fame,  except  so 
far  as  it  might  help  to  brighten  his  material 
welfare.  He  was  a  frank,  genial,  open- 
hearted  man,  and  had  a  kindly,  buoyant 
nature,  as  may  be  plainly  seen  from  his 
writings.  He  was  always  happy,  bore 
troubles  patiently,  and  never  grumbled  at 
the  hardness  of  his  lot;  was  most  helpful  to 
others  when  they  needed  help,  firm  and 
affectionate  in  his  friendships,  a  cheery 
companion  and  a  delightful  host,  as  those 
who  visited  him  at  Knowl  Hill  can  testify. 
He  was  never  ill-tempered  or  unsociable, 
was  incapable  of  any  kind  of  meanness  or 
malice,  and  hated  hypocrisy  in  every  form; 
he  was  full  of  happy,  wholesome  life,  be- 
lieving that  existence  held  more  of  joy  than 
of  misery.— Hall,  Charles  E.,  1884, 
Mortimer  Collins,  Gentleman^s  Magazine, 
vol  256,  p.  281. 
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Collins  was  a  man  of  great  physical  and 
mental  vigour.  He  was  over  six  feet  high 
and  powerfully  built.  He  wrote  several 
hours  in  the  day,  and  again  from  ten  to 
two  at  night.  Besides  contributing  to 
newspapers,  he  wrote  several  novels  and 
other  works,  and  turned  out  an  enormous 
quantity  of  playful  verse  for  the  amuse- 
ment of  his  friends.  He  was  a  great  athlete, 
a  first-class  pedestrian,  a  lover  of  dogs, 
and  a  keen  observer  of  nature.  He  revered 
White  of  Selbome,  and  wrote  many  inter- 
esting letters  upon  the  habits  of  birds  in  the 
Times  and  elsewhere.  He  was  a  mathema- 
tician and  a  good  chess-player. — Stephen, 
Lesue,  ed.  1887,  Dictionary  oj  National 
Btofiraphy,  vol  xi,  p.  373. 

GENERAL 

"Frances"  is  not  written  in  Mr.  Mortimer 
Collins's  most  culinary  vein.  ...  We  are 
sorry  that  the  amiable  author  of  this  novel 
should  be  out  of  temper.  He  is  particularly 
angry  with  his  critics.  We  had  believed 
that  Mr.  Collins  was  spoUt  by  his  critics 
who  call  his  style  crisp,  as  he  himself  calls 
the  bacon,  and  say  that  his  sentiments  are 
breezy  and  his  heroines  ideal.  He  is  even 
angry  with  his  quills,  the  quills  which  have 
carried  him  triumphantly  through  so  many 
reams  of  rubbish,  the  quills  with  whose 
origin  he  might  have  been  thought  to  have 
sympathy.  Perhaps  the  cause  of  this  dis- 
pleasure b  his  desertion  from  the  bill-of-fare 
style  of  literature.  Rather  than  see  him 
angry  we  would  counsel  him  to  abandon  his 
new  alliance  and  return  to  his  cutlets.— 
Macleane,  Wai/tbr,  1874,  Frances,  The 
Academy,  vol,  6,  pp.  289,  290. 

As  a  poet,  without  ever  aiming  very  high, 
or,  indeed,  at  doine  more  than  producing 
facile  vers  de  soeiete,  Mr.  Collins  succeeded 
more  nearly  than  either  Mr.  Frederick 
Locker  or  Mr.  Austin  Dobson  in  repro- 
ducing the  peculiar  lyrical  flow  of  the  best 
and  easiest  French  chansoru,  so  that  he 
suggests,  at  however  great  an  interval. 
Stranger  rather  than  Praed.  The  gift  may 
not  be  accounted  a  very  brilliant  one,  but 
it  is  so  extremely  rare  (far  rarer  than  more 
solid  poetical  qualities)  that  critics  cannot 
afford  to  depreciate  it,  and  many  far  more 

E retentions  minor  singers  of  the  day  could 
ave  been  much  more  easUy  spared  than 
Mr.  Mortimer  ColUns. — LrrrLEDALE,  Rich- 
ard F.,  1876,  Mortimer  Collins,  The  Acad- 
emy,  vol.  10.  p.  137. 
He  was  a  man  of  varied  gifts;  large  and 


generous  both  in  body  and  mind;  very  sus- 
ceptible to  all  sights,  sounds,  and  tastes, 
physical  and  mental;  with  a  zest  for  enjoy- 
ment of  all  good  things,  from  a  poem  or  a 
picture  to  a  cigar  and  a  glass  of  claret,  and 
a  taste  which  was  naturally  healthy  in 
almost  all.  .  .  .  He  was  one  of  those  men 
who  suffered  from  over  activity  of  mind, 
of  whom  it  may  be  paradoxically  said  that 
their  thoughts  throng  too  quickly  to  let 
them  think.  Few  can  help  regretting  that 
he  never  permitted  himself  those  reflective 
pauses  in  the  midst  of  creation  which  are 
necessary  for  the  production  of  sure  work. 
Day  after  day  he  wrote,  never  caring  to 
ascertain  that  his  day's  work  was  "good," 
content  that  it  should  be  "good  enough" 
for  the  immediate  purpose.  And  it  always 
was  "good  enough,"  always  full  of  fresh 
impressions  freshly  expressed,  studied  with 
bright  epigram,  sparkling  with  pleasant 
verse,  ovei^owing  with  animal  and  mental 
spirits— the  clear  current  of  an  honest, 
manly,  and  scholarly  mind.  .  .  .  With  the 
exception  of  James  Hannay,  there  has  been 
no  man  of  our  time  whose  career  has  ended 
in  so  great  a  literary  disappointment— 
MoNKHOUSE,  Cosmo,  1879,  Pen  Sketches  by 
a  Vanished  Hand,  The  Academy,  vol.  16, 
p.  419.' 

The  novels  are  indeed,  as  it  were,  a  reflex 
of  the  author's  own  mind— psychological 
studies  rather  than  stories,  pictures  of  him- 
self and  what  he  wished  to  be,  full  of  bright 
refreshing  bits  that  may  be  read  again  and 
again.  They  are  readable  if  only  for  their 
terse,  epigrammatic  English,  their  original 
thought,  and  the  purity  of  the  moral  tone 
which  pervades  them  throughout.  They 
depict  all  that  is  best  and  noblest  in  human 
nature,  showing  us  the  higher  types  of 
manhood  in  preference  to  the  lower.  The 
aim  of  the  author  seemed  always  to  be 
directed  against  the  follies  of  life;  he  stirs 
up  all  the  manlier  qualities  of  our  nature, 
and  those  who  read  must  needs  feel  re- 
freshed in  spirit.— Hall,  Charles  E.,  1884, 
Mortimer  CoUins,  Oenileman's  Magazine, 
vol.  256,  p.  277. 

Whose  light  and  musical  verses  have 
much  charm,  has  also  a  right  to  be  men- 
tioned in  a  record  of  English  contemporary 
poetry.— Oliphant,  Margaret  0.  W., 
1892,  The  Victorian  Age  of  English  Liiera- 
tare,  p.  455. 

His  novels  are  too  romantic  and  wild  to 
abide  as  works  of  Fiction;  he  avowedly 


COLLINS—LANE 


83 


drew  his  characters,  and  invented  his  inci- 
dentSy  as  he  dedred  them  to  be,  not  as  he 
supposed  they  were  in  real  life.  But  his 
books  are  always  worth  reading,  on  account 
of  the  pleasant  writing  therein,  and  the 
numerous  lyrics  which  every  now  and 
then  sparkle  as  gems  in  the  mass.  The  best 
of  them  are,  perhaps,  ''Sweet  Anne  Page,'' 
"Frances,"  and  "Mr.  Carington."— Hay, 
T.  W.  LriTLBTON,  1892,  The  PoeU  and  the 
Poetry  of  the  Century,  Kingtley  to  Thom- 
son, ed.  Miles,  p.  286. 

He  was  one  of  the  last  of  the  so-called 
Bohemian  school  in  letters  and  journalism, 
something  of  a  scholar,  a  fertile  novelist, 
and  a  versatile  journalist  in  most  of  the 
kinds  which  make  up  modem  journalism.— 
Saintsbury,  George,  1896,  A  Hietory  of 
Nineteenth  Century  Literature,  p.  333. 

Had  a  very  happy  knack  for  the  lighter 
kinds  of  lyrical  verse,  half  playful  and  half 
serious.  Under  pressure  of  circumstances 
he  wrote  too  much,  and  the  failure  to 
"polish  and  refine"  tells  against  a  great 
deal  of  his  work.— Walker,  Hugh,  1897, 
The  Age  of  Tennyson,  p.  257. 

Whatever  posthumous  fame  Mortimer 
€ollins  may  gather  will  be  won  by  his 
Ijrrics,  and  by  passages  in  his  longer  poems. 
Here,  even  more  clearly  than  in  his  prose, 
may  .be  heard  the  jubilant  ring  of  delight 
over  the  advent  of  the  glorious  climax  of 
the  year.  Not  the  narrow  purse  nor  the 
inevitable  call  to  forced  labor  of  the  pen 
could  mar  the  note  of  enjoyment  or  pro- 


voke a  murmur  of  pessimism.  ...  His 
work  shows  signs  of  the  stress  under  which 
he  worked  from  first  to  last,  and  literature 
is  the  poorer  because  leisure  to  perfect  and 
polish  was  denied  him.  He  had  no  weighty 
message  to  deliver,  but  he  has  left  a  legacy 
of  consolation  to  the  few  who  have  learned 
his  secret,  a  feat  not  always  compassed  by 
the  greater  prophets.  lake  his  beloved 
birds,  he  sang  because  he  must,  a  tendency 
which  in  itself  would  have  been  fatal  to  the 

1>roclamation  of  any  serious  evangel,  for, 
et  him  start  on  any  theme  he  might  select, 
he  would  invariably  drift  back,  after  a 
little,  to  tell  of  some  suggestive  passage 
recentlv  discovered  in  a  book,  or  to  chat 
about  his  dogs  or  his  feathered  friends,  or 
some  other  delight  of  his  little  sarden 
domain.  ...  In  all  his  work  the  influence 
of  sound  classical  training  is  apparent.  .  .  . 
Mortimer  CoUina  was  not  a  great  writer  in 
any  sense,  but  he  could  treat  with  such 
subtle  insight,  such  penetrating  sympathv, 
those  emotions  and  aspects  of  Itfe  which, 
for  him,  comprised  the  whole  joy  of  living, 
that  to  all  those  who  have  fallen  under  his 
charm  the  sight  or  soimd  of  his  name  will 
never  fail  to  call  up  some  pictures  of  the 
Thames  in  its  summer  g^ory,  as  he  per- 
ceived or  imagined  it,  of  the  chorus  of  the 
birds,  of  the  quaint,  loving  humora  of  his 
dogs,  of  the  jocund  feast  at  the  end  of  a 
hard  day's  toil,  or  of  the  perfect  domestic 
happiness  of  his  later  years.— Waters, 
W.  G.,  1899,  Among  my  Books,  Literature, 
vol.  5,  p.  28,  29,  30. 


Edwaxd  William  Lane 

1801-1876 

An  English  Orientalist,  one  of  the  most  accomplished  men  of  his  time;  bom  at  Here- 
ford, Sept.  17, 1801 ;  died  at  Worthing,  Aug.  10, 1876.  He  published  "  Manners  and  Cus- 
toms of  the  Modem  Egyptians"  (1836),  and  made  one  of  the  most  famous  transbitions 
of  the  '' Arabian  Nights"  (1838-49).  This  work  was  the  first  translation  of  consequence 
into  English  which  was  made  directly  from  the  Arabic,  all  previous  translations  having 
been  made  through  the  French.  It  contained  valuable  illustrations  and  numerous  schol- 
arly and  indispensable  notes.  The  translations  of  Burton  and  Payne  were  subsequent  to 
it.  The  world  is  indebted  to  him  for  many  valuable  works  on  Eg3rpt,  and  especially  for  his 
'' Arabic-English  Lexicon"  (1863-74),  which  cost  him  twenty  years  of  unremitting  labor. 
The  succeeding  parts  came  out  from  1877  to  1889  under  the  editorship  of  S.  Lane-Poole, 
the  whole  forming  a  dictionary  indispensable  to  the  student  of  Arabic— Warner,  Charles 
DuBLET,  ed.,  1897,  Library  of  the  World^s  Best  Literature,  Biographical  Dictionary,  vol.  XXIX, 
p.  324. 

PERSONAX.  .  .  .  Mr.  Lane's  private  life  was  that  of  a 

The  world  has  lost  an  English  scholar  leamed  man.  He  allowed  nothing  but  the 
whom  even  (Sermany  acknowledged  to  be  claims  of  affection  to  interfere  with  his 
the  unapproachable  master  of  his  subject,     work,  but  his  few  spare  moments  endeared 
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him  to  his  family  and  his  friends.  His  in- 
fluence in  his  own  circle  being  that  of  a 
noble  example  was  potent,  and  his  sym- 
pathies were  never  narrowed  by  his  almost 
ascetic  life.  Public  affairs  shared  with  the 
history  of  discovery  of  every  kind  his  warm- 
est interest.  A  lofty  faith  and  a  blameless 
life  added  from  time  to  time  to  the  dignity 
of  his  form  and  the  nobility  of  his  counte- 
nance, in  spite  of  the  constant  ill-health 
with  which  he  battled  while  he  did  his 
work.  A  delicate  constitution,  enfeebled  by 
severe  study,  at  length  gave  way,  and, 
notwithstanding  the  constant,  and  most 
tender  affection  of  his  family,  and  the  un- 
remitting care  of  his  medical  adviser,  a 
short  illness  ended  the  career  of  this  great 
scholar.— Poole,  Reginald  Stuart,  1876, 
The  Academy,  vol.  10,  pp.  188,  189. 

Lane's  third  visit  to  Egypt  was  under- 
taken with  the  special  object  of  preparing  a 
lexicon  of  the  Arabic  language,  of  which  his 
previous  residence  in  Cairo  had  given  him 
such  a  mastery  that  the  very  Ulema  of  the 
University  of  the  Azhar  were  wont  pri- 
vately to  seek  his  help  in  difficult  questions 
of  plulology.  He  devoted  the  rest  of  his 
life  to  it,  working  from  ten  to  twelve  hours 
a  day  for  nearly  a  third  of  a  century.— 
Poole,  Stanley  Lane,  1887,  Celebrities  of 
the  Century,  ed.  Sanders,  p.  654. 


GENERAL 

The  especial  and  exceptional  manner  of 
this  work  ["Manners  and  Customs  of  the 
Modern  Egyptians"]  is  in  its  careful  and 
minute  account  of  the  social  conditions  and 
habits  of  the  people  of  Egypt.  Mr.  Mc- 
Coan,  in  his  recent  work  on  Egypt,  assures 
us  that  the  descriptions  are  acSiirable  por- 
trayals of  Egyptian  life  at  the  present  day. 
—Adams,  Charles  Kendall,  1882,  A 
Manual  of  Historical  Literature,  p.  416. 

This  was  the  first  accurate  version  of  the 
celebrated  Arabic  stories,  and  still  remaiub 
the  best  translation  for  all  but  professed 
students.  It  is  not  complete,  and  the  coarse- 
ness of  the  original  is  necessarily  excised  in 
work  which  was  intended  for  the  general 
public;  but  the  eastern  tone,  which  was  lost 
in  the  earlier  versions,  based  upon  Gal- 
land's  French  paraphrase,  is  faithfully  re- 
produced, and  the  very  stiffness  of  the 
style,  not  otherwise  commendable,  has 
been  found  to  convey  something  of  the  im- 
pression of  the  Arabic.  The  work  is  en- 
riched with  copious  notes,  derived  from  the 
translator's  personal  knowledge  of  Moham- 
medan life  and  his  wide  acquaintance  with 
Arabic  literature,  and  forms  a  sort  of  en- 
cyclopaedia of  Muslim  customs  and  beliefs. 
—Poole,  Stanley  Lane,  1892,  Dictionary 
of  National  Biography,  vol  xxxn,  p.  73. 


O-eorge  Alfred  Lawrence 

1827-1876 
George  Alfred  Lawrence,  educated  at  Rugby,  and  at  Balliol  College,  Oxford,  where  he 
graduated  with  honors  1850;  called  to  the  bar  at  the  Inner  Temple  1852;  but  devoted  him- 
self chiefly  to  literature.  His  novels  were  published  anonymously.  1.  Guy  Livingstone; 
or.  Thorough,  Lon.,  1857,  p.  8vo;  4th  ed.,  1862.  ...  2.  Barren  Honour,  1862, 2  vols. 
p.8vo.  2d  ^.  same  year.  3.  Border  and  Bastile,  1863,  8vo.  4.  (Ed.),  A  Bundle  of  Bal- 
lads, Lon.,  1863,  sq.l6mo.  5.  Maurice  Bering;  or,  The  Quadrilateral,  Lon.,  1864,  p.8vo.; 
new  ed.  1869.  6.  Sans  Merci;  or.  Kestrels  and  Falcons,  Lon.,  1866,  3  vols.  p.8vo.;  new  ed. 
1869, 1  vol.  12mo.  7.  Brakespeare;  or.  The  Fortunes  of  a  Free-lance,  Lon.,  1868,  3  vols. 
p.8vo.  8.  Sword  and  Gown,  Jjon.,  1868,  p.8vo.;  new  ed.,  1870.  9.  Breaking  a  Butter- 
fly; or,  Blanche  Ellerslie's  Ending,  Lon.,  1869,  3  vols.  p.8vo.  10.  Anteros,  Lon.,  1871, 
3  vols.  p.8vo.  11.  Silverland,  Lon.,  1873,  p.8vo.  ...  12.  Hagarene,  Lon.,  1874,3 
vols.  8vo.— Kirk,  John  Foster,  1891,  A  Supplement  to  Allibone's  Critical  Dictionary  of 
English  Literature,  vol  ii  p.  979. 


GENERAL 

In  1857  he  astonished  novel-readers  by 
his  "Guy  Livingstone,  or.  Thorough," 
with  its  deification  of  strength  and  very 
questionable  morality.  The  hostile  critics 
depicted  the  hero  as  a  mixture  of  the  prize- 
fighter and  the  libertine,  while  the  ad- 
mirers of  the  book  praised  the  disregard  of 
conventionalities  and  personal  daring  of 


both  the  hero  and  the  author,  and  a  report 
that  in  the  work  the  author  had  described 
his  own  boyhood  and  college  life  lent  an 
additional  piquancy  to  the  book.  It  had 
a  large  sale,  and  from  this  time  forward 
Lawrence  produced  a  work  of  fiction  nearly 
every  alternate  year.  One  of  the  best  of 
these  was  "Sword  and  Gown,"  1868,  which 
has  a  coherence  and  an  air  of  probability 
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hardly  to  be  found  elsewhere  in  his  writ- 
ings. ...  In  his  numerous  books  Law- 
rence's style  is  always  vigorous,  and  he  is 
never  dull.— BoASE,  George  Clement, 
1892,  Dictionary  of  National  Bioffraphy, 
vol  xxxn,  pp.  254, 255. 

"Guy  Livingstone,"  which  was  very 
popular,  and  much  denounced  as  the  Gospel 
of  "muscular  blackguardism "~a  parody 
on  the  phrase  "muscular  Christianity," 
which  had  been  applied  to  and  not  unwel- 
comed  by  Charles  Kingsley.  The  book  ex- 
hibited a  very  curious  blend  of  divers  of 
the  motives  and  interests  which  have  been 
specified  as  actuating  the  novel  about  this 
time.  Lawrence,  who  was  really  a  scholar, 
felt  to  the  full  the  PrsB-Raphaelite  influence 
in  art,  though  by  no  means  in  religion,  and 


wrote  in  a  style  which  is  a  sort  of  tran- 
sition between  the  excessive  floridness  of  the 
first  Lord  Lytton  and  the  later  Corinthi- 
anism  of  Mr.  Symonds.  But  he  retained 
also  from  his  prototype,  and  new  modelled, 
the  tendency  to  take  "society"  and  the 
manners,  especially  the  amatory  manners, 
of  society  very  much  as  his  province.  .  .  . 
That  Lawrence's  total  ideal,  both  in  style 
and  sentiment,  was  artificial,  false,  and 
flawed,  may  be  admitted.  But  he  has  to 
a  great  extent  been  made  to  bear  the  blame 
of  exaggerations  of  his  own  scheme  by 
others;  and  he  was  really  a  novelist  and  a 
writer  of  great  talent,  which  somehow 
came  short,  but  not  so  very  far  short,  of 
genius.  ^Saintsburt,  Georoe,  1896,  A 
History  of  Nineteenth  Century  Literature. 


John  Lothrop  Motley 

1814-1877 
Bom,  at  Dorchester,  Mass.,  15  April  1814.  To  Harvard  Univ.,  1827;  B.  A.,  1831. 
Studied  at  Berlin  and  Gottingen  Universities,  1832-33.  Married  Mary  Benjamin,  2  March 
1837.  Advocate,  1837.  Sec.  of  American  Legation,  St.  Petersburg,  winter  of  1841-42. 
Contrib.  to  "North  American  Rev."  from  1845.  Mem.  of  Massachusetts  House  of  Rep- 
resentatives, 1849.  In  Europe,  1851-56.  In  Boston,  1856-57.  Contrib.  to  first  no.  of 
"Atlantic  Monthly,"  Nov.  1857.  Returned  to  England,  1858.  Hon.  LL.  D.,  Harvard, 
1860;  Hon.  D.  C.  L.,  Oxford,  1860.  To  America,  1861.  U.  S.  A.  Ambassador  at  Vienna, 
1861-67.  Returned  to  Boston,  June  1868.  To  England,  1868;  resided  there  till  his  death. 
Ambassador  to  England,  1869-70.  Foreign  Assoc,  of  French  Academy,  1876;  Dr.  Phil., 
Groningen;  Corresp.  Mem.  Institute  of  France;  F.  S.  A.,  Hon.  LL.  D.,  Cambridge;  Hon. 
LL.  D.,  New  York;  Hon.  LL.  D.,  Leyden;  Mem.  of  numerous  American  and  foreign  his- 
torical societies.  Last  visit  to  America,  1875.  Died,  near  Dorchester,  Devonshire,  29 
May  1877.  Buried  at  Kensal  Green.  Work$:  "  Morton's  Hope, "  1839;  " Merry  Mount, " 
1849;  "History  of  the  Rise  of  the  Dutch  Republic,"  1856;  "History  of  the  United  Nether- 
lands," vols,  i.,  ii.,  1860;  vols,  iii.,  iv.,  1868;  "Causes  of  the  Qvil  War  in  America,"  1861; 
''Historic  Progress  and  American  Democracy,"  1869;  "The  Life  and  Death  of  John  of 
Bameveld,"  1874.  Posthumous:  "Correspondence,"  ed.  by  G.  W.  Curtis,  1889.  Life: 
by  0.  W.  Holmes,  1878.— Sharp,  R.  Farquharson,  1897,  A  Dictionary  of  English  Authors, 
p.  206. 


PERSONAL 

Allow  me  to  thank  you  most  warmly 
for  your  long  and  interesting  letter,  which, 
if  it  had  been  twice  as  long  as  it  was,  would 
only  have  pleased  me  more.  There  are 
few  persons  that  I  have  only  seen  once 
with  whom  I  so  much  desire  to  keep  up  a 
communication  as  with  you;  and  the  im- 
portance of  what  I  learn  from  you  respect- 
ing matters  so  full  of  momentous  conse- 
quences to  the  world  would  make  such 
communication  most  valuable  to  me,  even 
if  I  did  not  wish  for  it  on  personal  grounds. 
— Mill,  John  Stuart,  1862,  Letter  to 
MoUey,  Oct.  31;  Correspondence  of  John 
LoUwop  Motley,  ed.  Curtis,  vol.  n,  p.  95. 


Breakfasted  with  Layard,  to  meet  Julian 
Fane,  who  told  us  an  amusing  story  about 
Motley,  who  is  now  American  Minister  at 
Vienna,  and  a  most  furious  Northerner; 
although  before  the  War  he  said  to  Layard 
—"If  our  Sister  of  the  South  wants  to 
leave  us,  let  her  part  in  peace."  He  had 
become,  it  appears,  so  excited  that  he  had 
quite  withdrawn  from  society,  being 
unable  to  listen  with  toleration  to  any 
opinions  hostile  to  his  own.  This  had 
gone  on  for  some  time,  when  his  friends 
arranged  a  little  dinner,  at  which  the 
greatest  care  was  to  be  taken  to  keep  the 
conversation  quite  away  from  all  irritating 
subjects.    Not  a  word  was  said  about  the 
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War,  and  everything  was  going  on  delight- 
fully, when  an  unlucky  Russian,  leaning 
across  the  table,  said— "Mr.  Motley,  I 
understand  that  you  have  given  a  great  deal 
of  attention  to  the  history  of  the  sixteenth 
century;  I  have  done  so  too,  and  should 
like  to  know  whether  you  agree  with  me 
in  one  opinion  at  which  I  have  arrived.  I 
think  the  Duke  of  Alva  was  one  of  the 
greatest  and  best  statesmen  who  ever 
Qved!"  Motley  completely  lost  his  tem- 
per, and  the  well-laid  plan  was  overthrown. 
— DuFP,  Sir  Mountstuart  E.  Grant, 
1863,  Note$  from  a  Diary,  March  26,  vol 
I,  p.  227. 

Jack  My  Dear, — Where  the  devil  are 
you,  and  what  do  you  do  that  you  never 
write  a  line  to  me?  I  am  working  from 
mom  to  night  like  a  nigger,  and  you  have 
nothing  to  do  at  all— you  might  as  well 
tip  me  a  line  as  well  as  looking  on  your 
feet  tilted  against  the  wall  of  God  knows 
what  a  dreary  colour.  I  cannot  entertain  a 
regular  correspondence;  it  happens  to  me 
that  during  five  days  I  do  not  find  a 
quarter  of  an  hour  for  a  walk;  but  you, 
lazy  old  chap,  what  keeps  you  from  think- 
ing of  your  old  friends?  When  just  going 
to  bed  in  this  moment  my  eye  met  with 
yours  on  your  portrait,  and  I  curtailed  the 
sweet  restorer,  sleep,  in  order  to  remind 
you  of  Auld  Lang  Syne.  Why  do  you 
never  come  to  Berlin?  It  is  not  a  quarter 
of  an  American's  holiday  journey  from 
Vienna,  and  my  wife  and  me  should  be 
so  happy  to  see  you  once  more  in  this 
sullen  life.  —  BiSMARCK,  Orro  Eduard 
Leopold  Prince  von,  1864,  Letter  to  Mot- 
ley, May  23;  The  CorrespoTidenee  of  John 
Lothrop  MoUeyy  ed,  CwrHe,  vol  n,  p.  159. 

But  there  is  a  yet  deeper  key  of  harmony 
that  has  just  b^n  struck  within  the  last 
week.  The  hand  of  death  has  removed 
from  his  dwelling-place  amongst  us  one 
of  the  brightest  lights  of  the  Western 
Hemisphere— the  high-spirited  patriot,  the 
faithful  friend  of  England's  best  and  purest 
spirits,  the  brilliant,  the  indefatigable  his- 
torian who  told,  as  none  before  him  had 
told,  the  history  of  the  rise  and  struggle  , 
of  the  Dutch  Republic,  almost  a  part  of 
his  own.  We  sometimes  ask  what  room  or 
place  is  left  in  the  crowded  temple  of 
Europe's  fame  for  one  of  the  Western 
World  to  occupy.  But  a  suflScient  answer 
is  given  in  the  work  which  was  reserved  to 
be  accomplished  by  him  who  has  just  de- 


parted. So  long  as  the  tale  of  greatness  of 
the  House  of  Orange,  of  the  siege  of  Leyden, 
of  the  tragedy  of  Bameveld,  interests  man- 
kind, so  long  will  Holland  be  indissolubly 
connected  with  the  name  of  Motley,  in  the 
union  of  the  ancient  culture  of  Europe, 
with  the  aspirations  of  America  which  was 
so  remarkable  in  the  ardent,  laborious, 
soaring  soul  that  has  passed  away.— 
Stanley,  Arthur  Penrhyn,  1877,  Sermon 
in  Westminster  Abbey,  June  3. 

JOHN  LOTHROP  MOTLEY, 
Born  at  Dorohbstbb,  Mass..  April  15»  1814. 
Died  near  Dobchestbr,  Dorset.,  May  29, 

1877. 
In  God  is  light,  and  in  him  is  no  darkness 

at  aU, 
MARY  ELIZABETH,  WIFE  OF    JOHN 
LOTHROP  MOTLEY, 
Born  April  7, 1818. 
Died  December  81,  1874. 
Truth  shaJl  make  you  free. 
—Inscription  on  Grave,  1877,  Kensal 
Green  Cemetery. 

Having  succeeded  Mr.  Motley  at  Vienna 
some  two  years  after  his  departure,  I  had 
occasion  to  read  most  of  his  despatches, 
which  exhibited  a  mastery  of  the  subjects 
of  which  they  treated,  with  much  of  the 
clear  perception,  the  scholarly  and  phil- 
osophic tone  and  decided  judgment,  which, 
supplemented  by  his  picturesque  descrip- 
tion, full  of  life  and  color,  have  given  char- 
acter to  his  histories.  They  are  features 
which  might  well  have  served  to  extend 
the  remark  of  Madame  de  Stael  that  a 
great  historian  is  almost  a  statesman.— 
Jay,  John,  1877,  Paper  Read  at  a  Meeting 
of  the  New  York  Historical  Society. 

I  met  Motley  at  Gottingen  in  1832, 1  am 
not  sure  if  at  the  beginning  of  Easter  Term 
or  Michaelmas  Term.  He  kept  company 
with  German  students,  though  more  ad- 
dicted to  study  than  we  members  of  the 
fighting  clubs  (corps).  Although  not 
having  mastered  yet  the  German  lan- 
guage, he  exercised  a  marked  attraction  by 
a  conversation  sparkling  with  wit,  humor, 
and  originality.  In  autumn  of  1833,  hav- 
ing both  of  us  migrated  from  Gottingen  to 
Berlin  for  the  prosecution  of  our  studies, 
we  became  fellow-lodgers  in  the  house  No. 
161  Friedrich  Strasse.  There  we  lived 
in  the  closest  intimacy,  sharing  meals  and 
outdoor  exercise.  Motley  by  that  time  had 
arrived  at  talking  German  fluently;  he 
occupied  himself  not  only  in  translating 
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Goethe's  poem  "Faust/'  but  tried  his  hand 
even  in  composing  German  verses.  En- 
thusiastic admirer  of  Shakespeare,  Byron, 
Goethe,  he  used  to  spice  his  conversation 
abundantly  with  quotations  from  these  his 
favorite  authors.  A  pertinacious  arguer, 
so  much  so  that  sometimes  he  watched  my 
awakening  in  order  to  continue  a  discussion 
on  some  topic  of  science,  poetry,  or  prac- 
tical life,  cut  short  by  the  chime  of  the 
small  hours,  he  never  lost  his  mild  and 
amiable  temper.  .  .  .  The  most  strik- 
ing feature  of  his  handsome  and  delicate 
appearance  was  uncommonly  large  and 
beautiful  eyes.  He  never  entered  a  draw- 
ing-room without  exciting  the  curiosity 
and  sympathy  of  the  ladies. — Bismarck, 
Otto  Eduard  Leopold  Princbvon,  1878, 
Reminiseenees  of  Motley  ^  per  Lothair  Bucher, 
Memoir  of  John  Lotkrop  Motley  by  Holmet, 
Proceedings  of  the  MasMchtuetts  HUtoried 
Society,  vol  16,  pp,  410,  411. 

He  generally  rose  early,  the  hour  varying 
somewhat  at  different  parts  of  his  life,  ac- 
cording to  his  work  and  health.  Some- 
times, when  much  absorbed  by  literary 
labor,  he  would  rise  before  seven,  often 
lighting  his  own  fire,  and  with  a  cup  of  tea 
or  coffee  writing  until  the  family  breakfast 
hour,  after  which  his  work  was  immediately 
resumed,  and  he  usually  sat  over  his  writing 
table  until  late  in  the  afternoon,  when  he 
would  take  a  short  walk.  Ifis  dinner 
hour  was  late,  and  he  rarely  worked  at 
night.  During  the  early  years  of  his 
literary  studies  he  led  a  life  of  great  retire- 
ment. Later,  after  the  publication  of  the 
"Dutch  Republic"  and  during  the  years  of 
official  place,  he  was  much  in  society  in 
England,  Austria,  and  Holland.  He  enjoyed 
social  life,  and  particularly  dining  out, 
keenly,  but  was  very  moderate  and  simple 
m  all  his  personal  habits,  and  for  many 
years  before  his  death  had  entirely  given 
up  smoking.  His  work,  when  not  in  his 
own  library,  was  in  the  Archives  of  the 
Netherlands,  Brussels,  Paris,  the  English 
State  Paper  office,  and  the  British  Museum, 
where  he  made  his  own  researches,  patiently 
and  laboriously  consulting  original  manu- 
scripts and  reading  masses  of  correspond- 
ence, from  which  he  afterwards  sometimes 
caused  copies  to  be  made,  and  where  he 
worked  for  many  consecutive  hours  a  day. 
After  his  material  had  been  thus  painfully 
and  toQfully  amassed,  the  writing  of  his 
own  story  was  always  done  at  home,  and 


his  mind,  having  digested  the  necessary 
matter,  always  poured  itself  forth  in  writ- 
ing so  copiously  that  his  revision  was 
chiefly  devoted  to  reducing  the  over-abun- 
dance. He  never  shrank  from  any  of  the 
drudgery  of  preparation,  but  I  think  his 
own  part  of  the  work  was  sheer  pleasure 
to  him.— Harcourt,  Lady,  1878,  Letter  to 
Oliver  Wendell  Holmes,  Proceedings  of  the 
Massachusetts  Historical  Society,  vol.  16, 
p.  472. 

A  very  serious  breach  had  taken  place 
between  the  President  and  Mr.  Sumner 
on  the  important  San  Domingo  question. 
It  was  a  quarrel,  in  short,  neither  more  or 
less,  at  least  so  far  as  the  President  was 
concerned.  The  proposed  San  Domingo 
treaty  had  just  been  rejected  by  the  Senate, 
on  the  thiitieth  day  of  June,  and  imme- 
diately thereupon,— -the  very  next  day, — 
the  letter  requesting  Mr.  Motley's  resigna- 
tion was  issued  by  the  Executive.  This 
fact  was  interpreted  as  implying  some- 
thing more  than  a  mere  coincidence.  It 
was  thought  that  Sumner's  friend,  who 
had  been  supported  by  him  as  a  candidate 
for  high  office,  who  shared  many  of  his 
political  ideas  and  feelings,  who  was  his 
intimate  associate,  his  fellow-tewnsman, 
his  companion  in  scholarship  and  cultiva- 
tion, his  sympathetic  co-laborer  in  many 
ways,  had  been  accounted  and  dealt  with 
as  the  ally  of  an  enemy,  and  that  the  shaft 
which  struck  to  the  heart  of  the  sensitive 
Envoy  had  glanced  from  the  (u  triplex  of 
the  obdurate  Senator.  .  .  .  The  osten- 
sible grounds  on  which  Mr.  Motley  was  re- 
called are  plainly  insufllcient  to  account 
for  the  action  of  the  Government.  If  it 
was  in  great  measure  a  manifestation  of 
personal  feeling  on  the  part  of  the  high 
officials  by  whom  and  through  whom  the 
act  was  accomplished,  it  was  a  wrong 
which  can  never  be  repaired  and  never 
sufficiently  regretted.  —  Holmes,  Oliver 
Wendell,  1878,  John  Lotkrop  MoUey,  A 
Memoir,  pp,  160,  184. 

When  Motley  had  grown  to  man's  estete 
Lady  B3rron  declared  that  he  more  resem- 
bled her  husband  than  any  person  she  had 
ever  met;  but  Wendell  Phillips,  his  play- 
mate and  classmate,  objects  to  this  opinion 
on  the  ground  that  Motley  was  handsomer 
than  Byron.  .  .  .  The  beautiful  boy 
was  saved  from  being  spoiled  by  a  com- 
bination in  his  nature  of  an  immense  in- 
tellectual ambition  with  a  corresponding 
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Belf-distrust.  To  the  end  of  his  life  he  was 
consumed  with  a  desire  to  perform  great 
things,  and  to  the  end  of  his  life  he  was 
painfully  sensible  that  he  had  not  come 
up  to  his  lofty  ideal.— WfflPPLE,  Edwin 
I^CT,  1886,  ReeoUeeHons  of  Eminent  Men, 
pp.  158,  159. 

MORTON*S  HOPE 
1839 

There  is  a  manliness  and  a  concentration 
in  the  author's  style,  that  at  once  evinces 
his  power;  and  he  possesses,  in  an  eminent 
degree,  that  most  rare  and  difficult  art  in 
story-telling,  the  knowing  where  to  stop: 
he  never  launches  out  into  digressions,  nor 
wearies  the  reader  with  unnecessary  re- 
marks and  explanations.  His  meaning  is  at 
once  stamped  clear  and  finished,  and  re- 
quires no  after  touching  to  render  it  more 
complete.— Hook,  Theodore,  1839,  Mor- 
ion of  Morton*s  Hope,  New  Monthly  Magor 
zine,  vol,  57,  p.  137. 

It  must  be  confessed  that,  as  a  story, 
*' Morton's  Hope"  cannot  endure  a  search- 
ing or  even  a  moderately  careful  analysis. 
It  is  wanting  in  cohesion,  in  character, 
even  in  a  proper  regard  to  circumstances 
of  time  and  place;  it  is  a  map  of  dissected 
incidents  wMch  has  been  flung  out  of  its 
box  and  has  arranged  itself  without  the 
least  regard  to  chronology  or  geography. 
It  is  not  difficult  to  trace  in  it  many  of  the 
influences  which  had  helped  in  forming 
or  deforming  the  mind  of  the  young  man  of 
twenty-five  not  yet  come  into  possession 
of  his  full  inheritance  of  the  slowly  ripening 
qualities  which  were  yet  to  assert  their 
robust  independence.  How  could  he  help 
admiring  Byron  and  falling  into  more  or 
less  unconscious  imitation  of  his  moods, 
if  not  of  his  special  affectations?— Holmes, 
Oliver  Wendell,  1878,  Memoir  of  John 
Loihrop  MotUy,  Proceedings  of  the  Mae^or 
chusetts  Histoneal  Society y  vol.  16,  p.  412. 

The  failure  of  this  book  was  complete 
and  almost  ignominious,  in  spite  of  many 
admirable  passages  both  of  reflection  and 
description,  the  merit  of  which  was  ap- 
parent amid  all  the  anarchy  of  the  narra- 
tive. It  exhibited  in  an  exaggerated  form 
a  mental  defect  which  is  more  or  less  visible 
in  his  histories, — namely,  a  tendency  to 
treat  subordinate  details  with  such  fulness 
and  richness  as  somewhat  to  interfere  with 
a  clear  perception  of  the  main  design.  In 
"Morton's  Hope"  this  defect  was  so  promi- 
nent as  to  enable  scores  of  people,  who 


were  incompetent  to  write  any  half-dozen 
of  its  brilliant  paragraphs,  to  sneer  at  the 
work  as  a  whole.  "Have  you  heard," 
said  a  wit  of  the  family  of  Morton  to  his 
acquaintance,  "that  our  friend  Motley's 
failure  is  '  Morton's  Hope? ' "  Motley  him- 
self came  to  hate  his  own  book  so  much 
that  it  was  dangerous  to  refer  to  it  in  his 
presence.- Whipple,  Edwin  Percy,  1886, 
Recollections  of  Eminent  Men,  p.  163. 

MERRY  MOUNT 

1849 

The  early  history  of  Plymouth  and 
Massachusetts,  though  it  is  a  record  of 
adventures,  perils,  and  hardships,  and 
many  strongly  marked  characters  appear 
in  it,  certainly  presents  few  materials 
for  romance.  The  whole  foreground  of 
the  canvas  is  occupied  by  the  grim  figures 
of  the  Puritans,  and  in  the  distance  appear 
only  a  few  Indians  flitting  about  like 
shadows  in  the  interminable  forests.  It  is 
a  wild  and  stem  scene,  but  its  features  are 
not  pliable  enough  for  the  imagination  to 
work  upon.  It  does  not  offer  those  strik- 
ing contrasts  of  situation  and  character, 
that  variety  of  costume  and  scenery,  or 
those  rapid  alterations  of  fortune,  of  li^ht 
and  gloom,  in  which  the  writer  of  fiction 
delights.  The  story  is  even  a  monotonous 
recital  of  exile,  labor  and  suffering,  bravely 
endured  from  the  holiest  of  all  motives. 
It  claims  attention  and  study  from  the 
moralist,  the  philosophical  observer  of 
human  nature,  and  even  from  the  states- 
man; but  it  hardly  arrests  the  notice  of 
those  who  crave  only  a  pleasurable  excite- 
ment of  the  fancy  and  the  intellect. — 
BowEN,  Francts,  1849,  Merry-Mount, 
North  American  Review,  vol.  68,  p.  203. 

Without  rapidity  of  movement  or  stir- 
ring interest,  its  quiet  style  is  certainly 
not  dull.  Its  representations  of  the  grim 
Puritans  and  the  jovial  and  aggravating 
Anglicans  of  WoUaston  Heights,  are  faith- 
ful portraitures;  and  we  feel  that  we  are 
instructed  by  an  historian  who  is  no 
special  pleader  on  either  side.  The  old 
hermit  of  Boston  is  a  personage  whom  one 
remembers  long  after  the  book  has  been 
laid  down.  In  scene,  characterization,  and 
accuracy  of  historical  narration,  "Merry 
Mount"  was  a  fit  precursor  of  the  later 
and  more  important  works  of  its  author, 
devoted  to  other  and  higher  subjects. 
The  book  has  disappeared  from  notice, 
and  it  perhaps  hardly  deserves  reprinting; 
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but  it  showed  the  trend  of  the  author's 
mind,  and  proved  that  a  future  success  was 
at  least  possible  for  him.-- Richardson, 
Charles  F.,  1887,  Aifuriean  Literature, 
1607-1885.  vol  I,  p.  503. 

HISTORY  OF  THE  DUTCH  REPUBLIC 
1856 

A  history  ...  as  complete  as  in- 
dustry and  genius  can  make  it  now  lies 
before  us,  of  the  first  twenty  years  of  the 
Revolt  of  the  United  Provinces;  of  the 
period  in  which  those  provinces  finally 
conquered  their  independence  and  estab- 
lished the  Republic  of  Holland.  It  has 
been  the  result  of  many  years  of  silent 
thoughtful,  unobtrusive  labor,  and  unless 
we  are  strangely  mistaken,  unless  we  are 
ourselves  altogether  unfit  for  this  office  of 
criticising  which  we  have  here  undertaken, 
the  book  is  one  which  will  take  its  place 
among  the  finest  histories  in  this  or  in  any 
language.  ...  All  the  essentials  of  a 
great  writer  Mr.  Motley  eminently  pos- 
sesses. His  mind  is  broad,  his  industry 
unwearied.  In  power  of  dramatic  descrip- 
tion no  modern  historian,  except  perhaps 
Mr.  Carlyle,  surpasses  him,  and  in  anah'sis 
of  character  he  is  elaborate  and  distinct. 
His  principles  are  those  of  honest  love  for 
all  which  is  good  and  admirable  in  human 
character  wherever  he  finds  it,  while  he 
unaffectedly  hates  oppression,  and  despises 
selfishness  with  all  his  heart.— Froude, 
James  Anthony,  1856,  Wezlmimier  Review 
vol,  65,  p.  314. 

For  twenty  years  I  have  been  in  the 
habit  of  urging  the  students  to  study  the 
history  of  the  Netherlands,  as  next  in 
importance  among  modem  states  to  the 
history  of  our  own  country,  to  that  of  Eng- 
land; repeatedly  I  have  advised  them  to 
take  solitary  ''WiUiam  of  Orange''  as 
a  great  theme  for  addresses  or  essays;  and 
you  may  readily  judge  withmvhat  Satis- 
faction I  can  now  direct  them  to  Motley's 
work.  One  or  two  things  I  could  have 
wished  differently;  but  the  merits  of  the 
book  are  so  great  and  of  such  general  and 
public  character  that  all  of  us  owe  thanks 
to  the  patient,  diligent,  skilful,  right- 
minded,  and  truthful  author.  It  is  a 
wholesome  and  nutritious  book.  It  is  a 
good  pabulum  for  commonwealth-men 
and  commonwealth-lads.  I  know  that  it 
IS  but  too  often  injurious  to  become  ac- 
quainted with  crime  and  vice,  even  when 
exhibited  to  be  loathed;  but  it  is  a  stem 


necessity  for  reflecting  men  of  action  to 
know  how  deep  humanity  can  sink  and 
what  fearful  capacity  of  relapse  there  is  in 
every  one  of  us  in  bewildering  circum- 
stances. Besides,  the  baseness  of  Philip 
and  the  crime  of  Alva  are  so  stupendous 
that  they  lose  the  power  of  familiarizing 
the  souls  of  men,  when  plainly  represented, 
with  baseness  and  crime;  while  side  by 
side  with  these  hideous  pictures  is  ex- 
hibited the  full-length  image  of  a  William,— 
the  greatest  of  that  worshipful  band  of 
exalted  citizens  to  which  Thrasybulus, 
Timoleon,  Andrea  Doria,  and  Washington 
belong.  Congress  and  Parliament  decree 
thanks  for  military  exploits,— rarely  for 
diplomatic  achievements.  If  they  ever 
voted  their  thanks  for  books,— and  what 
deeds  have  influenced  the  course  of  human 
events  more  than  some  books?— Motley 
ought  to  have  the  thanks  of  our  Congress; 
but  I  doubt  not  that  he  has  already  the 
thanks  of  every  American  who  has  read 
the  work.— LiEBER,  Francis,  1857,  Letter 
to  S.  Austin  Allibone,  April  14;  AUibone^s 
Dictionary  of  English  Literature^  vol,  ii, 
p.  1380. 

Mr.  Motley's  "History  of  the  Dutch 
Republic"  is,  in  my  judgment,  a  work  of 
the  highest  merit.  lJnwear3dng  research 
for  years  in  the  libraries  of  Europe,  patience 
and  judgment  in  arranging  and  digesting 
his  materials,  a  fine  historical  tact,  much 
skill  in  characterization,  the  perspective 
of  narration,  as  it  may  be  called,  and  a 
vigorous  style,  unite  to  make  it  a  very 
capital  work,  and  place  the  name  of 
Motley  by  the  side  of  those  of  our  great 
American  historical  trio — Bancroft,  Irving 
and  Prescott.  I  name  them  alphabetically, 
for  I  know  not  how  to  arrange  them  on  any 
other  principle.- Everett,  Edward,  1858, 
Lefteryto  S,  Austin  Allihone,  June  7;  Alii- 
bone*8  Dictionary  of  English  Literature^  vol. 
II,  p.  1380. 

Alluding  to  a  prediction  which  I  had 
ventured  in  regard  to  Motley's  "Rise  of 
the  Dutch  Republic"  a  little  while  before 
its  publication,  you  ask  me  if  the  results 
have  corresponded  with  my  expectations. 
I  will  answer  you  with  much  pleasure, 
though  the  opinion  of  any  individual 
seems  superfluous  in  respect  to  a  work  on 
the  merits  of  which  the  public,  both  at 
home  and  abroad,  have  pronounced  so 
unanimous  a  verdict.  As  Motley's  path 
crosses  my  own  historic  field,  I  may  be 
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thought  to  possess  some  advantage  over 
most  critics  in  my  familiarity  with  the 
ground.  However  this  may  be,  I  can  hon- 
estly bear  my  testimony  to  the  extent 
of  his  researches  and  to  the  accuracy  with 
which  he  has  given  the  results  of  them 
to  the  public.  Far  from  making  his  book 
a  mere  register  of  events,  he  has  penetrated 
deep  below  the  surface  and  explored  the 
causes  of  these  events.  He  has  carefully 
studied  the  physiognomy  of  the  times  and 
given  finished  portraits  of  the  great  men 
who  conducted  the  march  of  the  revolution. 
Every  page  is  instinct  with  the  love  of  free- 
dom and  with  that  personal  knowledge  of 
the  working  of  free  institutions  which  could 
alone  enable  him  to  do  justice  to  his  sub- 
ject. We  may  congratulate  ourselves  that 
it  was  reserved  for  one  of  our  countrymen 
to  tell  the  story— better  than  it  had  yet 
been  told— of  this  memorable  revolution, 
which  in  so  many  of  its  features  bears  a 
striking  resemblance  to  our  own. — Pres- 
COTT,  William  Hickling,  1858,  Ldkr  to 
S.  Austin  AUibane.June  28;  AUibane'sDie^ 
tionary  of  English  LUeraiure,  vol.  n,  p.  1380. 

The  labor  of  ten  years  was  at  last  fin- 
ished. Carr3ring  his  formidable  manuscript 
with  him,— and  how  formidable  the  manu- 
script which  melts  down  in  three  solid 
octavo  volumes,  is,  only  writers  and  pub- 
lishers know,— he  knocked  at  the  gate  of 
that  terrible  fortress  from  which  lintot 
and  Curll  and  Tonson  looked  down  on  the 
authors  of  an  older  generation.  So  large  a 
work  as  the  "History  of  the  Rise  of  the 
Dutch  Republic,"  offered  for  the  press  bv 
an  author  as  yet  unknown  to  the  British 
public,  could  hardly  expect  a  warm  wel- 
come from  the  gjresit  dealers  in  literature 
as  in  merchandise.  Mr.  Murray  civilly 
declined  the  manuscript  which  was  offered 
to  him,  and  it  was  published  at  its  author's 
expense  by  Mr.  John  Chapman.  The  time 
came  when  the  positions  of  the  first-named 
celebrated  pubhsher  and  the  unknown 
writer  were  reversed.  Mr.  Murray  wrote 
to  Mr.  Motley  asking  to  be  allowed  to 
publish  his  second  great  work,  the  "His- 
tory of  the  United  Netherlands/'  express- 
ing at  the  same  time  his  regret  at  what  he 
candidly  called  his  mistake  in  the  first  in- 
stance, and  thus  they  were  at  length 
brought  into  business  connection  as  well 
as  the  most  agreeable  and  friendly  rela- 
tions.—Holmes,  Oliver  Wendell,  1878, 
John  Lothrop  MoUey,  A  Memoir,  p,  74. 


The  "Dutch  Republic,"  precluded  by  the 
overture  of  a  masterly  and  vivid  historical 
survey,  is  a  drama,  which  facts  have  made 
highly  sensational,  of  the  fiercest  struggle 
against  temporal  and  spiritual  despotism 
that,  within  the  same  space  of  years, 
Europe  has  seen.  It  is  divided,  not 
inappropriately,  though  perhaps  with  some 
regard  for  effect,  into  a  prologue  and  five 
acts,  to  each  of  which,  in  succession,  the 
name  of  the  Spanish  governor  for  the  time 
is  attached.  The  portraits  of  the  great 
emissaries— particularly  those  of  GranveUe 
of  Arras  and  Duchess  Margaret  of  Alva, 
Don  John  of  Lepanto,  and  Alexander  of 
Parma— are  drawn  with  bold  strokes  and 
in  lasting  colours.  Behind  the  scenes, 
director  of  the  assailing  forces,  is  the  evil 
genius,  Philip  himself,  to  whose  ghastly 
figure,  writing  letters  in  the  Escurial,  our 
attention  is  called  with  a  wearisome  if  not 
affected  iteration  of  phrase;  while  the  pres- 
ence of  the  great  champion,  William  the 
SUent,  is  felt  at  every  crisis  retrievmg  the 
retreat  and  urging  on  the  victory.  The 
most  horrible  chapter  of  modem  times, 
that  of  the  Inquisition,  is  set  forth  with  a 
power  that  brands  its  records  into  the 
memory  of  the  reader;  amid  a  throng  of 
scenes  of  pageantry  and  pathos,  we  may 
refer  to  those  of  Egmont's  triumph  at  St. 
Quentin,  of  his  execution,  of  the  misery  of 
Mook  Heath,  the  siege  of  Leyden,  and  the 
hero'send.— NiCHOL,  John,  1882-85,  ilw^r- 
ican  lAterature,  p.  151. 

This  is  a  remarkable  book.  It  is  a  vivid 
portrayal  of  one  of  the  most  dramatic 
portions  of  modem  European  history. 
Motley  possessed  nearly  all  the  essentials 
of  a  great  historical  writer.  His  industry 
was  unwearied,and  his  opportunities  were  all 
that  could  be  desired.  He  penetrated  deep 
below  the  surface  of  things,  and  explored 
their  hidden  causes.  His  pages  are  in- 
stinct with  the  love  of  freedom  and  hatred 
of  tyranny.  His  style  is  clear,  vivid,  and 
eloquent.  His  analysis  of  character  is 
remarkably  distinct,  and  his  power  of 
dramatic  narrative  has  not  often  be^ 
excelled.  But  the  work,  with  all  these 
excellent  characteristics,  has  its  drawbacks. 
The  judicious  reader  constantly  labors 
under  the  impression  that  there  is  another 
story  to  be  told.  The  author's  aversions 
are  so  strong  and  his  predilections  so 
extreme  that  they  seem  often  to  have 
taken  absolute  possession  of  his  judgment 
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At  times  he  almost  appears  to  be  appre- 
hensive that  his  words  will  not  adequately 
express  the  energy  of  his  thoughts,  and 
consequently  his  language  sometimes  be- 
comes so  emphatic  as  to  appear  stilted  and 
declamatory.— Adams,  Charles  Kendall, 
1882,  A  Manual  of  HuUnieal  LikTotuTtj 
p.  420. 

It  is  the  enthusiasm  and  warmth  of 
feeling  which  have  given  the  "Dutch 
Republic,"  to  most  minds,  its  chief  charm; 
which  have  done  more  than  an3rthing  else 
to  make  it,  in  the  estimation  of  the  world 
at  large,  one  of  the  most  interesting  his- 
torical books  ever  written  in  any  language. 
But  it  has  also  many  elements  of  technical 
perfection.  It  is  written  with  great  care. 
Many  of  the  sentences  are  exquisite  in 
felicity  and  finish.  The  style  is  dignified, 
yet  rich  with  the  evidences  of  literary  cul- 
tivation and  fertile  fancy.  The  larger 
matters  of  composition  are  managed  with 
taste  and  power.  Rarely  has  any  his- 
torian in  the  whole  history  of  literature  so 
united  laborious  scholarship  with  dramatic 
intensity.  —  Jameson,  John  Franklin, 
1897,  LOrrory  of  the  World's  But  Literature, 
ed.  Warner,  vol.  xvin,  p.  10376. 

HISTORY  OF  THE  UNITED  NETHER- 
LANDS 
1860^68 

It  IS  gratifying  to  learn  that  before  long 
such  a  history  [on  the  Netherlands]  may  be 
expected, — if,  indeed,  it  should  not  appear 
before  the  publication  of  this  work,— from 
the  pen  of  our  accomplished  countryman, 
Mr.  J.  Lothrop  Motley,  who,  during  the 
last  few  years,  for  the  better  prosecution 
of  his  labors,  has  established  his  residence 
in  the  neighborhood  of  the  scenes  of  his 
narrative.  No  one  acquainted  with  the 
fine  powers  of  mind  possessed  by  this 
scholar,  and  the  earnestness  with  which  he 
has  devoted  himself  to  his  task,  can  doubt 
that  he  will  do  full  justice  to  his  important, 
but  difficult  subject.— Prescott,  William 
HiCKLiNO,  1855,  History  of  the  Reign  of 
Philip  the  Second,  Preface,  p.  xn. 

His  investigations  into  the  mamncript 
records  of  the  time  have  been  so  laborious, 
and  he  has  brought  to  light  so  much  curious 
and  novel  information,  that  it  seems  almost 
ungrateful  to  hint  that  we  have  somewhat 
too  much  of  it.  But  the  readers  of  this 
generation  are  an  impatient  race;  and  Mr. 
Motley  does  tell  us  of  intrigues,  and  abor- 
tive negotiations,  and  diplomatic  nothings 


with  a  painful  minuteness.  .  .  .  The  "His- 
tory of  the  United  Netherlands"  is  far  less 
disfigured  with  uncouth  expressions,  meant 
to  be  effective,  than  was  the  "Rise  of  the 
Dutch  Republic.''  Yet,  even  in  the  latter 
work,  a  very  superficial  search  will  detect 
many  eccentricities  of  language.  ...  In 
addition  to  the  other  excellencies  which  we 
have  already  mentioned,  Mr.  Motley  pos- 
sesses the  rare  merit  of  being  able  to  sympa- 
thise with  all  the  various  characteristics  of 
the  era  of  which  he  writes.  Nor  is  this  a 
slight  matter;  for  he  has  selected  an  era 
which  presents,  perhaps,  more  varied 
charactcnistics  than  any  other  in  the  history 
of  the  worid.— Lancaster,  Henrt  H., 
1861-78,  MoOey'B  "United  Netherland»r 
Enay%  and  Reviewi,  ed.  Jotoett,  pp.  172, 
174, 175. 

The  history  of  Holland  during  the  period 
treated  by  Mr.  Motley  is  the  history  of 
European  liberty.  Every  nation  was  in 
some  way  concerned  in  the  great  struggle 
between  Spain  and  the  Netherlands.  Tne 
characters  of  Philip  II.,  of  his  sreat  min- 
ister. Cardinal  Granvelle,  of  his  sister, 
Margaret  of  Parma,  and  of  his  great  general, 
the  infamous  Duke  of  Alva,  as  well  as  the 
principles  and  policies  of  the  Spanish  gov- 
ernment, are  painted  in  the  strongest 
colors.  English  history  also  has  a  new 
illumination  from  this  work,  and  the  reader 
will  probably  get  a  more  vivid  and  accurate 
conception  of  the  vain  and  vacillating 
Queen  Elizabeth,  of  the  unprincipled  Earl 
of  Leicester,  of  Lord  Burghley,  Walsing- 
ham,  Drake,  and  other  prominent  persons 
of  the  period  than  can  be  gained  from  any 
other  source.  Of  famous  Hollanders  and 
Flemings  the  historian  has  made  a  national 
portrait  gallery.— Underwood,  Francts, 
1872,  A  Hand-Book  of  English  Literature, 
American  Authors,  p.  396. 

If  the  "History  of  the  United  Nether- 
lands'' is  not  so  great  a  book  as  the  "Rise 
of  the  Dutch  Republic,"  the  fault  lies 
partly  in  the  nature  of  the  subject.  The 
interest  is  more  divided.  The  greater  hero 
is  at  the  head  of  the  worst  cause.  Alex- 
ander of  Parma  is,  as  a  man,  a  head  and 
shoulders  taller  than  Maurice  of  Nassau. 
But  the  fault  was  also  in  some  degree  Mr. 
Motley's.  As  long  as  he  had  to  tell  of  the 
sieges  of  Antwerp  and  Ostend  the  reader 
felt  no  weariness,  and  the  English  reader  of 
candid  miud  would  feel  special  pleasure  in 
being  rescued  from  the  delusion  which  had 
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80  long  blinded  his  eyes  to  the  share  taken 
by  the  brave  Dutch  in  causing  the  failure 
of  the  Armada,  and  in  the  victorious  on- 
slaught on  Cadiz.  But  the  fields  of  diplo- 
macy were  a  sad  temptation  to  Mr.  Motley. 
An  historian  who  neglects  to  study  the 
countless  despatches  in  which  diplomacy 
has  been  wont  to  spin  its  airy  web,  will  be 
certain  to  be  ignorant  of  much  that  he 
ought  to  know.  But  the  historian  who  will 
not  resolutely  content  himself  to  omit 
entirely  about  threenquarters  of  what  he 
has  learned,  and  to  boil  down  the  remainder 
to  a  highly  concentrated  essence,  will  weary 
his  readers.  This  is  precisely  what  Mr. 
Motley  too  often  did.  His  pages  were 
crowded  with  move  and  countermove, 
with  argument  and  rejoiner,  till  the  thread 
of  the  negotiation  could  be  seized  with 
difficulty  by  the  most  attentive  reader. — 
Gardiner,  Samuel  R.,  1877,  The  Late  Mr. 
J.  L.  MotUy,  The  Academy,  vol  11,  p.  509. 

There  were  no  names  that  sounded  to 
our  ears  like  those  of  Sir  Philip  Sidney  and 
Leicester  and  Amy  Robsart.  But  the  main 
course  of  this  narrative  flowed  on  with  the 
same  breadth  and  depth  of  learning  and 
the  same  brilliancy  of  expression.  The 
monumental  work  continued  as  nobly  as 
it  had  begun.  The  facts  had  been  slowly, 
quietly  gathered  one  by  one,  like  pebbles 
from  the  empty  channel  of  a  brook.  The 
style  was  fluent,  impetuous,  abundant, 
impatient,  as  it  were  at  times,  and  leaping 
the  sober  boundaries  prescribed  to  it,  like 
the  torrent  which  rushes  through  the  same 
channel  when  the  rains  have  filled  it. 
Thus  there  was  matter  for  criticism  in  his 
use  of  language.  He  was  not  always  care- 
ful in  the  construction  of  his  sentences. 
He  introduced  expressions  now  and  then 
into  his  vocabulary  which  reminded  one 
of  his  earlier  literary  efforts.  He  used 
stronger  language  at  times  than  was 
necessary,  coloring  too  hishly,  shading  too 
deeply  in  his  pictorial  delineations.  To 
come  to  the  matter  of  his  narrative,  it 
must  be  granted  that  not  every  reader 
will  care  to  follow  him  through  all  the 
details  of  diplomatic  intrigues  which  he 
has  with  such  industry  and  sagacity  ex- 
tricated from  the  old  manuscripts  in  which 
they  had  long  lain  hidden.  But  we  turn  a 
few  pages  and  we  come  to  one  of  those 
descriptions  which  arrest  us  at  once  and 
show  him  in  his  power  and  briUancy  as  a 
literary  artist.   ^  characters  move  before 


us  with  the  features  of  life;  we  can  see 
Elizabeth,  or  Philip,  or  Maurice,  not  as 
a  name  connected  with  events,  but  as  a 
breathing  and  acting  human  being,  to  be 
loved  or  hated,  admired  or  despised  as  if  he 
or  she  were  our  contemporary. — Holmes, 
Oliver  Wendell,  1878,  John  Lothrop 
Motley,  A  Memoir ,  p.  142. 

With  all  the  merits  of  the  work,  and 
these  are  many  and  conspicuous,  it  must 
be  conceded  that  it  is  too  controversial 
in  its  character  to  be  accepted  as  the  final 
judgment  of  mankind.  Though  these 
faults  detract  from  the  value  of  the  history, 
they  will  not  diminish  in  the  least  the 
interest  of  the  reader  in  its  pages.— 
Adams,  Charles  Kendall,  1882,  A 
Manval  of  Historical  Literature,  p.  421. 

THE  LIFE  AND  DEATH  OF  JOHN  OF 
BARNEVELD 

1874 

Mr.  Motley  .  .  .  would  appear  qualified 
beyond  most  men  to  write  the  life  of  the 
greatest  of  Dutch  statesmen,  and  readers 
who  take  up  his  last  work  will  naturally 
expect  to  find  in  it  a  thoroughly  satisfactory 
life  of  "John  of  Bameveld."  This  expecta- 
tion will  be  disappointed.  The  book  has 
great  merits.  Mr.  Motley's  industry  has 
collected  together  a  large  amount  of  infor- 
mation, all  of  which  is  new  to  his  mass  of 
readers,  and  a  great  deal  of  which  he  may 
be  fairly  said  to  have  for  the  first  time 
exhumed  or  discovered.  There  are,  further, 
parts  of  the  book  .  .  .  which  are  admirable 
specimens  of  animated  narrative;  but 
though  the  work  is  filled  with  materials 
from  which  it  would  be  possible  to  con- 
struct a  biography  of  Bameveld,  it  can 
hardly  claim  to  be  a  life  of  the  Advocate. 
Readers  will  put  down  the  two  volumes 
with  a  sense  of  having  read  a  confused 
chronicle  of  perplexed  events  without  be- 
ing able  to  form  to  themselves  a  clear 
conception  of  the  course  of  the  narrative, 
of  the  character  and  policy  of  the  man 
with  whom  it  deals,  or  of  the  real  causes 
of  his  tragic  end.  The  work  reads  like 
chapters  torn  from  their  places  in  a  larger 
consecutive  history.  The  chapters  are  not 
without  interest,  but  they  fail  to  compose 
a  biography.  — Dicey,  A.  V.,  1874,  The 
Nation,  vol.  18,  p.  301. 

It  is  with  unfeigned  regret  that  all  who 
value  Mr.  Motley's  work  in  his  own  sphere 
will  see  that  he  is  despising  the  difBculties 
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of  a  subject  on  which  his  knowledge  is  ex- 
tremely limited.  We  feel  very  much 
towards  his  projected  enterprise,  as  the 
engineer  felt  who  reported  on  the  terrible 
accident  on  the  South- Western  Railway 
last  summer,  in  which  a  bullock  got  in  the 
way  of  the  train.  Either  the  train,  he 
said,  if  possible,  should  have  been  brought 
to  a  deaid  stop,  or,  if  that  was  not  possible, 
it  should  have  pushed  on  at  full  speed. 
We  had  rather  that  Mr.  Motley  should 
bring  his  train  to  a  full  stop,  and  return  to 
his  old  line.  But  if  that  \&  not  to  be  hoped, 
we  tTUst  that  he  will  push  on  at  full  speed. 
The  real  history  of  the  Thirty  Years'  War 
is  one  which  will  probably  take  the  lifetime 
of  men  to  investi^te  thoroughly;  and  it 
would  be  a  pity  if  Mr.  Motley  were  to 
occupy  much  time  in  laboriously  acquiring 
knowledge  to  which  he  has  not  as  yet 
f oimd  the  key.  If  Mr.  Motley  can  be 
induced  to  continue  to  treat  the  subject 
as  a  mere  episode  deserving  no  serious 
study,  he  may  possiby  write  a  book  as  full 
of  mistakes  as  those  which  we  have  sig- 
nalised, and  may  then,  after  wasting  three 
or  four  years  of  his  valuable  life,  come 
back  to  that  special  work  in  which  he 
stands  alone,  and  in  relation  to  which 
even  those  who  venture  to  criticise  him, 
are  aware  that  they  stand  in  the  relation 
of  scholars  to  a  master.— Gardiner,  Saii- 
CEL  R.,  1874,  The  Life  and  Death  of  John 
of  Bameveldy  The  Academy,  vol.  5,  p.  194. 

With  all  Motley's  efforts  to  be  impartial, 
to  which  even  his  sternest  critics  bear 
witness,  he  could  not  help  becoming  a 
partisan  to  the  cause  whigji  for  him  was 
that  of  religious  liberty  and  progress,  as 
against  the  accepted  formula  of  an^-old 
ecclesiastical  organization.  For  the  quarrel 
which  came  near  being  a  civil  war,  which 
convulsed  the  State,  and  cost  Bameveld 
his  head,  was  on  certain  points,  and  more 
especially  on  a  single  point,  of  religious 
doctrine.— Holmes,  Oliver  Wendell, 
1878,  Memcir  of  John  Lothrop  Motley^ 
Proceedings  of  the  MoMoehuietts  Historical 
Society,  vol  16,  p.  458. 

Valuable  and  interesting  as  the  work  is, 
it  may  be  said  that  if  he  had  shortened 
Bameveld's  life  by  a  half,  he  might  have 
lengthened  his  own;  for  the  materials  were 
more  intractable  than  any  he  had  before 
encountered,— the  handwriting  especially 
of  the  great  Advocate  of  Holland  being  so 
bad  as  almost  to  be  undecipherable  even 


by  the  aid  of  the  microscope.  On  the  last 
day  of  the  year  in  which  this  noble  work 
appeared,  Mrs.  Motley  died.  This  blow, 
coming  as  it  did  in  the  midst  of  bodily 
illness  and  mental  distress,  broke  his  heart. 
—Whipple,  Edwin  Percy,  1886,  Reeol" 
lections  of  Eminent  Men,  p.  189. 

Thorough  and  conscientious,  interesting 
and  valuable  as  the  book  is,  it  is  not  to  be 
denied  that  it  takes  sides  with  Oldenbame- 
veld,  and  that  it  is  written  with  less  fresh- 
ness and  brilliancy  than  the  earlier  volumes. 
Jameson,  John  Franklin,  1897,  Library 
of  the  World's  Best  Literature,  ed,  Warner, 
vol  xvm,  p.  10379. 

GENERAL 

What  pictures  yet  slumber  unborn  in  his  loom, 
Till  their  warriors  shall  breathe  and  their  beau- 
ties shall  bloom, 
While  the  tapestry  lengthens  the  life-glowing 

dyes 
That  caught  from  our  sunsets  the  stain  of  their 

skies  I 
In  the  alcoves  of  death,  in  thechamelsof  time, 
Where  flit  the  gaunt  spectres  of  passion  and 

crime, 
There  are  triumphs  untold,  there  are  martyrs 

unsung, 
There  are  heroes  yet  silent  to  speak  with  his 

tongue I 
Let  us  hear  the  proud  story  which  time  has 

bequeathed 
From  lips  that  are  warm  with  the  freedom  they 

breathed  I     '      < 
Let  him  summon  its  tyrants,  and  tell  us  their 

doom, 
Though  he  sweep  the   black  past  like  Van 

Tromp  with  his  broom  I 

—Holmes,  Oliver  Wendell,  1857,  A  Part- 
ing Health  to  J.  L.  Motley,  Poetical  Works, 
Cambridge  Ed,,  p.  151. 

His  strong  and  ardent  convictions  on  the 
subject  of  his  work  have  also  affected  its 
style  and  literary  character;  his  narrative 
sometimes  lacks  proportion  and  forbear- 
ance; he  dwells  to  excess  upon  events  and 
scenes  of  a  nature  to  kindle  in  the  mind  of 
the  reader  the  excitement  he  himself  feels, 
and  he  studiously  witholds  from  the  opposite 
side  the  same  amount  of  space  and  of 
colouring.  His  style  is  always  copious, 
occasionally  familiar,  sometimes  stilted 
and  declamatory,  as  if  he  thought  he  could 
never  say  too  much  to  convey  the  energy 
of  his  own  impressions.  The  consequence 
is,  that  the  perusal  of  his  work  is  alternately 
attractive  and  fatiguing,  persuasive  and 
irritating.  An  accumulation  of  facts  and 
details,  all  originating  in  the  same  feeling 
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and  directed  to  the  same  object,  mingles 
our  sympathy  with  some  degree  of  distrust; 
and  although  the  cause  he  defends  is 
beyond  all  question  gained,  we  are  not 
impressed  with  the  judgment  of  such  an 
advocate.  —  Guizor,  Franqois  Pierre 
GuiLLAUME,  1857,  Philip  IL  and  his  Times, 
Edinburgh  Review,  vol.  105,  p.  45. 

Whose  name  belongs  to  no  single  coun- 
try, and  to  no  single  age.  As  a  statesman 
and  diplomatist  and  patriot,  he  belongs  to 
America;  as  a  scholar,  to  the  world  of 
letters;  as  a  historian,  all  ages  will  claim 
him  in  the  future.— Fish,  Hamilton,  1868, 
Address  Before  the  New  York  Historical 
Society,  Dee.  16. 

He  is  especially  remarkable  for  a  certain 
breadth  of  mind  which  impels  him  to  take 
comprehensive  and  exhaustive  views  of  his 
subject.  His  style  is  a  model  of  vigor  and 
grace,  and  in  dramatic  quality  it  is  equaled 
by  that  of  no  other  historian  of  this  cen- 
tury.—Cathcart,  George  R.,  1874,  ed. 
The  Literary  Reader,  p.  307. 

My  first  interview,  more  than  twenty 
years  ago,  with  Mr.  Lothrop  Motley,  has 
left  an  indelible  impression  on  my  memory. 
It  was  the  8th  of  August,  1853.  ...  My 
eagerness  to  make  the  acquaintance  of 
such  an  associate  in  my  sympathies  and 
my  labors  may  be  well  imagined.  But  how 
shall  I  picture  my  surprise,  in  presently 
discovering  that  this  unknown  and  inde- 
fatigable fellow-worker  has  really  read,  I 
say  read  and  reread  our  "Quartos,"  our 
"Folios,"  the  enormous  volumes  of  "Bor," 
of  "Van  Meteren,"  besides  a  multitude  of 
books,  of  pamphlets,  and  even  of  unedited 
documents.  Already  he  is  familiar  with  the 
events,  the  changes  of  condition,  the  char- 
acteristic details  of  the  life  of  his  and  my 
hero.  Not  only  is  he  acquainted  with  my 
Archives,  but  it  seems  as  if  there  was  noth- 
ing in  this  voluminous  collection  of  which 
he  was  ignorant.  .  .  .  The  Archives  are  a 
specific  collection,  and  my  Manual  of 
National  History,  written  in  Dutch,  hardly 
gets  beyond  the  limits  of  my  own  country. 
And  here  is  a  stranger,  become  a  compatriot 
in  virtue  of  the  warmth  of  his  sympathies, 
who  has  accomplished  what  was  not  in  my 
power.  By  the  detail  and  the  charm  of  his 
narrative,  by  the  matter  and  form  of  a  work 
which  the  universality  of  the  English  lan- 
guage and  numerous  translations  were  to 
render  cosmopolitan,  Mr.  Motley,  like  that 
other  illustrious  historian,  Prescott,  lost  to 


science  by  too  early  death,  has  popularized 
in  both  hemispheres  the  sublime  devotion 
of  the  Prince  of  Orange,  the  exceptional 
and  providential  destinies  of  my  country, 
and  the  benedictions  of  the  Eternal  for  all 
those  who  trust  in  Him  and  tremble  only 
at  His  word.— Van  Prinsterer,  M.  Groen, 
1875,  Maurice  et  Bamevelt,  fyude  His- 
tofique. 

His  histories  are,  in  some  degree,  epics. 
As  he  frequently  crosses  Prescott's  path  in 
his  presentation  of  the  ideas,  passions,  and 
persons  of  the  sixteenth  century,  it  is 
curious  to  note  the  serenity  of  Prescott's 
narrative  as  contrasted  with  the  swift, 
chivalric  impatience  of  a  wrong  which 
animates  almost  every  page  of  Motley. 
Both  imaginatively  reproduce  what  they 
have  investigated;  both  have  the  eye  to 
see  and  the  reason  to  discriminate;  both 
substantially  agree  in  their  judgment  as  to 
events  and  characters;  but  Prescott  quietly 
allows  his  readers,  as  a  jury,  to  render 
their  verdict  on  the  statement  of  the  facts, 
while  Motley  somewhat  fiercely  pushes 
forward  to  anticipate  it.  Prescott  calmly 
represents ;  Motley  intensely  feels.  Prescott 
is  on  a  watch-tower  surveying  the  battle; 
Motley  plunges  into  the  thickest  of  the 
fight.  In  temperament  no  two  historians 
could  be  more  apart;  in  judgment  they  are 
identical.  As  both  historians  are  equally 
incapable  of  lying,  Motley  finds  it  necessary 
to  overload  his  narrative  with  details  which 
justify  his  vehemence,  while  Prescott  can 
afford  to  omit  them,  on  account  of  his 
reputation  for  a  benign  impartiality  between 
the  opposing  parties.  A  Roman  Catholic 
disputant  would  find  it  hard  to  fasten  a 
quarrel  on  Prescott;  but  with  Motley  he 
could  easily  detect  an  occasion  for  a  duel 
to  the  death.  It  is  to  be  said  that  Motley's 
warmth  of  feeling  never  betrays  him  into 
intentional  injustice  to  any  human  being; 
his  histories  rest  on  a  basis  of  facts  which 
no  critic  has  shaken.— Whipple,  Edwin 
Percy,  1876-S6,  American  Literature  and 
Other  Papers,  ed.  Whittier,  p.  96. 

Give  evidence  of  the  author's  long  and 
careful  research,  but  are  faulty  in  style  and 
spirit.  He  neither  weighs  the  meaning  of 
his  words,  nor  combines  them  skillfully. 
His  misrepresentations  of  Catholics  are  so 
obvious  that  Protestant  critics  themselves 
have  condemned  his  "over-zealous  par- 
tisanship."—Jenkins,  0.  L.,  1876,  The 
Students  Handbook  of  Literature,  p.  498. 
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I  should  have  liked  Stanley  to  have 
pointed  out  the  thing  which  strikes  me  most 
in  Motley,  that  alone  of  all  men  past  and 
present  he  knit  together  not  only  America 
and  England,  but  that  Older  England 
which  we  left  on  Frisian  shores,  and  which 
grew  into  the  United  Netherlands.  A 
child  of  America,  the  historian  of  Holland, 
he  made  England  his  adopted  country, 
and  in  England  Ids  body  rests. — Green, 
John  Richard,  1877,  LetUr,  June  4; 
Letierz,  ed.  Stephen,  p.  468. 

Sleep,  Motley,  wHh  the  great  of  ancient  days, 

Who  wrote  for  all  the  yeare  that  yet  shall  be. 
Sleep  with  Herodotus,  whose  name  and  praise 

Have  reached  the  isles  of  earth's  remotest 
sea. 
Sleep,  while,  defiant  of  the  slow  delays 

Of  Time,  thy  glorious  writings  speak  for 
thee 
And  in  the  answering  heart  of  millions  raise 

The  generous  zeal  for  Right  and  Liberty. 
And  should  the  days  overtake  us,  when,  at  last. 

The  silence  that— ere  yet  a  human  pen 
Had  traced  the  slenderest  record  of  the  past — 

Hushed  the  primeval  languages  of  men 
Upon  our  English  tongue  its  spell  shall  cast, 

Thy  memory  shall  perish  only  then. 

—Bryant,  William  Cullen,   1877,  In 
Memory  of  John  Loihrop  MoUey. 

But  there  is  a  yet  deeper  key  of  harmony 
that  has  just  been  struck  within  the  last 
week.  The  hand  of  death  has  removed 
from  his  dwelling  place  amongst  us  one  of 
the  brightest  lights  of  the  Western  Hemis- 
phere,— the  high-spirited  patriot,  the  faith- 
ful friend  of  England's  b^t  and  purest 
spirits,  the  brilUant,  the  indefatigable 
historian  who  told  as  none  before  him  has 
told  the  history  of  the  rise  and  strugde 
of  the  Dutch  Republic,  almost  a  part  of  his 
own.  We  sometimes  ask  what  room  or 
place  is  left  in  the  crowded  temple  of 
Europe's  fame  for  one  of  the  Western 
world  to  occupy.  But  a  sufficient  answer 
is  given  in  the  work  which  was  reserved 
to  be  accomplished  by  him  who  has  just 
departed.  So  long  as  the  tale  of  the  great- 
ness of  the  house  of  Orange,  of  the  siege  of 
Leyden,  of  the  tragedy  of  Bameveld, 
interests  mankind,  so  long  will  Holland  be 
indissolubly  connected  with  the  name  of 
Motley  in  that  union  of  the  ancient  culture 
of  Europe  with  the  aspu*ations  of  America 
which  was  so  remarkable  in  the  ardent, 
laborious,  soaring  soul  that  has  passed  away. 
He  loved  that  land  of  his  birth  with  a  pas- 
sionate zeal;  he  loved  the  land  of  his  adop- 


tion with  a  surpassing  love. — Stanley, 
Arthur  Pbnrhyn,  1877,  Sermon  in  WetU 
minster  Abbey,  June  3. 

Since  the  death  of  Lord  Macaulay  no 
contribution,  in  our  tongue,  to  historic 
literature,  has  been  at  once  so  original, 
solid,  and  popularly  attractive  as  the  nine 
volumes  of  Mr.  Motley;  nor  has  any  event 
been  more  justly  lamented  than  the  pre- 
mature close  of  the  career  of  one,  at  once 
a  student  and  an  artist,  whose  often  fiery 
seal  was  always  restrained  by  a  resolute 
fairness,  and  who  carried  into  the  politics 
of  his  own  da^  the  quenchless  love  of 
liberty  with  which  he  animates  the  scenes 
and  revivifies  the  actors  of  the  past.— 
NiCHOL,  John,  1882-85,  American  Ldieror 
iure,  p.  154 

Of  all  the  books  I  have  read  lately, 
''Motiejr's  Letters"  are  the  most  delightful. 
He  was  a  perfect  letter-writer.  His  ac- 
count of  the  great  struggle  of  the  Northern 
States  has  impreraed  me  intensely. — East- 
lake,  Elizabeth  Lady,  1889,  To  Sir  Henry 
Layard,  Dec,  1;  Journals  arid  Correspond-^ 
ence,  vol.  n,  p.  298. 

Motley  had  the  intense  zeal  of  the  bom 
investigator,  a  rare  and  heroic  quality  of 
which  the  world  takes  little  note  in  histor- 
ians. He  had  likewise  in  full  possession 
those  qualities  which  engage  the  reader. 
No  American  has  ever  written  a  history 
more  brilliant  and  dramatic.  The  subject 
was  a  noble  one.  It  was  full  of  picturesque 
incident,  of  opportunities  for  glowing  de- 
scription, of  thrilling  tales  of  heroism. 
But  it  was  not  simply  these  that  so  engaged 
Motley's  interest  that,  as  he  afterwa^ 
said,  he  felt  as  if  he  mv^t  write  upon  it. 
It  was  a  great  national  conflict  for  freedom, 
and  as  such  was  profoundly  congenial  to 
one  who,  above  all  things,  loved  liberty. 
The  warm  heart  and  enthusiastic,  ardent 
temper  of  the  historian  laid  him  open  to 
dangers  of  partiality  which,  it  must  be 
confessed,  he  was  far  from  whoUy  escaping. 
The  American  public  little  appreciate  the 
extent  to  which  he  was  influenced  by  such 
feelings.— Jameson,  John  Franxlin,  1891, 
The  History  of  Historical  Writing  in  Amer- 
tea,  p.  119. 

The  greatest  of  the  whole  of  American 
historians.  ...  His  ''Rise  of  the  Dutch 
Republic,"  1856,  and  "History  of  the 
United  Netherlands,"  published  in  m- 
stallments  from   1861   to   1868,   equaled 
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Bancroft's  work  in  scientific  thoroughness 
and  philosophic  grasp,  and  Prescott's  in  the 
picturesque  brilliancy  of  the  narrative, 
while  it  excelled  them  both  in  its  masterly 
analysis  of  great  historic  characters,  re- 
minding the  reader,  in  this  particular,  of 
Macaulay's  figure  painting.  —  Beers, 
Henry  A.,  1895,  Initial  Studies  in  American 
Letten,  p.  151. 

Motley's  high  rank  as  an  historian  is  se- 
cure. As  searching  as  Bancroft,  as  graphic 
as  Prescott,  he  outwent  them  both  in  com- 
prehension of  character,  in  dramatic  qual- 
ity, and  impassioned  force.  He  was  too 
intense  a  lover  of  liberty  and  virtue  to  be 
quite  impartial.  William  the  Silent  was  his 
hero,  and  Philip  II.  his  villain,  but  what 
prejudice  he  had  was  always  of  a  noble 
sort.— Bates,  Katharine  Lee,  1897,  Amer- 
ican Literature,  pp.  245,  246. 

A  bom  investigator,  Motley  toiled  for 
years  in  the  libraries  and  state  archives 
of  western  Europe,  his  zest  in  the  pursuit 
of  truth  transforming  drudgery  into  delight. 
.  .  .  Motley's  style,  which  suggests  that  of 
Carlyle,  is  notably  vigorous  and  brilliant, 
and  certain  passages  are  filled  with  sarcastic 
humor.  Prescott  excelled  in  the  orderly 
movement  of  his  narrative,  but  Motley 
possessed  a  dramatic  instinct  which  enables 
him  to  seize  upon  some  revealing  situation 
and  bring  it  vivii.dly  before  us.  This  same 
dramatic  power  shows  itself  also  in  his  de- 
lineation of  character;  certain  figures  stand 
out  with  life-like  distinctness,  and  we  can 


almost  imagine  ourselves  alongside  of 
those  men  and  women  of  the  past  in  whose 
company.  Motley  himself  wrote,  he  was 
spending  all  his  days.— Pancoast,  Henry 
S.,  1898,  An  Introduction  to  American  Liter- 
ature, p.  233. 

Motley's  historical  work  is  obviously 
influenced  by  the  vividly  picturesque 
writings  of  Carlyle.  It  is  clearly  influenced, 
too,  by  intense  S3rmpathy  with  that  liberal 
spirit  which  he  believed  to  characterise  the 
people  of  the  Netherlands  during  their 
prolonged  conflict  with  Spain.  From  these 
traits  riesult  several  obvious  faults.  In 
trying  to  be  vivid,  he  becomes  artificial. 
In  the  matter  of  character,  too,  his  Span- 
iards are  apt  to  be  intensely  black,  and  his 
Netherlanders  ripe  for  the  heavenly  rewards 
to  which  he  sends  them  as  serenely  as 
romantic  novelists  provide  for  the  earthly 
happiness  of  heroes  and  heroines.  Yet,  for 
all  his  sincerely  partisan  temper.  Motley 
was  so  industrious  in  accumulating  ma- 
terial, so  untiring  in  his  effort  vividly  to 
picture  its  external  aspect,  and  so  heartily 
in  sympathy  with  his  work,  that  he  is 
almost  always  interesting.  What  most 
deeply  stirred  him  was  his  belief  in  the 
abstract  right  of  man  to  political  liberty; 
and  this  he  wished  to  celebrate  with  epic 
spirit.  Belief  and  spirit  alike  were  charac- 
teristically American;  in  the  history  of  his 
own  country  there  was  abundant  evidence 
of  both.— Wendell,  Barrett,  1900,  A 
Literary  History  of  America,  p.  272. 


Walter  Bagehot 

1826-1877 
Bom,  at  Langport,  Somersetshire,  3  Feb.  1826.  At  school  in  Bristol.  To  Univ.  Col- 
lege, London  1842;  B.  A.  and  Mathematical  Scholarship,  1846;  M.  A.  and  gold  medal  for 
philosophy  and  political  economy,  1848.  In  Paris,  1851.  Contrib.  letters  to  "The  In- 
quirer," Dec.  1851.  Called  to  Bar,  1852.  Edited  "National  Review"  (with  R.  H.  Hut- 
ton),  1855-«4.  Married  Miss  Wilson,  1858.  Editor  of "  The  Economist, "  1860-77.  Died, 
at  Langport,  24  March  1877.  Worles:  "Estimates  of  some  Englishmen  and  Scotchmen" 
(from  "National  Review"),  1858;  "Parliamentary  Reform"  (from "Nat. Review"),  1859; 
"The  History  of  the  Unreformed  Pariiament"  (from  "Nat.  Rev."),  1860;  "Memoir  of  the 
Rt.  Hon.  J.  Wilson"  (from  "Economist"),  1861;  "Count  your  Enemies,"  1862;  "The 
English  Constitution"  (from  Fortnightly  Rev."),  1867  (new  ed.,  enlarged,  1872);  "A 
Practical  Plan  for  Assimilating  the  English  and  American  Money"  (from  "Economist"), 
1869;  "Physics  and  Politics,"  1872;  "Lombard  Street,"  1873  (2nd-4th  edns.,  same  year); 
"Some  Articles  on  the  Depreciation  of  Silver"  (from  "Economist"),  1877.  Posthumous: 
"Literary  Studies,"  ed.  by  R.  H.  Hutton  (2  vols.),  1879  [1878];  "Economic  Studies,"  ed. 
by  Hutton,  1880;  "Biographical  Studies,"  ed.  by  Hutton  1881;  "Essays  on  Parliamentary 
Reform,"  1883;  "The  Postulates  of  English  Political  Economy,"  ed.  by  A.  Marshall,  1885. 
Collected  Works:  ed.  by  F.  Morgan,  with  memoir  by  R.  H.  Hutton  (American  ed.,  5  vols.), 
1889.— Sharp,  R.  Farquharson,  1897,  A  Dictionary  of  English  Authors,  p.  14. 
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PERSONAL 
Though  himself  extremely  cool  and 
sceptical  about  political  improvement  of 
every  sort,  he  took  abundant  interest  in 
more  ardent  friends.  Perhaps  it  was  that 
they  amused  him;  in  return  his  good- 
natiu^  ironies  put  them  wholesomely  on 
their  mettle.  As  has  been  well  said  of  him, 
he  bad  a  unique  power  of  animation  without 
combat;  it  was  all  stimulous  and  yet  no 
contest;  hk  talk  was  full  of  youth,  yet  had 
all  the  wisdom  of  mature  judgment  (R.  H. 
Button).  Those  who  were  least  willing  to 
assent  to  Bagehot's  practical  maxims  in 
judging  current  affairs,  yet  were  well  aware 
how  much  they  profited  by  his  Socratic 
objections,  and  knew,  too,  what  real  ac- 
quaintance with  men  and  business,  what 
honest  sympathy  and  friendliness,  and  what 
serious  judgment  and  interest  all  lay  under 
his  pla3rful  and  racy  humour.— Morlet, 
John,  1882,  ValedieUrry,  Studies  in  Ldteror 
ture,  p.  325. 

Bagehot  was  one  of  the  best  conversers 
of  his  day.  He  was  not  only  vivid,  witty, 
and  always  apt  to  strike  a  light  in  conver- 
sation, but  he  helped  in  every  real  effort 
to  get  at  the  truth,  with  a  unique  and  rare 
power,  of  lucid  statement.  One  of  his 
friends  said  of  him :  ''I  never  knew  a  power 
of  discussion,  of  co-operative  investigation 
of  truth,"  to  approach  to  his.  "It  was  all 
stimulus,  and  yet 'no  contest."— Hutton, 
Richard  Holt,  1885,  Dietionary  o}  No- 
Hanoi  Biography y  vol  n,  p,  396. 

The  books  which  I  have  passed  in  rapid 
review  form  an  immense  output  for  a  man 
who  died  at  fifty-one,  but  I  am  not  sure 
that  the  impression  of  power  which  was 
produced  by  his  conversation  was  not  even 
greater.  Perhaps  its  most  remarkable 
feature  was  its  unexpectedness.  However 
well  you  knew  him  you  could  not  foresee 
how  he  would  express  himself  on  any  sub- 
ject, but  when  you  knew  it,  you  had  in  the 
immense  majority  of  cases  to  admit  that 
which  he  said  was  admirably  said.— Duff, 
Sir  Mountstuart  Grant,  1900,  The  Nor 
Honal  Review,  vol  34,  p.  544. 

GENERAL 

It  is  inevitable,  I  suppose,  that  the  world 
should  judge  of  a  man  chiefly  by  what  it 
has  gained  in  him,  and  lost  by  his  death, 
even  though  a  very  little  reflection  might 
sometimes  show  that  the  special  qualities 
which  made  him  so  useful  to  the  world 
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implied  others  of  a  yet  higher  order,  in 
which,  to  those  who  knew  lum  well,  these 
more  conspicuous  characteristics  must  have 
been  well-nigh  emerged.  And  while  of 
course  it  has  given  me  great  pleasure,  aa 
it  must  have  given  pleasure  to  all  Bagehot's 
friends,  to  hear  the  Chancellor  of  the  Ex- 
chequer's evidently  genuine  tribute  to 
his  financial  sagacity  in  the  Budget  speech, 
and  Lord  Granville's  eloquent  acknowl- 
edgments of  the  value  of  Bagehot's  Po- 
litical counsels  as  editor  of  the  Eeowh 
misty  in  the  speech  delivered  at  the  London 
University  on  the  9th  of  May,  I  have  some- 
times felt  somewhat  unreasonably  vexed 
that  those  who  appreciated  so  well  what  I 
might  almost  call  the  smallest  part  of  him, 
appeared  to  know  so  little  of  the  essence 
of  him,— of  the  high-spirited,  buoyant, 
subtle,  speculative  nature  in  which  the 
imaginative  qualities  were  even  more 
remarkable  than  the  judgment,  and  were 
indeed  at  the  root  of  all  that  was  strongest 
in  the  judgment,— of  the  gay  and  dashing 
humour  which  was  the  life  of  every  conver- 
sation in  which  he  joined,— and  of  the 
visionary  nature  to  which  the  commonest 
things  often  seem  the  most  marvellous,  and 
the  marvellous  things  the  most  intrinsically 
probable.  To  those  who  hear  of  Bagehot 
only  as  an  original  political  economist  and 
a  lucid  political  thinker,  a  curiously  false 
image  of  him  must  be  suggested.  .  .  . 
This,  at  all  events,  I  am  quite  sure  of,  that 
80  far  as  his  judgment  was  sounder  than 
other  men's— and  on  many  subjects  it  was 
much  soimder— it  was  not  in  spite  of,  but 
in  consequence  of,  the  excursive  imagina- 
tion and  vivid  humour  which  are  so  often 
accused  of  betraying  otherwise  sober  minds 
into  dangerous  aberrations.  In  him  both 
lucidity  and  caution  were  directly  traceable 
to  the  force  of  his  imagination. — Hutton, 
Richard  Holt,  1877,  Walter  Bagehot,  The 
Fortnightly  Review,  vol.  28,  pp.  453, 454. 

In  some  respects,  the  intellect  of  the 
gifted  man  whose  name  furnished  the  title 
of  the  present  pap>er,  was  typical  of  the 
age.  It  was  fearless  and  independent, 
accepting  only  that  which  came  with  well- 
established  claims  upon  its  credence;  it 
was  susceptible,  yet  capable  of  giving  exact 
weight  to  the  opinions  and  ideas  which 
impinged  upon  its  susceptibility;  it  was 
dissatisfied  with  the  statiis  quo,  both  in 
theology  and  politics;  and,  as  in  the  case 
of  all  the  best  minds,  it  was  not  utterly 
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devoid  of  some  tinge  of  TJtopianism.  To  a 
frank  and  liberal  nature  were  united  deep 
mental  culture,  considerable  philosophical 
power,  imaginative  endowments  of  no 
mean  order,  and— what  is  more  surprising 
than  all,  perhaps,  after  the  qualities  just 
enumerated— a  large  practical  ability  rarely 
witnessed  in  this  order  of  brain.  Few  men 
of  our  own  time  have  combined  in  so  emi- 
nent a  degree  ''the  useful  and  the  beauti- 
ful"—if  we  may  use  a  common  phrase  in 
this  connection.  Yet  his  name  and  his 
writings  are  by  no  means  so  widely  known 
as  they  deserve  to  be.— Smith,  George 
Barnett,  1879,  Walter  Bagehot,  Frasefs 
Magazine,  vol  99,  p.  298. 

So  far  from  being  dry  or  dull,  his  analytic 
force  vivifies  whatever  it  touches.  His  own 
enjoyment  of  his  researches,  finding  vent 
in  many  quips  and  cranks  and  illustrative 
"excursuses"  from  his  main  theme,  is 
contagious.  The  most  careful  student  of 
Bishop  Butler  as  an  abstract  writer  would 
be  astonished  to  find  how  many  new  lights 
are  thrown  on  his  celebrated  "Analogy" 
by  a  reference  to  the  circumstances  in 
which  it  was  composed;  and  the  critic 
enters  with  equally  fresh  and  keen-sighted 
delight  into  the  underlying  impulses  of  the 
songs  of  B^ranger  and  Bums,  the  poems  of 
Cowper  and  Wordsworth,  the  novels  of 
Thackeray  and  Dickens,  the  historical 
writings  of  Gibbon  and  Macaulay,  the 
political  and  literary  essays  of  the  first 
Edinburgh  Reviewers.  There  is  no  affec- 
tation of  universal  knowledge;  you  feel 
unmistakably  that  Mr.  Bagehot  wrote 
about  all  these  things  because  he  was 
interested  in  them.  You  feel  also  that  he 
had  a  deep  undertsanding  of  everything 
that  he  handled.— Minto,  William,  1879, 
Literary  Studies^  The  Academy,  vol  15,  p.  2. 

I  have  recently  read  the  "Literary  Stud- 
ies" of  Mr.  Walter  Bagehot,  published 
since  his  death.  I  was  curious  to  see  this 
book  as  a  statement  of  his  opinions  upon 
the  subjects  which  it  discusses,  but  still 
more  as  an  expression  of  the  author.  One  is 
interested  to  observe  the  steps  by  which  a 
man,  attracted  by  many  and  diverse  sub- 
jects, at  last  finds  his  way  to  the  kind  of 
work  which  he  can  do  best.  The  essays  are 
pleasant  and  amusing  reading,  but  some- 
what disappointing.  The  fault  of  them  is 
that  they  are  too  theoretical  and  not  suffi- 
ciently immediate.  Instead  of  looking 
Meetly  at  the  subject  and  describing  it  as 


he  perceives  it  to  be,  he  argues,  infers,  etc. 
But  this  was  not  Mr.  Bagehot's  way  of 
writing  upon  other  than  literary  subjects; 
the  best  things  which  occur  in  his  far  more 
valuable  political  works  and  his  writings 
in  the  Economist  are  the  results  of  a 
profound  and  subtle  intuition.  .  .  . 
It  is  as  a  journalist  that  Mr.  Bagehot 
seems  to  me  to  have  been  particularly 
admirable  and  worthy  of  imitation.  Among 
the  admirable  qualities  of  his  writings  in 
the  Economist,  that  which  ought  especially 
to  be  imitated  was  his  respect  for  business 
and  public  action.  ...  His  manner  was 
that  of  a  man  who  sits  down  among  a 
number  of  friends,  as  honorable  and  intel- 
ligent as  himself,  to  discuss  things  and  not 
to  make  a  vain  and  ineffectual  display  of 
words.  His  especial  title  to  praise  and 
imitation  is  that  he  looked  upon  joiu*nalism 
as  action  rather  than  literature,  and  upon 
himself  as  a  partaker  in  the  public  business 
of  the  day  rather  than  as  a  man  of  letters. 
...  His  style  is  an  excellent  model  for 
writers  who  would  do  what  he  did.  It  was 
very  conversational  and  cautious,  and  was 
therefore  well  suited  to  express  the  thoughts 
of  one  who  was  first  of  all  an  inquirer,  who 
was  rather  a  judge  than  an  advocate, 
though  he  was  capable  of  advocating 
effectively  views  which  he  had  accepted 
with  circumspection.  ...  Mr.  Bagehot's 
style  moves  with  the  caution  of  his  thoughts. 
His  mind  scrutinizes  the  subject,  and,  from 
its  careful  way  of  proceeding,  adopts  a  lan- 
guage which  is  cautious  and  has  but  little 
motion.  There  are  other  minds,  however, 
to  whom  it  is  natural  to  express  thoughts 
formed  with  the  greatest  deliberation  with 
rapidity  and  rhythm.  Both  styles  are  true, 
although  of  the  two  the  first  is  the  less 
liable  to  exaggeration  and  affected  imita- 
tion.—Nadal,  Ehrman  Syme,  1879-82, 
Journalism  and  Mr.  Bagehot,  Essays  at 
Home  and  Elsewhere,  pp.  246,  248, 258, 259. 

Every  writer  has  the  defect  of  his  qual- 
ities, and  I  should  say  that  Bagehot,  while 
possessing  the  inventive  and  imaginative 
mind,  wMch  enabled  him  to  discover  and 
to  describe  so  clearly,  did  not  excel  either 
in  that  laboured  ratiocination  or  minute 
analysis  which  are  essential  to  the  highest 
success  in  some  branches  of  economic 
study.  He  could  both  sustain  a  long  argu- 
ment and  analyse  minutely.  Whatever  he 
had  to  do  he  did  thoroughly,  and  took  what 
pains  were  necessary— in  some  cases  he 
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had  conspicuously  that  transcendent  ca- 
pacity for  taking  trouble  which  Carlyle 
describes  as  the  quality  of  genius.  Still  it 
did  not  "come  naturally"  to  him  to  do 
either  of  these  things,  and  he  was  not  here 
conspicuously  successful. — Giffen,  Rob- 
ert, 1880,  Bagehot  oi  an  Eeommut,  The 
Fortnightly  Review,  vol,  33,  p.  555. 

I  find  some  good  Stuff  in  Bagehot's 
Essays,  in  spite  of  his  name,  which  is  simply 
"Bagot,"  as  men  call  it.— FitzGbrald, 
Edward,  1880,  Letter,  Jan.  8;  Letiert  to 
Fanny  Kemble,  p.  165. 

Bagehot  has  brought  more  knowledge 
of  life  and  originality  of  mind  to  the  eluci- 
dation of  the  theory  and  practice  of  English 
politics  than  any  man  since  Burke.  He  is 
the  only  Englishman  of  first-rate  talents 
who,  during  the  last  half-century,  has 
applied  the  whole  force  of  his  mind  to  the 
analysis  of  the  mass  of  laws,  maxims,  and 
habits  which  go  to  make  up  the  English 
Constitution.  In  the  course  of  a  few  years 
he  will  undoubtedly  be  recognized  by  all 
the  world  as  the  most  eminent  of  consti- 
tutionalists. If  this  recognition  has  not 
yet  been  attained,  the  failure,  such  as  it  is, 
is  due  mainly  to  the  versatility  of  Bage- 
hot's  interests,  and  to  the  consequent 
difficulty  felt  by  ordinary  students  in  be- 
lieving that  a  writer  who  excelled  in  so 
many  fields  of  speculation— in  the  sphere 
of  criticism,  of  imaginative  literature,  and 
of  political  economy— could  be  pre-eminent 
in  one  field;  and  to  the  lucidity  of  Bagehot's 
explanations,  which  led  even  those  who 
learnt  most  from  his  pages  into  the  delusion 
that  what  their  teacher  explamed  so  easily 
was  in  itself  easy  to  explain  and  hardly 
needed  explanation. — Dicey,  A.  V.,  1881, 
Bagehofs  Biograpkieal  Stvdies,  The  Nation, 
vol.  32,  p.  426. 

A  series  of  essays  on  the  various  branches 
and  functions  of  the  English  government. 
It  is  the  most  brilliant  political  work  that 
has  appeared  in  Europe  in  many  years; 
the  most  brilliant  that  has  appeared  in 
England  since  the  death  of  Burke.  It 
should  be  thoughtfully  studied  by  every 
student  of  political  forms  and  methods. 
Bagehot's  leading  characteristic  is  not  so 
much  that  he  describes  the  English  govern- 
ment as  that  he  penetrates  beyond  its 
forms  and  examines  the  essence  and  sig- 
nificance of  whatever  part  of  it  he  has  in 
hand.  To  a  student,  therefore,  who 
already  knows  something  of  the  organiza- 


tion of  the  government,  Bagehot  is  likely 
to  be  the  most  suggestive  and  awakening 
of  all  writers.  The  work  is  so  free  from  aU 
controversial  spirit  that  it  is  not  easy  to 
decide  from  it  whether  the  author  ranks 
himself  as  a  Liberal  or  as  a  Conservative. 
While  he  admires  the  English  government 
as  a  whole,  he  does  not  hesitate  to  criticise 
it  sharply  wherever  he  finds  a  weak  point. 
Another  feature  of  the  volume  is  in  the 
frequent  comparisons  into  which  the 
author  enters  of  the  results  of  English 
methods,  and  of  the  results  of  other 
methods  elsewhere.  These  comparisons 
may  not  always  be  accepted  as  entirely 
just,  but  they  are  always  suggestive  and 
never  commonplace.  The  author's  style 
is  exceedingly  vivacious,  and  therefore 
the  book  is  as  interesting  as  it  is  valuable.— 
Adams,  Charles  Kendall,  1882,  A  Manur 
al  of  Historical  Literature,  p.  489. 

No  one  who  does  not— as  probably  no 
one  save  a  possible  future  editor  ever  will- 
compare  this  edition,  word  by  word,  with 
any  former  ones,  can  form  any  adequate 
conception  of  the  shocking  state  of  Bage- 
hot's text  as  heretofore  given  to  the  world; 
there  is  nothing  even  remotely  approaching 
it  in  the  case  of  any  other  English  writer 
of  high  rank  since  Shakespeare's  time. 
This  reflects  no  discredit  on  Mr.  Hutton, 
who  simply  left  it  as  he  found  it,  and  who 
shows  in  his  memoir  of  Bagehot  that  he 
knew  it  was  not  in  very  good  shape,— 
though  apparently  he  did  not  realize  how 
bad  it  was;  but  I  think  it  does  reflect  a  good 
deal  on  Bagehot,  who  could  have  saved  the 
worst  things  by  the  most  casual  glance  at 
his  proofs,  and  who  evidently  never  even 
looked  at  most  of  them  at  all.  These  slips 
cover  almost  the  entire  possible  range  of 
human  blunders,  and  are  sometimes  of 
serious  moment.  Perhaps  the  most  nu- 
merous sort  resulted  from  misreading  by 
the  printers  of  Bagehot's  not  very  legible 
handwriting,  perpetuated  by  his  failure  to 
correct  them.  Through  this,  some  of  the 
review  articles  are  perfect  museums  of 
grt)tesque  errors.  .  .  .  Regarding  the  "Eng- 
lish Constitution,"  appreciation  of  its 
immense  merits  must  be  taken  for  granted; 
praising  it  is  as  superfluous  as  praising 
Shakespeare.  Every  student  knows  that 
it  has  revolutionized  the  fashion  of  writing 
on  its  subject,  that  its  classifications  of 
governments  are  accepted  commonplaces, 
that  it  is  the  leading  authority  in  its  own 
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field  and  a  valued  store  of  general  political 
thought.--MoRGAN,  Forrest,  1889,  ed. 
The  Works  of  Walter  Bagehot,  Editor*s 
Preface,  pp.  ii,  xii. 

With  his  habitual  sincerity.— Glad- 
stone, WiLLUM  EwART,  1895,  Bishop 
Butler  and  his  Censors,  The  Nineteenth 
Century,  vol.  38,  p.  718. 

There  is  no  acuter  critic  of  men  and 
books,  and  none  with  less  literary  bias.— 
Matthews,  Brander,  1897,  The  His- 
torical Novel,  The  Forum,  vol.  24,  p.  91. 

These  are  eminently  businesslike  sen- 
tences. They  are  not  consciously  con- 
cerned with  style;  they  do  not  seem  to  stop 
for  the  turning  of  a  phrase;  their  only  pur- 
pose seems  to  be  plain  elucidation,  such  as 
will  bring  the  matter  within  the  com- 
prehension of  everybody.  And  yet  there 
is  a  stirring  quality  in  them  which  operates 
upon  the  mind  like  wit.  They  are  tonic  and 
full  of  stimulus.  No  man  could  have 
spoken  them  without  a  lively  eye.  I  sup- 
pose their  "secret  of  utility"  to  be  a  very 
interesting  one  indeed,— and  nothing  less 
than  the  secret  of  all  Bagehot's  power. 
Young  writers  should  seek  it  out  and 
ponder  it  studiously.  It  is  this :  he  is  never 
writing  "in  the  air."  He  is  always  looking 
point-blank  and  with  steady  eyes  upon  a 
definite  object;  he  takes  pains  to  see  it, 
alive  and  natural,  as  it  really  is;  he  uses  a 
phrase,  as  the  masters  of  painting  use  a 
color,  not  because  it  is  beautiful,— he  is  not 
thinking  of  that,— but  because  it  matches 
life,  and  is  the  veritable  image  of  the  thing 
of  which  he  speaks.  Moreover,  he  is  not 
writing  merely  to  succeed  at  that;  he  is 
writing,  not  to  describe,  but  to  make  alive. 
And  so  the  secret  comes  to  light.— Wilson, 
WOODROW,  1898,  A  Wit  and  a  Seer,  Atlan- 
tic Monthly,  vol.  82,  p.  540. 

Whatever  the  value  of  Bagehot's  the- 
ories, his  literary  faculty  was,  of  course, 
incomparably  superior  to  Ricardo's.  His 
books  confirm  what  his  friends  tell  us  of  his 
conversation.  His  mind  was  so  alert,  his 
interest  in  life  so  keen,  and  his  powers  of 
illustration  so  happy,  that  he  could  give 
freshness  even  to  talk  upon  the  British 
Constitution  and  liveliness  to  a  discussion 
of  the  Bank  reserve.  He  could  not,  that  is, 
be  dull  or  commonplace  even  on  the  driest 
or  tritest  of  topics.  .  .  .  Bagehot's  strong 
point,  indeed,  is  insight  into  character: 
what  one  of  his  critics  has  called  his 
"Shakespearean"  power  of  perceiving  the 


working  of  men's  minds.  .  .  .  When  a 
dull  man  of  business  talks  of  the  currency 
question,  says  Bagehot,  he  puts  "bUls"  and 
"bullion"  into  a  sentence,  and  does  not  care 
what  comes  between  them.  He  illustrates 
Hobbes'  famous  principle  that  words  are 
the  money  of  fools  and  the  counters  of  the 
wise.  The  word  currency  loses  all  interest 
if  we  do  not  constantly  look  beyond  the 
sign  to  the  thing  signified.  Bagehot  never 
forgets  that  condition  of  giving  interest  to 
his  writing.  Few  readers  will  quite  accept 
the  opinion  of  his  editor,  that  he  has  made 
"Lombard  Street"  as  entertaining  as  a 
novel.  But  he  has  been  wonderfully  success- 
ful in  tackling  so  arid  a  topic;  and  the 
statement  gives  the  impression  made  by 
the  book.  It  seems  as  though  the  ordinary 
treatises  had  left  us  in  the  full  leaden  cloud 
of  a  London  fog,  which,  in  Bagehot's  treat- 
ment, disperses  to  let  us  see  (Ostinctly  and 
vividly  the  human  beings  previously 
represented  by  vague,  colourless  phantoms. 
—Stephen,  Leslie,  1900,  WaUer  Bagehot, 
National  Review,  vol.  35,  pp.  936,  941,  949. 

Mr.  Bagehot's  books  are  full  of  actuality. 
His  pages  are  so  animated  that  something 
seems  to  happen  in  almost  every  one  of 
them.  The  hippopotamus  sticks  out  his 
head,  as  does  the  ox  with  that  wonderful 
wet  nose  on  the  foreground  of  Rubens' 
"Nativity"  in  the  Antwerp  gallery.  .  .  . 
Mr.  Bagehot  is  not  only  an  original  writer, 
but  he  presents  you  with  his  thoughts  and 
fancies  in  an  unworked  state.  He  is  not  an 
artist;  he  does  not  stop  to  elaborate  and 
dress  up  his  material;  but  having  said 
something  which  is  worth  saying  and  has 
not  been  said  before,  this  strange  writer  is 
content  to  pass  hurriedly  on  to  say  some- 
thing else.  There  is  more  meat  on  Mr. 
Bagehot's  bones  for  the  critics  than  almost 
on  anybody  else's;  hence  his  extreme 
utility  to  the  nimble-minded  and  light- 
hearted  gentry  aforementioned.  Bagehot 
crops  up  all  over  the  country.  His  mind  is 
lent  out;  his  thoughts  toss  on  all  waters; 
his  brew,  mixed  with  a  humbler  element, 
may  be  tapped;  elsewhere  he  has  made 
a  hundred  small  reputations.  Nothing 
would  have  pleased  him  better;  his  fate 
would  have  jumped  with  his  ironical 
humour.  ...  A  strain  of  very  severe 
morality  runs  through  all  Mr.  Bagehot's 
literary  criticism.  It  is  noticeable  in 
his  reviews  of  Thackeray  and  Dickens.  I 
have  no  quarrel  with  it.    I  have  heard  Mr. 
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Bagehot  called  a  paradoxical  writer.  This 
is  absurd.  A  paradoxical  talker  he  may 
have  been.  Conversation  without  paradox 
is  apt  to  be  as  dull  as  still  champagne,  but 
in  his  considered  writings,  after  he  had 
outgrown  his  boyish  vfifM^  a  love  of  the 
truth  is  conspicuous  throughout.  He  is 
pre-eminently  a  sensible,  truthful  man. 
But,  there  is  the  rub;  he  hated  dulness. 


apathy,  pomposity,  the  time»wom  phrase, 
the  greasy  platitude.  His  writings  are  an 
armoury  of  offensive  weapons  against  pomp- 
ous fools.  The  revenge  taken  by  these 
paltry,  meaningless  persons  is  to  hiss  para- 
dox whenever  the  name  of  their  tormentor 
is  mentioned.— BiRR£LL,  Augustine,  1901, 
WaUtr  Bagehot,  Eaays  and  Addreaes,  pp. 
133. 136, 150. 


Caroline  Elizabeth  Sheridan  Norton 

Lady  Stirling-Maxw^U 
1808-1877 
Born  [Caroline  Elizabeth  Sarah  Sheridan],  in  London,  1808.  Precocious  literary  ability. 
Harried  (i.)  to  Hon.  George  Chappie  Norton,  30  June  1827;  rupture  with  him,  1836.  Edited 
"La  Belle  Assemble,"  1832-36;  "The  English  Annual,"  1834.  Prolific  writer  of  poems 
and  novels;  contributed  frequently  to  periodicals.  Husband  died,  24  Feb.  1875.  Married 
(ii.)  to  Sir  William  Stirling-Maxwell,  1  March  1877.  Died,  15  June  1877.  Warki: '*The 
Sorrows  of  Rosalie"  (anon.),  1829;  "The  Undying  One,"  1830  (2nd  edn.  same  year);" 
^'Poems"  (Boston),  1833;  "The  Wife  and  Woman's  Reward"  (anon.),  1835;  "The  Dream,' 
1840;  "Lines"  [on  the  Queen],  [1840];  "A  Voice  from  the  Factories"  (anon.),  1836;  "The 
Child  of  the  Islands,"  1845;  "Aunt  Carry's  Ballads  for  Children,"  1847;  "Stuart  of  Dun- 
leath,"  1851;  "English  Laws  for  Women  in  the  Nineteenth  Century"  (priv.  ptd.),  1854; 
''A  Letter  to  the  Queen  on  Lord  Chancellor  Cran worth's  Marriage  and  Divorce  Bill," 
1855;  "The  Centenary  Festival"  (from  "DaUy  Scotsman"),  [1859];  "The  Lady  of  La 
Garaye,"  1862  [1861];  "Lost  and  Saved,"  1863;  "Old  Sir  Douglas"  (from  "Mac- 
millan's  Mag."),  1868  [1867].  She  edited:  "A  Residence  at  Sierra  Leone,"  1849;  Miss 
Stapleton's  "The  Pastor  of  Silverdale,"  1867;  "The  Rose  of  Jericho,"  1870.— Sharp,  R. 
Farquharson,  1897,  A  Dictionary  of  English  Authort,  p.  214. 


PERSONAL 

Sheridan's  daughter  and  poetess,  sat 
nearer  to  us,  looking  like  a  queen,  certainly 
one  of  the  most  beautiful  women  I  ever 
looked  upon.— Willis,  Nathaniel  Park- 
er, 1835,  Peneillings  by  the  Way,  Letter  cxix. 

I  hope  you  will  not  take  it  ill  if  I  implore 
you  to  try  at  least  to  be  calm  under  these 
trials.  You  know  that  what  is  aUeged  (if 
it  be  alleged)  is  utterly  false,  and  what  is 
false  can  rarely  be  made  to  appear  true. 
The  steps  which  it  will  be  prudent  to  take, 
it  will  be  impossible  to  determine  until  we 
know  more  certainly  the  course  that  is 
intended  to  be  pursued.  You  ought  to 
know  him  better  than  I  do,  and  must  do  so. 
But  you  seem  to  me  to  be  hardly  aware  what  a 
6N0KE  he  is.  In  my  opinion  he  has  some- 
how or  other  made  this  whole  matter 
subservient  to  his  pecuniary  interest. 
Since  iirst  I  heard  that  I  was  to  be  pro- 
ceeded against,  I  have  suffered  more  in- 
tensely than  I  ever  did  in  my  life.  I  have 
had  neither  sleep  nor  appetite,  and  I  at- 
tribute the  whole  of  my  illness  to  the  un- 
easiness of  my  mind.  Now,  what  is  this 
uneasiness  for?   Not  for  my  own  character, 


because,  as  you  justly  say,  the  imputation 
upon  me  is  as  nothing.  It  is  not  for  the 
political  consequence  to  myself,  although  I 
deeply  feel  the  consequences  which  my 
indiscretion  may  bring  upon  those  who  are 
attached  to  me,  and  follow  my  fortunes. 
The  real  and  principal  object  of  my  anxiety 
and  solicitude  is  you,  and  the  situation  in 
which  you  have  been  so  unjustly  placed 
by  the  circumstances  which  have  taken 
place— Melbourne, Lord,  1836,  Letter  to 
Mrs,  Norton,  April;  Lives  of  the  Sheridans 
by  Fitzgerald,  vol  II,  p.  410. 

I  cannot  contemplate  without  deep 
emotion  the  effect  of  your  verdict  upon 
the  fate  of  this  lady.  In  the  pride  of  beauty, 
in  the  exuberance  of  youthful  spirits,  flat- 
tered by  the  admirers  of  her  genius,  she 
may  have  excited  envy,  and  may  not  have 
borne  her  triumph  with  uniform  modera- 
tion and  meekness;  but  her  principles  have 
been  unshaken,  her  heart  has  been  pure. 
As  a  wife  her  conduct  has  been  irreproach- 
able; as  a  mother  she  has  set  a  bright 
example  to  her  sex.— Cabcpbell,  Lord, 
1836,  Address  to  the  Jury,  Lives  of  the 
Sheridans  by  Fitzgerald,  vol.  u,  p.  417. 
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One  of  the  pleasantest  dinners  I  ever 
enjoyed  was  with  Mrs.  Norton.  She  now 
lives  with  her  uncle,  Mr.  Charles  Sheridan, 
who  is  a  bachelor.  .  .  .  The  beauty  of 
Mrs.  Norton  has  never  been  exaggerated. 
It  is  brilliant  and  refined.  Her  countenance 
is  lighted  by  eyes  of  the  intensest  bright- 
ness, and  her  features  are  of  the  greatest 
regularity.  There  is  something  tropical  in 
her  look;  it  is  so  intensely  bright  and  burn- 
ing, with  large  dark  eyes,  dark  hair,  and 
Italian  complexion.  And  her  conversa- 
tion is  so  pleasant  and  powerful  without 
being  masculine,  or  rather  it  is  masculine 
without  being  mannish;  there  is  the  grace 
and  ease  of  the  woman  with  a  strength 
and  skill  of  which  any  man  might  well  be 
proud.  Mrs.  Norton  is  about  twenty-eight 
years  old,  and  is,  I  believe,  a  grossly  slan- 
dered woman.  She  has  been  a  wom&n  of 
fashion,  and  has  received  many  attentions 
which  doubtless  she  would  have  declined 
had  she  been  brought  up  under  the  advice 
of  a  mother ;  but  which  we  may  not  wonder 
she  did  not  decline,  circumstanced  as  she 
was.  It  will  be  enough  for  you,  and  I 
doubt  not  you  will  be  happy  to  hear  it  of 
so  remarkable  and  beautiful  a  woman,  that 
I  believe  her  entirely  innocent  of  the  grave 
charges  that  have  been  brought  against 
her.  I  count  her  one  of  the  brightest 
intellects  I  have  ever  met.— Sumner, 
Charles,  1839,  To  Oearge  S.  Hillard,  Feb. 
16;  Memoir  and  Letters  of  Sumnery  ed. 
Pierce,  vol.  n,  pp.  61, 62. 

I  dined  this  day  with  Rogers,  the  Dean 
of  the  poets.  ...  It  was  not  till  dinner 
was  half  over  that  he  was  called  out  of  the 
room,  and  returned  with  a  lady  under  his 
arm.  A  lady,  neither  splendidly  dressed 
nor  strikmgly  beautiful,  as  it  seemed  to  me, 
was  placed  at  the  table.  A  whisper  ran 
along  the  company,  which  I  could  not 
make  out.  She  instantly  joined  our  con- 
versation, with  an  ease  and  spirit  that 
showed  her  quite  used  to  society.  She 
stepped  a  little  too  near  my  prejudices 
by  a  harsh  sentence  about  Goethe,  which  I 
resented  And  we  had  exchanged  a  few 
sentences  when  she  named  herself,  and  I 
then  recognized  the  much-eulogized  and 
calumniated  Honorable  Mrs.  Norton,  who, 
you  may  recollect,  was  purged  by  a  jury 
finding  for  the  defendant  in  a  crim.  eon. 
action  by  her  husband  against  Lord  Mel- 
bourne. When  I  knew  who  she  was,  I  felt 
that  I  ought  to  have  distinguished  her 


beauty  and  grace  by  my  own  discernment, 
and  not  waited  for  a  formal  announcement. 
You  are  aware  that  her  position  in  society 
was,  to  a  great  degree,  imperilled. — Robin- 
son, Henry  Crabb,  1845,  To  Tkomas 
Robinson,  Jan.  31;  Diary,  Reminiscences 
and  Correspondence, ed. Sadler,  vol.n, p.  335. 

At  the  Bunsens'  yesterday.  I  saw  Mrs. 
Norton  and  looked  at  her  well.  Her  beauty 
is,  perhaps,  of  too  high  an  order  to  strike 
at  first,  especially  as  she  is  now  above  forty. 
It  did  not  give  me  much  artistic  pleasure, 
but  I  could  see  that  I  should  probably 
think  her  more  and  more  beautiful.  Also, 
I  did  not  see  her  speak  or  smile,  as  she  was 
listening  to  music— Eastlake,  Eliza- 
beth I^Y,  1851,  Journal,  Jan.  29;  Jour- 
nals  and  Correspondence,  ed.  Smith,  vol.i, 
p.  267. 

She  was  at  this  time  apparently  about 
forty,  still  very  handsome,  and  singularly 
attractive  in  her  manners  and  conversa- 
tion, her  figure,  though  fine,  was  not  tall 
or  commanding;  her  countenance,  of  the 
Roman  cast,  was  beautiful,  and  a  profusion 
of  black  hair  descending  in  curls  on  her 
shoulders  set  off  the  brilliant  colour  of  her 
skin.  Long  acquainted  with  the  men  most 
celebrated  for  rank,  talent,  and  fashion  in 
her  day,  she  had  the  ease  of  manner  and 
varied  conversation  which,  more  than 
anything  else,  these  advantages  confer, 
but  at  the  same  time  she  had  lost  none  of 
the  native  kindliness  and  sweetness  of  her 
disposition.  She  was  uniformly  courteous 
and  affable  to  such  a  degree  indeed,  that 
no  one  could  discover  from  her  manner 
whose  conversation,  of  those  she  met  in 
society,  she  really  preferred.  There  is  no 
one  perfect,  however,  in  this  world,  and 
Mrs.  Norton  had  one  blemish  in  society, 
which  increased  rather  than  diminished 
with  the  lapse  of  time.  She  has  associated 
so  frequently  with  the  first  in  talent  and 
station,  that  her  mind  had  become  im- 
pregnated, as  it  were,  with  the  atmosphere 
which  they  breathed.  Hence  her  conversa- 
tion consisted  too  much  of  anecdotes- 
many  of  them  trivial  enough — of  eminent 
men.— Alison,  Sir  Archibald,  18677-83, 
Some  Account  of  My  Life  and  Writings, 
vol  II,  p.  76. 

When  I  first  knew  Caroline  Sheridan, 
she  had  not  long  been  married  to  the  Hon. 
George  Norton.  She  was  splendidly  hand- 
some, of  an  un-English  character  of  beauty, 
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her  rather  large  and  heavy  head  and 
features  recalling  the  grandest  Grecian 
and  Italian  models,  to  the  latter  of  whom 
her  rich  colouring  and  blue-black  braids 
of  hair  give  her  an  additional  resemblance. 
Though  neither  as  perfectly  lovely  as  the 
Duchess  of  Somerset  nor  as  perfectly  charm- 
ing as  Lady  Dufferin,  she  produced  a  far 
more  striking  impression  than  either  of 
them,  by  the  combination  of  the  poetical 
genius  with  which  she  alone  of  the  three 
was  gifted,  with  the  brilliant  wit  and  power 
of  repartee  which  they  (especially  Lady 
Dufferin)  possessed  in  common  with  her, 
united  to  the  exceptional  beauty  with 
which  they  were  all  three  endowed.  Mrs. 
Norton  was  extremely  epigrammatic  in 
her  talk,  and  comically  dramatic  in  her 
manner  of  relating  things.  I  do  not  know 
whether  she  had  any  theatrical  talent, 
though  she  sang  pathetic  and  humorous 
songs  admirably,  and  I  remember  shaking 
in  my  shoes  when,  soon  after  I  came  out, 
she  told  me  she  envied  me,  and  would  give 
anything  to  try  the  stage  herself.  I  thought 
as  I  looked  at  her  wonderfully,  beautiful 
face,  "Oh,  if  you  did,  what  would  become 
of  me?"— Kbmble,  Frances  Ann,  1879, 
Records  of  a  Girlhood^  p.  174. 

It  seems  but  yesterday— it  is  not  so 
very  long  ago  certainly— that  I  saw  for  the 
last  time  the  Hon.  Mrs.  Norton.  Her 
radiant  beauty  was  then  faded,  but  her 
stately  form  had  been  little  impaired  by 
years,  and  she  had  retained  much  of  the 
grace  that  made  her  early  womanhood 
so  surpassingly  attractive.  She  combined 
in  a  singular  decree  feminine  delicacy 
with  masculine  vigor;  though  essentially 
womanly,  she  seemed  to  have  the  force  of 
character  of  man.  Remarkably  hand- 
some, she,  perhaps,  excited  admiration 
rather  than  affection.  I  can  easily  imagine 
greater  love  to  be  given  to  a  far  plainer 
woman.  She  had,  in  more  than  full 
measure,  the  traditional  beauty  of  her 
family,  and  no  doubt  inherited  with  it  some 
of  the  waywardness  that  is  associated 
with  the  name  of  Sheridan.— Hall,  Sam- 
uel Garter,  1883,  Retrospect  of  a  Long 
Life,  p.  386. 

One  of  the  most  charming  persons  whom 
I  ever  met  in  my  life  was  the  Hon.  tfrs. 
Caroline  Norton,  and  one  of  the  most 
delightful  dinners  at  which  my  wife  and  I 
were  ever  present  was  at  her  house.  As  I 
had  been  familiar  with  her  poems  from  my 


boyhood,  I  was  astonished  to  find  her 
still  so  beautiful  and  young— if  my 
memory  does  not  deceive  me,  I  thought 
her  far  younger  looking  than  myself. 
Mrs.  Norton  had  not  only  a  graceful, 
fascinating  expression  of  figure  and 
motion,  but  narrated  everything  so 
well  as  to  cast  a  peculiar  life  and  in- 
terest into  the  most  trifling  anecdote. 
Mrs.  Norton  had  marvellously  beautiful 
and  expressive  eyes,  such  as  one  seldom 
meets  thrice  in  a  life.  As  a  harp  well 
played  inspires  tears  or  the  impulse  to 
dance,  so  her  glances  conveyed,  almost  in 
the  same  instant,  deep  emotion  and  exquisite 
merriment.  — Leland,  Charles  Godfrey, 
1893,  Memoirs,  pp.  428, 429. 

To  account  for  the  extraordinary  fascina- 
tion she  exercised  over  old  and  young,  even 
after  she  had  attained  the  age  when  most 
women  cease  to  exert  an  influence  upon  the 
mind  masculine,  we  must  remember  that 
her  magic  was  quite  as  much  due  to  her 
mental  as  to  her  personal  gifts.  She  had 
acquired  the  art,  without  using  any  so- 
called  art,  of  looking  half  her  age,  and  was 
sometimes  mistaken  for  her  son's  wife.— 
Gerard,  Frances  A.,  1897,  Some  Fair 
Hibernians,  p.  240. 

Was  then  [1843]  very  handsome.  Her 
hair,  which  was  decidedly  black,  was 
arranged  in  flat  bandeaux,  according  to  the 
fashion  of  the  time.  A  diamond  chain, 
formed  of  large  links,  encircled  her  fine 
head.  Her  eyes  were  dark  and  fuU 
of  expression.  Her  dress  was  unusually 
decoUetee,  but  most  of  the  ladies  present 
would  in  America  have  been  considered 
extreme  in  this  respect.— Howe,  Julia 
Ward,  1899,  Reminiscences,  1819-1899, 
p.  102. 

aENERAL 

Shepherd,— "Rer  poetry?  That'll  no  be 
easy,  sir;  for  there's  a  saftness  and  a  sweet- 
ness, and  a  brichtness,  and  abune  a'  an 
indefinite,  and  indescribable,  and  unde- 
finable,  and  unintelligible,  general,  vague, 
dim,  fleetin'  speerit  o'  feminine  sympathy 
and  attraction — na,  na,  na,  these  are  no 
the  richt  words  ava— a  celestial  atmos- 
phere o'  the  balm  o'  a  thousand  flowers, 
especially  lilies  and  roses,  pinks,  carnations, 
violets,  honeysuckle,  and  sweetbriar— an 
intermingled  mawgic  o'  the  sweetest 
scents  in  natur— heaven  and  earth  breath- 
in'  upon  ane  anither's  faces  and  breasts — 
hangin'    ower   yon   bit   pathetic    poem, 
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Rosalie,  that  inclines  ane  to  remember  the 
fair  young  lady  that  wrote  it  in  his  pray- 
ers!"—Wilson,  John,  1830,  Noetes  Am- 
brosiance,  Blacktoood's  Magazine^  vol  27, 
p.  686. 
"Mrs.  Norton."    The  God,  stepping  forward 

a  pace, 
Kiss'd  her  h^id  in  return,  with  respect  m  his 

face, 
But  said,  "Why  indulge  us  with  nothing  but 

sighs? 
You  best  prove  your  merits  when  cheerful  and 

wise: 
Be  stiU  so;  be  just  to  the  depths  of  your  eyes.'' 
Then  he  turned  to  us  all,  and  repeated  in  tones 
Of  approval  so  earnest  as  thrilPd  to  one|s  bones, 
Some  remarks  of  hers  (bidding  us  learn  them 

all  too) 
On  the  art  of  distinguishing  false  love  from 

true. 
After  which,   as  he  seated  her  near  him,  he 

cried, 
"  'Twas  a  large  heart,  and  loving,  that  gave  us 

this  guide." 

—Hunt,  Leigh,  1837,  Blne'Stocking  Reveh. 

This  lady  is  the  B3rron  of  our  modem 
poetesses.  She  has  very  much  of  that 
intense  personal  passion  by  which  B3rron's 
poetry  is  distinguished  from  the  larger 
grasp  and  deeper  communion  with  man 
and  nature  of  Wordsworth.  She  has  also 
Byron's  beautiful  intervals  of  tenderness, 
his  strong  practical  thought,  and  his  force- 
ful expression.  It  is  not  an  artificial  imita- 
tion, but  a  natural  parallel:  and  we  may 
add  that  it  is  this  her  latest  production, 
which  especially  induces,  and  seems  to  us 
to  justify,  our  criticism. — Coleridge, 
Henrt  Nelson,  1840,  Modem  English 
Poetesses,  Quarterly  Review,  vol.  66,  p.  376. 

The  ima^nation  of  Mrs.  Norton  is 
chiefly  occupied  with  domestic  feelings  and 
images,  and  breathes  melodious  plaints  or 
indignations  over  the  desecrations  of  her 
sex's  loveliness;  that  of  Miss  Barrett  often 
wanders  amidst  the  supernatural  darkness 
of  Calvary,  sometimes  with  anguish  and 
tears  of  blood,  sometimes  like  one  who 
echoes  the  songs  of  triumphal  quires.  .  .  . 
Mrs.  Norton  is  beautifully  clear  and  intel- 
ligible m  her  narrative  and  course  of 
thought  and  feeling;  Miss  Barrett  has 
great  inventiveness,  but  not  an  equal 
power  in  construction.  The  one  is  all 
womanhood;  the  other  all  wings.  The 
one  writes  from  the  dictates  of  a  human 
heart  in  all  the  eloquence  of  beauty  and 
individuality;  the  other  like  an  inspired 
priestess^not  without  a   most  truthful 


heart,  but  a  heart  that  is  devoted  to  religion, 
and  whose  individuality  is  cast  upward 
in  the  divine  afflatus,  and  dissolved  and 
carried  off  in  the  recipient  breath  of  angelic 
ministrants.— HoRNE,  Richard  Hengist, 
1844,  A  New  Spirit  of  the  Age,  p.  270. 

Mrs.  Norton  has  been  styled  the  Byron 
of  her  sex.  Though  she  resembles  that 
great  poet  in  the  energy  and  moumfulness 
so  often  pervading  her  pages,  it  would  be 
erroneous  to  confound  her  sorrowful 
craving  for  sympathy,  womanly  endur- 
ance, resignation,  and  religious  trust, 
with  the  refined  misanthropy  of  Childe 
Harold.— Griswold,  Rufus  Wilmot,  1844, 
The  Poets  and  Poetry  of  England  in  the 
Nineteenth  Century,  p,  360. 

This  brilliant  volume  has  not  materially 
softened  our  suspicion  that  the  present 
purveyors  of  our  popular  literatiure  are  on 
a  false  tack.  We  stUl  doubt  whether  any 
great  good  will  come  of  this  eternal  repro- 
duction in  imaginative  works,  of  the  "Con- 
dition of  England  Question."  .  .  .  She 
has  been  for  years  devoting  her  abilities 
to  the  cause  which  she  now  maintains;— 
none  can  have  forgotten,  in  particular,  her 
verses  on  the  factory  children,  nor  her 
letters  on  mendicancy  in  the  public  joiur- 
nals,  though  her  claim  to  these  last  may 
have  been  unsuspected  until  her  present 
avowal.  Nor  will  Zoilus  be  able  to  point 
out  any  sentiment  in  these  cantos  at 
variance  with  the  simplicity  and  generosity 
of  their  apparent  scope  and  purpose.  .  .  . 
It  will  be  enjoyed  now  and  remembered 
in  honour  hereafter,  not  because  of  its 
formal  doctrine,  but  for  the  sake  of  its 
vivid  and  varied  transcripts  of  human  life 
and  passion— pictures  which  would,  we 
suspect,  have  been  still  more  likely  to 
further  the  artist's  views,  had  her  graceful 
drawing  and  rich  colouring  dispensed  with 
the  te^ds  and  commentaries  now  blazoned 
round  them  on  too  conspicuous  frames. 
...  We  wish  we  had  room  for  a  score 
more  of  these  masterly  sketches — but  we 
hope  we  have  given  enough,  not  to  excite 
attention,  for  that  such  gifts  employed 
with  such  energy  must  at  once  command, 
even  were  the  name  on  the  title-page  a  new 
one— but  enough  to  show  that  we  have  not 
observed  with  indifference  this  manifesta- 
tion of  developed  skill— this  fairest  wreath 
as  yet  won  in  the  service  of  the  graver 
Muses  for  the  name  of  Sheridan.— LOCK- 
hart,  John  Gibson,  1845,  The  Child  of  the 
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Idandty   QuarUrly  Review^   vol.    76,   pp. 
1,2,3,11. 

Her  ear  for  the  modulation  of  verse  is 
exquisite;  and  many  of  her  lyrics  and 
songs  carry  in  them  the  characteristic  of 
the  ancient  Douglases,  being  alike  "tender 
and  true."  It  must  be  owned,  however, 
that  individuality  is  not  the  most  promi- 
nent feature  of  Mrs.  Norton's  poetry. — 
MoiR,  D.  M.,  1851-52,  Sketches  of  the 
Paetical  Literature  of  the  Past  Half-Century. 

Melancholy  is  the  prevailing  tendency 
of  her  mind;  and  though  we  cannot  but 
regret  that  one  whose  society  never  fails  to 
confer  pleasure  should  have  so  often  been 
disappointed  in  its  search  herself,  we  can 
not  but  rejoice  that  circumstances  should 
have  thrown  her  genius  in  that  which  was 
perhaps  its  natural  channel,  and  enriched 
our  literature,  both  in  poetry  and  prose, 
with  so  many  gems  of  the  pathetic,  which 
are  indelibly  engraven  on  the  memor}'  of  all 
who  are  acquainted  with  them.— Alison, 
Sir  Archibald,  1853,  History  of  Europe 
1815-1852,  eh.  v. 

"The  Child  of  the  Islands"  was  written 
in  the  maturity  of  her  youth  and  beauty. 
Under  guise  of  a  Birthday  Ode  to  the 
Prince  of  Wales,  it  conveyed  a  tender 
appeal  to  the  rich  to  consider  the  sufferings 
of  the  poor,  and  more  especially  of  poor 
children.  The  subject  was  at  that  date  a 
new  and  important  one  in  politics.  The 
Factory  Bill  had  done  something  to  better 
the  condition  of  children,  but  they  were 
still  put  to  brutal  uses  in  mines,  and  sub- 
ject to  solitary  confinement  in  prisons;  and 
Mrs.  Norton's  verses,  and  still  more  the 
prose  "Notes"  she  appended  to  them, 
show  her  to  have  been  in  close  and  womanly 
sympathy  with  this  kind  of  human  misery. 
Here  and  there,  too,  in  the  same  poem,  is 
heard  the  true  ring  of  poetic  music;  as 
when  she  recalls  some  happy  hour, 
"In meadow  walks  and  lovely  loitering  lanes;" 
or  in  this  still  prettier  line,  remembering  a 
scene  among  Scottish  hills  loved  in  her 
girlhood — 

"StiU  gleams  my  lone  lake's  imforgotten  blue." 
As  famous  as  any  of  her  more  extensive 
works  are  some  of  her  lyrics,  set  to  music 
by  popular  composers.  How  often  have 
tears  started  in  response  to  her  ballad— 
"Love  not  I  love  not!  the  thing  you  love  may 

diel" 
And  who  does  not  know  her  rich  half- 
Moorish  melodies  set  by  herself  to  her  own 


words?  How  few  men  or  women  have 
succeeded  in  producing  a  really  popular 
song— one  so  simple  and  attractive  as  to 
be  heard  all  over  the  land,  in  the  hush  of 
lighted  drawing-rooms  and  on  hand-organs 
in  dull  London  streets.  This  triumph  has 
been  hers,  and  it  will  be  remembered  now 
that  she  is  gone.— Masson,  Rosaline 
Orme,  1877,  Lady  W.  Stirling  Maxwell, 
The  Academy,  vol..  11,  p.  555. 

A  sort  of  soda-water  Byron.— GossB, 
Edmund,  1881,  The  Early  Writings  of 
Robert  Browning,  The  Century,  vol.  23,  p.  196. 

What  strikes  us  in  her  poetry  is  the 
earnestness  of  feeling,  the  mascidine  cast 
of  thought,  and  the  mode  in  which  her  own 
personality  is  made  to  furnish  dramatic 
colour  and  action.  It  is  thus  evident  that 
she  wrote  because  she  wished  to  express  her 
own  feelings,  and  leave  a  record  of  her 
many  trials,  and  not  from  a  dilettante  long- 
ing to  figure  in  print.— FrrzGERALD,  Percy, 
1886,  The  Lives  of  the  Sheridans,  vol.  u,  p. 
373. 

She  is  said  to  be  the  original  of  George 
Meredith's  "Diana  of  the  Crossways," 
that  brilliant,  complex  character  who 
stands  out  alive,  humanly  wrong  and 
lovable  among  all  the  heroines  of  novels. 
Mrs.  Norton  was  no  mere  fashionable 
writer  of  pretty  trifles.  Without  her  rank, 
her  genius  would  have  found  her  recogni- 
tion, for  she  poured  her  warm,  womanly 
heart-blood  into  her  writings  in  defence 
of  the  poor  and  oppressed. — Dorset, 
Anna  Vernon,  1891,  Society  Women  as 
Authors,  The  Cosmopolitan,  vol.  11,  p.  590. 

Mrs.  Norton's  work  was  not  conceived 
in  any  dilettante  spirit.  It  shows  from  first 
to  last,  that  steady  progress  which  only 
comes  of  conscientious  application  and 
continuous  study.  Her  longer  works  lack 
the  sustained  interest  which  can  alone 
make  such  poems  permanently  popular, 
but  they  contain  stanzas  which  give 
felicitous  expression  to  genuine  feeling 
and  ennobling  thought.  Lockhart,  in  the 
Quarterly,  called  her  "the  Byron  of  poet- 
esses," but  except  for  the  connubial  in- 
felicity which  withered  both  of  their  lives, 
and  the  occasional  expression  of  the  emo- 
tions stirred  by  their  common  experience, 
the  analogy  cannot  be  said  to  hold  good. 
Each,  like  Wordsworth's  nightingale,  was 
"a  creature  of  a  fiery  heart;"  but  Mrs. 
Norton  was  chastened  and  refined  by  the 
sufferings    that   irritated    and    degraded 
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Byron.  Mrs.  Norton's  tender  and  womanly 
feeling  was  everywhere  evident  in  her  life 
and  work.  Her  sympathy  with  the  poor 
and  the  suffering  was  keen  and  constant. — 
Miles,  Alfred  H.,  1892,  The  Poets  and  the 
Poetry  of  the  Century,  Joanna  BaiUie  to 
Mathilde  Blind,  p.  242. 

A  passage  from  "The  Dream,"  quoted 
by  Lockhart,  rivals  in  passionate  energy 
almost  anything  of  Byron's;  but  there  is  no 
element  of  novelty  in  Mrs.  Norton's  verse, 
any  more  than  there  is  any  element  of 
general  human  interest  in  the  impassioned 
expression  of  her  personal  sorrows.  Mrs. 
Norton  had  already  (1856)  proclaimed  the 
sufferings  of  overworked  operatives  in 
"A  Voice  from  the  Factories,"  a  poem  ac- 
companied by  valuable  notes.  In  "The 
Child  of  the  Islands"  (i.  e.  the  Prince  of 
Wales),  1845,  a  poem  on  the  social  condition 
of  the  English  people,  partly  inspired  by 
such  works  as  Carlyle's  "Chartism"  and 
Disraeli's  "Sybil,"  she  ventured  on  a  theme 
of  general  human  interest,  and  proved  that, 
while  purely  lyrical  poetry  came  easily  to 
her,  compositions  of  greater  weight  and 
compass  needed  to  be  eked  out  with 
writing  for  writing's  sake.  Much  of  it  is 
fine  and  even  brilliant  rhetoric,  much  too 
is  mere  padding,  and  its  chief  interest  is  as 
a  s3anptom  of  that  awakening  feeling  for 
the  necessity  of  a  closer  union  between  the 
classes  of  society  which  was  shortly  to  re- 
ceive a  still  more  energetic  expression  in 
Charles  Kingsley's  writings.  .  .  .  The  emo- 
tion itself  is  usually  sincere— always  when 
her  personal  feelings  are  concerned— but  the 


expression  is  conventional.  She  follows 
Byron  as  the  dominant  poet  of  her  day, 
but  one  feels  that  her  lyre  could  with  equal 
ease  have  been  tuned  to  any  other  note. 
Her  standard  of  artistic  execution  was  not 
exalted.  Though  almost  all  her  lyrics 
have  merit,  few  are  sufficiently  perfect  to 
endure,  and  she  will  be  best  remembered 
as  a  poetess  by  the  passages  of  impassioned 
rhetoric  imbedded  in  her  longer  poems.— 
Garnett,  Richard,  1895,  Dictionary  of 
National  Biography,  vol,  xu,  pp.  207,  208. 

"The  Outward  Bound,"  "Bingen  on  the 
Rhine,"  and  other  things  are  at  least  pass- 
able, and  one  of  the  author's  latest  and 
most  ambitious  poems,  "The  Lady  of  La 
Garaye,"  has  a  sustained  respectability.— 
Saintsbury,  George,  1896,  A  History  of 
Nineteenth  Century  Literature,  p.  315. 

Her  poetic  gift  was  not  great,  but  her 
verse  is  spirited,  and  has  frequently  a  ring 
of  genuine  pathos.— Walker,  Hugh,  1897, 
The  Age  of  Tennyson,  p.  260. 

It  was  as  a  poetess  that  Mrs.  Norton  was 
chiefly  known.  Her  verse  was  graceful  and 
harmonious,  but  more  emotional  than 
intellectual.  Wrath  at  injustice  and  cruelty 
stirred  the  depths  of  her  soul;  her  heart  was 
keenly  alive  to  the  social  evils  around  her 
and  she  longed  passionately  for  power 
to  redress  them.  The  effect  of  her  own 
wrongs  and  sufferings  was  to  quicken  her 
ardour  to  help  her  fellow  women  smarting 
under  English  law  as  it  at  that  time  ex- 
isted.—Hector,  Annie  Alexander,  (Mrs. 
Alexander),  1897,  Women  Novelists  of 
Queen  Victoria's  Reign,  p.  284. 


Samuel  Warren 

1807-1877 

Bom,  in  Denbighshire,  1807.  Studied  medicine  for  a  short  time  at  Edinburgh  University. 
Student  of  Inner  Temple,  1828;  Special  Pleader,  1831-37;  called  to  Bar,  1837.  Contrib. 
to  "Blackwood's  Mag."  from  Aug.  1830.  Q.  C,  1851.  Bencher  of  Inner  Temple,  1851. 
Recorder  of  Hull,  1852-74.  Hon.  D.  C.  L.,  Oxford,  9  June  1853.  M.  P.  for  Midhurst, 
1856-59.  Master  in  Lunacy,  1859-77.  Died,  29  July  1877.  Works:  "Passages  from 
the  Diary  of  a  Late  Physician"  (3  vols.),  1832-38;  "Popular  and  Practical  Introduction  to 
Law  Studies,"  1835;  "The  Opium  Question,"  1840  (4th  edn.  same  year);  "Ten  Thousand 
a  Year"  (anon.),  1841;  "Now  and  Then,"  1847;  "The  Moral,  Social  and  Professional 
Duties  of  Attorneys  and  Solicitors,"  1848;  "Correspondence  .  .  .  relative  to  the  trial  of 
Courvoisier,"  1849;  "Letter  to  the  Queen  on  a  late  Court  Martial,"  1850;  "The  Lily  and 
the  Bee, "  1851 ; " The  Queen,  or  the  Pope?"  1851 ; "  Manual  of  the  Parliamentary  Election 
Law  of  the  United  Kingdom,"  1852;  "Intellectual  and  Moral  Development  of  the  Present 
Age,"  1852;  "The  Law  and  Practice  of  Election  Committees,"  1853;  "Charge  to  the  Grand 
Jury,"  1854,  "Miscellanies"  (from  "Blackwood's  Mag.";  2  vols.),  1854-55;  "Works"  (5 
vols.),   1854-65;  "Labour,"   1856.    He  edited:  "Select  Extracts  from  Blackstone's 
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Commentaries"  (with  J.  W.  Smith),  1837;  "Blackstone's  Commentaries  System- 
atically Abridged/'  1855.— Sharp,  R.  Farquharson,  1897,  A  Dictionary  of  Engliih 
AuthoTB,  p.293. 


PERSONAL 

Mr.  Warren,  of  the  "Ten  Thousand  a 
Year,"  was  in  court,— a  pale,  tWn,  intel- 
ligent face,  evidently  a  nervous  man,  more 
unquiet  than  anybody  else  in  court, — 
always  restless  in  his  seat,  whispering  to 
his  neighbors,  settling  his  wis,  perhaps 
with  an  idea  that  people  single  mm  out. — 
Hawthorne,  Nathaniel,  1855,  English 
NoU-Book$,  vol.  I,  p.  152. 

It  was  a  curious  coincidence  that  his  first 
instructor  in  law  should  have  been  Samuel 
Warren,  author  subsequently  of  "Ten 
Thousand  a  Year."  One  mif  ht  have  pre- 
supposed that  there  would  have  been  an 
almost  perfect  assimilation  between  the 
brain  that  conceived  Tittlebat  Titmouse 
and  that  which  evolved  Triplet.  Yet,  sad 
to  relate,  the  two  of  a  trade  failed  to  agree, 
and  after  a  year  of  Mr.  Samuel  Warren, 
Charles  Reade  shifted  his  seat  to  the 
chambers  of  Mr.  Matthew  Fortescue,  a 
warm  friend  of  his  brother.— Reade, 
Charles  L,  and  Rev.  Cobipton,  1887, 
Memoir  of  Charles  Reade,  p.  105. 

It  has  been  a  temptation  difficult  to 
resist,  to  refrain  from  weaving  into  this 
history  the  most  amusing  record  of  the  life 
of  Warren,  which  is  to  be  found  in  these 
pages.  He  was  always  the  chief  figure  in 
those  pleasant  episodes  of  London  life 
which  diversified  the  story  of  the  brothers, 
from  the  very  first  outset  of  Alexander 
and  Robert;  the  most  lively  and  diverting 
figure,  often  disapproved  of,  sometimes 
quite  exasperating  in  his  play  with  life  and 
literature,  never  remembering  that  there 
were  (usually)  only  thirty  days  in  a  month, 
and  only  so  many  pages  in  a  magazine, 
ahnost  always  too  late,  too  long,  keeping 
the  Editors  on  tenter-hooks  of  expectation, 
furious  with  them  when  they  cut  short  his 
papers  or  excised  some  favourite  passage, 
as  we  have  seen  the  young  men  do  with  a 
courage  almost  super-editorial:  though 
every  controversy  ended  in  tears  and 
laughter  of  reconciliation,  and  the  vain, 
overweening,  open-hearted,  and  simple- 
minded  man  conquered  all  g^evances  with 
his  exuberance  of  life  and  jest,  the  mag- 
nanimity with  his  vanity,  and  the  real 
affection  and  friendship  that  lay  under  all. 
— OuPHANT,  Margaret  0.  W.,  1897, 
WiUioM  Blackwood  and  his  Sons,  vol,  n. 


In  his  colossal  literary  vanity  Warren 
resembled  Boswell.  The  stories  in  which 
he  appears  as  the  butt  of  Sergeant  Murphy 
and  other  experienced  wags  are  numerous; 
but  when  his  literary  reputation  was  not 
involved  he  was  one  of  the  gentlest,  best- 
hearted,  and  most  reasonable  of  men. 
He  was  popular  as  a  bencher  of  the  Inner 
Temple.— Seccombe,  Thomas,  1899,  Dic- 
tionary of  National  Biography,  vol.  UX,  p. 
426. 

DIARY  OF  A  LATE  PHYSICIAN 
18S2-88 

The  nature  of  these  narratives  may 
easily  be  guessed  from  their  title,  and  War- 
ren very  skillfully  maintained  the  disguise 
of  a  medical  man,  gamed  chiefly  by  his 
own  early  introduction  into  a  humble 
branch  of  that  profession.  The  tales  them- 
selves are  of  various  lengths,  and  very 
unequal  degrees  of  merit.  They  are  all, 
with  the  exception  of  one  or  two  (which 
are  not  important  enough  to  change  the 
general  impression  on  the  reader),  of  a  very 
tragic  and  painful  nature— dark  and 
agonising  pages  from  the  vast  book  of 
human  suffering.  .  .  .  The  style,  though 
occasionally  rather  too  highly  coloured,  is 
very  direct,  powerful,  and  unaffected;  and 
the  too  great  prevalence  of  a  tone  of  agony 
and  extreme  distress,  which  certainly 
injures  the  effect  of  the  whole,  by  depriving 
the  work  of  reliefs  which  is,  above  all,  in- 
dispensable in  painful  subjects,  is  perhap 
rather  attributable  to  the  nature  of  tne 
subjects  than  to  any  defect  of  the  artist.— 
Shaw,  Thomas  B.,  1847,  Outlines  of  Eng- 
lish  Literature,  p.  390. 

So  intense  was  the  air  of  reality  about 
these  sketches  that  one  of  Mr.  Warren's 
critics  found  fault  with  them  as  a  betrayal 
of  professional  confidence.— Hart,  John 
S.,  1872,  A  Manual  of  English  Literature, 
p.  534. 

His  "Diary  of  a  Late  Physician"  pro- 
duced a  great  effect,  partly,  I  think,  under 
the  mistaken  impression  that  it  had  been 
bequeathed  to  the  world  by  a  real  practis- 
ing physician,  and  therefore  dealt  with  in- 
teresting facts,  and  not  only  with  amusing 
fancies.  But  partly  also  because,  though 
somewhat  rough,  if  not  course  in  texture, 
it  gave  evidence  of  talent,  and  was  reason- 
ably held  to  be  a  work  of  promise.— Doyle, 


108 


SAMUEL  WARREN 


Sir  Francis  Hastings,  1886,  Reminis- 
cences and  Opinions,  p.  234. 

Printed  in  collective  form  (1832,  and 
complete  1838),  they  went  through  numer- 
ous editions,  were  translated  into  sev- 
eral European  languages,  and  extensively 
pirated  in  America,  while  they  still  sell 
largely  in  paper  covers  for  sixpence. 
Their  literary  merit  is  slight,  but  their 
melodramatic  power  is  considerable. — 
Seccohbe,  Thobias,  1899,  Dictionary  of 
National  Biography ,  vol  Lix,  p.  424. 

TEN  THOUSAND  A  YEAR 
1841 

I  finished  yesterday  the  first  volume  of 
^'Ten  Thousand  a  Year,"  the  commence- 
ment of  which,  as  Aunt  Margaret  intends 
to  testify  in  her  next  epistle,  is  very 
unpromising.  As  it  proceeds  however  it 
becomes  splendid;  and,  having  completed 
the  volume,  I  laid  it  down  with  the  impres- 
sion that  it  was  equal  to  Dickens.— Ros- 
SBTn,  Dante  Gabriel,  1843,  To  his 
Mother,  June  2;  Family  Letters,  ed.  W.  M. 
Rossetti,  vol.  n,  p.  11. 

This  work  portrays  the  unexpected 
elevation  to  immense  wealth  and  impor- 
tance of  one  of  the  most  contemptible  beings 
that  the  imagination  can  conceive,  }b. 
Tittlebat  Titmouse,  a  vulgar,  ignorant, 
coxcomb  of  the  lowest  order,  a  linen- 
draper's  shopman  in  Oxford-street,  and 
suddenly  exalted,  through  the  instru- 
mentality of  some  rascally  attorneys,  who 
have  discovered  a  defect  in  a  pedigree,  to 
the  third  heaven  of  English  aristocracy. 
The  book  is  crowded  with  "scenes  of  many- 
coloured  life,"  and  with  an  infinity  of 
personages,  all  vigorously,  and  some  ad- 
mirably drawn.  The  gradual  development 
of  the  plot  is  carried  on,  not  only  with 
considerable  skill  and  probability,  but 
with  a  great  deal  more  attention  to  detail 
than  is  usual  in  modem  fiction;  and  many 
of  the  scenes  are  highly  dramatic  and 
natural.  ...  Mr.  Warren  is  a  barrister, 
and  a  distinguished  writer  on  legal  educa- 
tion; and  we  cannot,  therefore,  be  sur- 
prised that  he  should  exhibit  great  and 
accurate  knowledge,  not  only  of  the  pro- 
fession itself,  but  of  the  habits  of  its 
members.  The  work  is  undeniably  a  pro- 
duction of  great  skill  and  genius,  and  set- 
ting aside  a  little  political  partiality  (for 
all  Mr.  Warren's  good  people  are  Tories, 
and  his  bad  ones  as  invariably  Whigs), 
must  be  considered  as  giving  a  vivid. 


well-drawn,  and  impressive  picture  of 
modem  English  society.— Shaw,  Thomas 
B.,  1847,  Outlines  of  English  Literature,  pp. 
390,391. 

Shows  considerable  power  of  comic,  or 
rather  grotesque,  picturing,  and  might 
take  a  high  rank  in  fiction  but  for  the  ter- 
ribly virtuous  and  high-flown  characters 
which  were  apparently  the  pride  of  the 
author's  heart.  Aubrey,  lus  favourite 
hero,  was  chosen  by  Thackeray  as  an  ex- 
cellent example  of  several  branches  of 
snobbishness.— OupHANT,  Margaret  0. 
W.,  1892,  The  Victorian  Age  of  English 
Literature,  p.  290. 

GENERAL 
Samuel  Warren,  though  able,  yet  vainest  of 

men, 
Could  he  guide  with  discretion  his  tongue  and 

his  pen, 
His  course  would  be  clear  for — "Ten  Thousand 

a  Year," 
But  limited  else  to  a  brief — ^"Now  and  Then." 

—Rose,  Sir  George,  1847?  On  Samuel 
Warren. 

He  possesses,  in  a  remarkable  manner, 
the  tenderness  of  heart  and  vividness  of 
feeling,  as  well  as  powers  of  description, 
which  are  essential  to  the  delineation  of  the 
pathetic,  and  which,  when  existing  in  the 
degree  in  which  he  enjoyed  them,  fill  his 
pages  with  scenes  which  can  never  be 
forgotten.  His  "Diary  of  a  Physician"  and 
"Ten  Thousand  a  Year"  are  a  proof  of  this; 
they  are,  and  chiefly  for  this  reason,  among 
the  most  popular  works  of  imagination 
that  this  age  has  produced.  Mr.  Warren, 
like  so  many  other  romance  writers  of  the 
age,  has  often  filled  his  canvas  with  pic- 
tures of  middle  and  humble  life  to  an  ex- 
tent which  those  whose  taste  is  fixed  on  the 
elevating  and  the  lofty  not  altogether 
approve.  But  that  is  the  fault  of  the  age 
rather  than  the  man.  It  is  amply  re- 
deemed, even  in  the  eyes  of  those  who 
regard  it  as  a  blemish,  by  the  gleams  of  a 
genius  which  shine  through  the  dark 
clouds  of  melancholy  with  which  his  con- 
ceptions are  so  often  invested;  by  the  ex- 
quisite pathetic  scenes  with  wUch  they 
abound;  and  the  pure  and  ennobling  ol>- 
jects  to  which  his  compositions,  even  when 
painting  ordinary  life,  are  imiformly 
directed.— Alison,  Sir  Archibald,  1853> 
History  of  Europe,  1815-1852,  ch.  V. 

Few,  if  any,  writers  of  fiction  of  the 
present  century,  hold  a  more  powerful  pen 
than  Samuel  Warren.    In  vivid  painting 
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of  the  passions,  and  in  faithfully  depicting  Lily  and  the  Bee"  that  showed  how  a  clever 

scenes  of  modern  life,  his  tales  have  en-  novelist  with  a  good  sense  of  the  ridiculous, 

joyed  a  very  great  and  deserved  popu-  and  a  clear  headed  lawyer  to  boot,  may  make 

larity.— Cleveland,   Charles  D.,   1853,  himself  ridiculous  by  failing   to  see  the 

Engluk  Liierature  of  the  Nineteenth  Cen-  limits  of  his    power.  —  Morlet,  Henry, 

tvTif,  p.  697.  1881,  Of  Engluk  Literature  in  the  Reign  of 

Turned  from  the  study  of  Medicine  to  ^*<5<«w^,  «^*  «  Gl^'n^ie  ai  the  P<ut,  p.  343. 
that  of  Law.    ....  At  the  beginning        If  anything  was  ever  written  which  could 

of  the  reign  Samuel  Warren  published,  in  startle  and  horrify  the  imagination,  and 

1838-40,  a  series  of  tales  or  sketches  of  create  in  it  an  alarmed  expectation   of 

life  called  'The  Diary  of  a  Late  Physician"  revelations  to  come,  it  was  the  paper  called 

which    first    appeared   in   ''  Blackwood's  'The  Man  about  Town,"  herein  discussed, 

Magazine.''    In  this  there   were   touches  which  for  sheer  horror  exceeded  an3rthing 

of  pathos;   and  there   was   comic  power  that  had  been  written,  at  least  let  us  say 

in  his  very  successful  novel  "  Ten  Thou-  since  "Frankenstein."     It  is  very  possible 

sand  a  Year,"  which   followed  in  1841.  it  may  have  been  a  salutary   revelation: 

"Now  and  Then,"  in  1848,  sustained  the  there  is  no  doubt  it  was  a  very  dreadful 

author's  credit;  but  in  1851  the  opening  of  one.— Ouphant,  Margaret  0.  W.,  1897, 

the  great  Exposition  suggested  a  rhapsody  William  Blaektoood  and  His  Sons,  vol,  n, 

of  neither  prose  nor  verse  called  "The  p. 34. 


William  Cullen  Bryant 

1794-1878 
William  Cullen  Bryant  bom  Nov.  3, 1794.  First  poems  printed,  March  18, 1807.  "The 
Embargo"  printed,  1808.  "The  Genius  of  Columbia,"  1810.  Enters  Williams  College, 
Oct.,  1810.  Leaves  Williams  College,  May,  1811.  "Thanatopsis"  written,  1812.  Be- 
gins the  Study  of  Law,  1812.  Admitted  to  the  Bar,  1815.  "Thanatopsis"  printed,  1817. 
Marries  Miss  Fanny  Fairchild,  1821.  Delivers  "The  Ages"  at  Harvard,  1821.  Removes 
to  New-York  Qty,  1825.  Union  of  The  NeuhYark  Review  and  The  New-York  Literary 
Gazette,  March  17, 1826.  Becomes  Assistant  Editor  of  "The  Evening  Post, "  1826.  Edits 
The  Talisman  with  Verplanck  and  Sands,  1827-1830.  Becomes  chief  Editor  of  The  Even- 
ing Post,  1829.  First  European  Tour,  1834-1836.  "  The  Fountain,  and  others  Poems, " 
published,  1842.  First  Tour  in  the  South,  March-May,  1843.  "  The  White-Footed  Deer, 
and  other  Poems,"  published,  1844.  Purchases  the  Estate  at  Roslyn,  1845.  Second 
European  Tour,  April-Dec.,  1845.  Delivers  the  Oration  on  Thomas  Cole,  1848.  Second 
Tour  in  the  South,  and  First  Visit  to  Cuba,  March-May,  1849.  Third  European  Tour, 
June-Oct.,  1849.  "  Letters  of  a  Traveller  "  published,  1850.  Presides  at  the  Banquet  to 
Kossuth,  Dec.  9,1851.  Delivers  the  Oration  on  J.  Fennimore  Cooper,  Feb.  25, 1852.  Fourth 
European  Tour,  Visit  to  the  Holy  Land,  and  Second  Visit  to  Cuba,  1852.  A  Complete 
Edition  of  Poems  published,  1854.  Fifth  European  Tour,  and  First  Visit  to  Spain,  1857- 
1858.  Baptized  at  Naples,  April,  1858.  Dangerous  Illness  of  Mrs.  Bryant  at  Naples, 
May,  1858.  "Letters  from  Spain  and  other  Countries, "  published,  1859.  Address  at  the 
Schiller  Festival,  Nov.  11, 1859.  Delivers  the  Oration  on  Washington  Irving,  1860.  Made 
Presidential  Elector,  1860.  "Thirty  Poems"  published,  1863.  Seventieth  Birthday 
Celebrated  by  the  Century  Cluh,  Nov.  3,  1864.  Death  of  Mrs.  Bryant,  June,  1866.  Last 
European  Tour,  1867.  The  Free-Trade  Banquet  to  Bryant,  Jan.  30,  1868.  "Letters 
from  the  East"  published,  1869.  Delivers  the  Oration  on  Fitz-Greene  Halleck,  Feb.  3, 
1869.  Translation  of  "The  Iliad"  published,  1870.  Delivers  the  Oration  on  Gulian  C. 
Verplanck,  May  17,  1870.  Translation  of  "The  Odyssey"  published,  1871,  Address  on 
Italian  Unity,  Jan.,  1871.  Address  on  the  Unveiling  of  the  Morse  Statue,  June  10, 1871. 
Toiu"  in  Mexico,  Winter  of  1871-72.  Address  on  the  Unveiling  of  the  Shakespeare  Statue, 
May,  22, 1872.  Address  on  Reform,  Sept.  23,  1872.  Address  on  the  Scott  Statue,  Nov. 
4,  1872.  Visited  by  the  Commemorative  Committee,  Nov.  3,  1874.  "The  Flood  of 
Years"  published,  1876.  Presentation  of  the  Commemorative  Vase,  June  20, 1876.  De- 
livers the  Oration  on  Mazzini,  May  29,  1878.  Death  of  Bryant,  June  12, 1878.  Burial, 
June  14, 1878.— Hill,  David  J.,  1879,  William  Cullen  Bryant,  p.  13. 
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PERSONAL 

With  one  exception  (and  that's  Irving) 
you  are  the  man  I  most  wanted  to  see  in 
America.  You  have  been  here  twice,  and  I 
have  not  seen  you.  The  fault  was  not 
mine;  for  on  the  evening  of  my  arrival 
Qommittee-gentlemen  were  coming  in  and 
out  until  long  after  I  had  your  card  put 
into  my  hands.  As  I  lost  what  I  most 
eagerly  longed  for,  I  ask  you  for  your 
sympathy,  and  not  for  your  forgiveness. 
Now,  I  want  to  know  when  you  will  come 
and  breakfast  with  me:  and  I  don't  call  to 
leave  a  card  at  your  door  before  asking 
you,  because  I  love  you  too  well  to  be 
ceremonious  with  you.  I  have  a  thumbed 
book  at  home,  so  well  worn  that  it  has 
nothing  upon  the  back  but  one  gilt  "B," 
and  the  remotest  possible  traces  of  a  "y-" 
My  ccedentials  are  in  my  earnest  admira- 
tion of  its  beautiful  contents. — Dickens, 
Charles,  1842,  Letter  to  Bryant,  Feb.  14; 
A  Biography  of  William  Cvllen  Bryant  by 
Godwin,  vol.  i,  p.  395. 

In  height,  he  is,  perhaps,  five  feet  nine. 
His  frame  is  rather  robust.  His  features 
are  large  but  thin.  His  countenance  is 
sallow,  nearly  bloodless.  His  eyes  are 
piercing  gray,  deep  set,  with  large  project- 
ing eyebrows.  His  mouth  is  wide  and 
massive,  the  expression  of  the  smile  hard, 
cold — even  sardonic.  The  forehead  is 
broad,  with  prominent  organs  of  ideality; 
a  good  deal  bald;  the  hair  thin  and  grayish, 
as  are  also  the  whiskers,  which  he  wears 
in  a  simple  style.  His  bearing  is  quite  dis- 
tinguished, full  of  the  aristocracy  of  intel- 
lect. .  .  .  His  dress  is  plain  to  the  extreme 
of  simplicity,  although  of  late  there  is  a 
certain  degree  of  Anglicism  about  it. '  In 
character  no  man  stands  more  loftily  than 
Bryant.  The  peculiarly  melancholy  ex- 
pression of  his  countenance  has  caused  him 
to  be  accused  of  harshness,  or  coldness  of 
heart.  Never  was  there  a  greater  mistake. 
His  soul  is  charity  itself,  in  all  respects 
generous  and  noble.  His  manners  are  un- 
doubtedly reserved.— PoE,  Edgar  Allan, 
1846,  William  CuUen  Bryant,  W  rks,  ed. 
Stedman  and  Woodberry,  vol.  vi,  pp.118, 119. 

It  is  consistent  when  we  find  the  poet's 
home  a  great,  old-time  mansion,  so  em- 
bosomed in  trees  and  vines  that  we  can 
hardly  catch  satisfactory  glimpses  of  the 
bay  on  which  it  lies,  through  the  leafy 
windows,  of  which  an  overhanging  roof 
prolongs  the  shade.     No  greener,  quieter. 


or  more  purely  simple  retreat  can  be  found; 
none  with'  which  the  owner  and  his  tastes 
and  occupations  are  more  in  keeping.  It 
would  be  absiird  to  say  that  all  appearance 
of  show  or  style  is  carefully  avoided  for  it 
requires  very  little  observation  to  perceive 
that  these  are  absent  from  the  place  simply 
because  they  never  entered  its  master's 
mind.  I  suppose  if  anything  could  com- 
pletely displease  Mr.  Bryant  with  this 
beloved  home,  it  would  be  the  addition  of 
any  outward  costliness,  or  even  elegance, 
calculated  to  attract  the  attention  of  the 
passing  stranger.  Friend  Richard  Kirk — ^a 
Quaker  of  the  Quakers,  if  he  may  be  judged 
by  his  works— little  thought,  when  he  built 
this  great,  ample,  square  dwelling-place,  in 
the  lap  of  the  hills,  in  1787,  that  he  was 
fashioning  the  house  of  a  poet — one  worthy 
to  be  spared  when  temple  and  tower  went 
to  the  ground,  because  it  is  the  sanctuary 
of  a  priest  of  Nature.— I^irkland,  Carol- 
ine M.,  1853-96,  Homes  of  American 
Avihors,  ed.  Hubbard,  p.  48. 

Yesterday,  while  we  were  at  dinner,  Mr. 
called.     I  never  saw  him  but  once 


before,  and  that  was  at  the  door  of  our 
little  red  cottage  in  Lenox,  he  sitting  in  a 
wagon  with  one  or  two  of  the  Sedgwicks, 
merely  exchanging  a  greeting  with  me  from 
under  the  brim  of  his  straw  hat,  and 
driving  on.  He  presented  himself  now 
with  a  long  white  beard,  such  as  a  palmer 
might  have  worn  as  the  growth  of  his  long 
pilgrimages,  a  brow  almost  entirely  bald, 
and  what  hair  he  has  quite  hoary;  a  fore- 
head impending,  yet  not  massive;  dark, 
bushy  eyebrows  and  keen  eyes,  without 
much  softness  in  them;  a  dark  and  sallow 
complexion;  a  slender  figure,  bent  a  little 
with  age,  but  at  once  alert  and  infirm. 
It  surprised  me  to  see  him  so  venerable; 
for,  as  poets  are  Apollo's  kinsmen,  we  are 
inclined  to  attribute  to  them  his  enviable 
quality  of  never  growing  old.  There  was  a 
wear}'  look  in  his  face,  as  if  he  were  tired  of 
seeing  things  and  doing  things,  though 
with  certainly  enough  to  see  and  do,  if  need 
were.  My  family  gathered  about  him,  and 
he  conversed  with  great  readiness  and 
simplicity  about  his  travels,  and  whatever 
other  subject  came  up.  .  .  .  His  maners 
and  whole  aspect  are  very  particularly 
plain,  though  not  affectedly  so;  but  it 
seems  as  if  in  the  decline  of  life,  and  the 
security  of  his  position,  he  had  put  off 
whatever  artificial  polish  he  may  have 
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heretofore  had,  and  resumed  the  simpler 
habits  and  deportment  of  his  early  New 
England  breedmg.  Not  but  what  you  dis- 
cover, nevertheless,  that  he  is  a  man  of  re- 
finement, who  has  seen  the  world,  and  is 
well  aware  of  his  own  place  in  it.  ...  He 
uttered  neither  passion  nor  poetry,  but 
excellent  good  sense,  and  accurate  informa- 
tion, on  whatever  subject  transpired;  a 
very  pleasant  man  to  associate  with,  but 
rather  cold,  I  should  imagine,  if  one  should 
seek  to  touch  his  heart  with  one's  own. 
He  shook  hands  kindly  all  around,  but  not 
with  any  warmth  of  grip,  although  the 
ease  of  his  deportment  had  put  us  all  on 
sociable  terms  with  him. — Hawthorne, 
Nathaniel,  1858,  Pa$$ages  from  French 
and  Italian  Note  Books,  May  22,  pp.  210, 
211,  212. 

O  poet  whom  our  grandsires  loved, 

And  whom  our  aires  revered  and  praised, 
Not  less  do  we, — last  of  the  three 

Of  generations  thou  hast  graced.  .  .  . 
The  Eastern  pines  thy  love  shall  sin^ 

Across  the  land,  to  where,  profound 
By  Western  steeps,  the  wild  wave  sweeps, 

That,  save  its  dashing,  hears  no  sound. 
The  trees  thy  loving  care  didst  tend 

ShaU  blossom  stiU;  and  still  shaU  run 
The  laughing  rills  among  the  hills 

And  sunny  vales  of  Cummington. 
And  Roslyn's  fields  l)e  fair  again 

With  bloom,  as  in  those  marvelous  hours 
When  thou,  thy  heart  from  cares  apart, 

Walked  lovingly  among  the  flowers. 
And  Roslyn's  woods  be  all  atime 

With  birds  that  warble  forth  thy  name 
In  Springtime's  green,  or  Summer's  sheen, 

Or  in  the  Autumn's  tint  of  flame. 
Sing  forth  his  name,  pour  out  his  praise, 

O  woods  and  streams,  O  birds  and  flowers  I 
Repeat,  repeat  his  numbers  sweet; 

His  love  and  fame  are  yours  and  ours. 

—Browne,  Francis  F.,  1874-95,  Bryanfs 
Eightieth  Birthday,  Volunteer  Grain. 

As  a  poet,  as  a  journalist,  as  a  patriot,  as 
a  pure  and  upright  man,  living  to  an  almost 
patriarchal  age,  yet  never  losing  his  in- 
terest, or  relaxing  his  efforts,  in  whatever 
might  advance  the  honor  or  welfare  of  his 
fellow-men,  he  has  won  for  himself  an  im- 
perishable remembrance  on  the  page  of 
history.— WiNTHROP,  Robert  C.,-  1878, 
Addresses  and  Speeches,  vol.  m,  p.  510. 

From  his  childhood  and  through  all  his 
eighty-four  years  his  habits  of  life  were 
temperate  and  careful.  .  .  .  He  rose  early, 
took  active  exercise,  walked  far  and  easily, 
spared  work  at  night,  yet  had  time  for 


every  duty  of  a  fully  occupied  life,  and  at 
seventy-one  sat  down  in  the  shadow  of  the 
great  sorrow  of  his  life  to  seek  a  wise  dis- 
traction in  translating  the  Iliad  and  the 
Cklyssey.  His  sobriety  was  effortless;  it 
was  that  of  a  sound  man,  not  of  an  ascetic. 
He  was  not  a  vegetarian  nor  a  total  abstainer 
from  wine;  but  of  tobacco,  he  said,  play- 
fully, that  he  did  not  meddle  with  it  ex- 
cept to  quarrel  with  its  use.  No  man  ever 
bore  the  burden  of  years  more  lightly,  and 
men  of  younger  generations  saw  with  ad- 
miration and  amazement  an  agility  that 
shamed  their  own.  At  four-score  his  eyes 
were  undimmed,  and  his  ears  had  a  boy'a 
acuteness.  —  Curtis,  George  William, 
1878,  William  Culkn  Bryant,  A  Com- 
memaraHve  Address,  p.  61. 

It  is  the  glory  of  this  man  that  his  char- 
acter outshone  even  his  great  talent  and 
his  lar^e  fame.  Distinguished  equally  for 
his  native  gifts  and  his  consummate  culture, 
his  poetic  inspiration  and  his  exquisite  art, 
he  IS  honored  and  loved  today  even  more 
for  his  stainless  purity  of  life,  his  unswerv- 
ing rectitude  of  will,  his  devotion  to  the 
higher  interests  of  his  race,  his  unfeigned 
patriotism,  and  his  broad  humanity.  It  is 
remarkable  that  with  none  of  the  arts  of 
popularity  a  man  so  little  dependent  on 
others'  appreciation,  so  self-subsistent  and 
so  retiring,  who  never  sought  nor  accepted 
office,  who  had  little  taste  for  cooperation, 
and  no  bustling  zeal  in  ordinary  philan- 
throphy,  should  have  drawn  to  himself  the 
confidence,  the  honor,  and  reverence  of  a 
great  metropolis,  and  become,  perhaps  it 
is  not  too  much  to  say,  our  first  citizen.— 
Bellows,  Henry  WHrrNET,  1878,  Funeral 
Sermon,  June  li;  William  CtdUn  Bryant  by 
John  Bigelow,  p.  305. 

And  so  the  good,  stainless,  noble  old 
citizen  and  poet  lies  in  the  closed  coffin 
there — and  this  is  his  funeral.  A  solemn, 
impressive,  simple  scene,  to  spirit  and 
senses.  The  remarkable  gathering  of  gray 
heads,  celebrities— the  finely  render'd  an- 
them, and  other  music — the  church,  dim 
even  now  at  approaching  noon,  in  its  light 
from  the  mellow-stain'd  windows— the 
pronounc'd  eulogy  on  the  bard  who  loved 
Nature  so  fondly,  and  sung  so  well  her 
shows  and  seasons.— Whitman,  Walt, 
1878,  Aulohiographia,  June  14. 

Mr.  Bryant's  face  and  figure  was  one 
well  known  to  Americans.  He  was  a  hand- 
some old  man,  having  a  slight,  erect  form, 
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a  fine  head,  and  a  white  flowing  beard. 
His  eyes,  when  his  mind  was  excited  with  a 
peculiar  mirth  which  he  had,  glittered 
through  their  half-shut  lids  with  a  gem-like 
brilliancy.  At  the  time  when  I  knew  him 
he  was  already  past  eighty.  He  wrote  but 
little  in  his  newspaper,  and  he  never  was  a 
talkative  man.  But  both  in  his  conversa- 
tion and  in  the  little  writing  which  he  now 
and  then  did,  it  was  common  to  meet  with 
some  stroke  of  his  sense  or  exact  imagina- 
tion. ...  I  have  omitted  one  ingredient 
in  the  reputation  of  Mr.  Bryant  in  America; 
there  was  in  it  something  of  Franklin.  He 
was  a  man  of  rules,  an  early  riser,  and  very 
nearly  a  vegetarian.  Having  been  often 
asked  as  to  the  methods  by  which  he  had 
accomplished  so  much,  he  gave  to  the 
world  the  hygienic  and  literary  regulations 
which  he  had  observed  throughout  his  long 
life.  He  had  always  much  to  say  against 
affectation  and  against  modem  extrava- 
gance of  living.  He  thus  figured  to  the 
younger  generation  as  the  representative 
of  old-fashioned  New  England  sagacity 
and  simplicity.— Nadal,  Ehrman  Syme, 
1878,  William  Cvllen  Bryant,  Maemillan*B 
Magazine,  vol.  38,  pp.  374, 375. 

sacred  to  the  memory  of 
W.  C.  B. 

IN  ORDER  OF  TDif  E  AND  EXCELLENCE  OF 

GENIUS 

ONE  OF  THE  FATHERS  OF  AMERICAN 

POETRY 

A  WRITER  OF  CONSUMATE  ENGLISH  PROSE; 

BY  HIS  WISDOM  AND  INSIGHT  A  JOURNALIST 

OF  MASTERLY  POWER ; 

THOUGH  HOLDING  NO  PUBLIC  OFFICE  OF 

HIS  COUNTRY. 
AS  A  MAN,  AUSTERE,  RELIGIOUS,  SELF- 
CONTAINED  ;    HIS  UFE  WAS  AN  EXPRESSION 
OF  HIS  POETRY ;    HIS  DEATH  AN 
ILLUSTRATION  OF  THE  SPIRIT  OF 
**THANATOPSIS.'* 
B.  NOV.  3,  1794. 
D.  JUNE  12,  1878. 

—Ripley,  George,  1878?  Epitaph  on 
William  CuUen  Bryant,  p.  172. 

Mr.  Bryant  was  a  poet  who  could  take 
care  of  himself  and  get  a  living.  He  could 
not  only  do  this,  but  he  could  do  a  wise  and 
manly  part  in  guiding  the  politics  of  the 
country.  He  could  not  only  manage  his 
own  private  and  family  affairs  in  a  pros- 
perous way,  but  he  could  discharge  his 
duties  as  a  citizen  and  a  member  of  society. 
In  his  own  personal  character  and  history 


he  associated  probity  with  genius,  purity 
with  art,  and  the  sweetest  Christianity  with 
the  highest  culture.  He  has  proved  to  all 
the  younger  generation  of  poets  that 
hysterics  are  not  inspiration,  that  improvi- 
dence is  not  an  unerring  sign  of  genius,  that 
Christian  conviction  and  Christian  char- 
acter are  not  indications  of  weakness,  but 
are  rather  a  measure  of  strength,  and  that 
a  man  may  be  a  poet  and  a  poet  a  man. — 
Holland,  Josiah  Gilbert,  1878,  Topics 
of  the  Times,  Scrihnefs  Monthly,  vol,  16. 

This  was  not  ThyrsisI  no,  the  minstrel  lone 
And  reverend,  the  woodland  singer  hoar, 
Who   was  dear   Nature's   nursling,   and   the 

priest 
Whom  most  she  loved;  nor  had   his  office 


But  for  her  mandate :  *  'Seek  again  thine  own ; 
The  walks  of  men  shall  draw  thy  steps  no 

more!" 
Softly  as  from  a  feast 
The  guest  departs  that  hears  a  low  recall, 
He  went,  and  left  behind  his  harp  and  coronal. 

— Stedman,    Edmund   Clarence,    1878, 
The  Death  of  Bryant. 

There  was  a  mournful  propriety  in  the 
circumstances  of  the  death  of  Bryant. 
He  was  stricken  just  as  he  had  discharged 
a  characteristic  duty  with  all  the  felicity 
for  which  he  was  noted,  and  he  was  prob- 
ably never  wholly  conscious  from  that 
moment.  Happily  we  may  believe  that  he 
was  sensible  of  no  decay,  and  his  intimate 
friends  had  noted  little.  He  was  hale, 
erect,  and  strong  to  the  last.  All  his  life  a 
lover  of  nature  and  an  advocate  of  liberty, 
he  stood  under  the  trees  in  the  beautiful 
park  on  a  bright  June  day,  and  paid  an 
eloquent  tribute  to  a  devoted  servant  of 
liberty  in  another  land.  And  while  his 
words  yet  lingered  in  the  ears  of  those  who 
heard  him,  he  passed  from  human  sight. 
There  is  probably  no  eminent  man  in  the 
country  upon  whose  life  and  genius  and 
career  the  verdict  of  his  fellow-citizens 
would  be  more  immediate  and  unanimous. 
His  character  and  life  had  a  simplicity  and 
austerity  of  outline  that  had  become  uni- 
versally familiar,  like  a  neighbouring  moun- 
tain or  the  sea.  His  convictions  were  very 
strong,  and  his  temper  uncompromising; 
he  was  independent  beyond  most  Ameri- 
cans. He  was  an  editor  and  a  partisan; 
but  he  held  politics  and  all  other  things 
subordinate  to  the  truth  and  the  common 
welfare,  and  his  earnestness  and  sincerity 
and  freedom  from  selfish  ends  took  the 
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sting  of  personality  from  his  opposition, 
and  constantly  placated  all  who,  like 
him,  sought  lofty  and  virtuous  objects. — 
SwiNTON,  WiLLUM,  1880,  Studies  in 
English  Literaitare,  p.  408. 

The  serenity  and  dignity  so  manifest  in 
Bryant's  writings  were  notable  also  in  his 
person.  The  poet  was  often  depicted  by 
pencil  and  pen.  The  phrenologists  ex- 
hausted theur  skill  upon  his  noble  head, 
and  the  painters  and  engravers  their  art 
upon  his  face.  The  former  believed  him 
to  approach  the  ideal  of  Spurzheim  in  his 
phrenological  developments,  and  the  latter 
deemed  him  to  possess  the  fine  artistic 
features  of  Titian  and  of  the  Greek  poet 
whom  he  translated.  It  is  a  consolation  to 
age,  when  protected  by  a  wise  and  orderly 
regulated  life,  that  its  inherent  dignity 
supplies  the  want,  if  not  the  place,  of 
yoiith,  and  that  the  veneration  and 
serenity  which  surround  it  more  than 
compensate  for  the  passions  which  turbu- 
lence renders  dangerous.  To  such  an 
honored  age  as  this  Bryant  attained;  calm, 
circumspect,  and  sedate,  he  passed  the 
perilous  portals  of  Parnassus  with  his 
crown  of  laurel  untarnished  and  un- 
withered  by  the  baser  breath  that  some- 
times lurks  like  a  poison  within  its  leaves. 
He  more  resembled  Dante  in  the  calm 
dignity  of  his  nature,  though  happily  not 
in  the  violent  and  oppressive  affliction 
of  his  life,  than  any  other  poet  in  history. — 
Wn^ON,  James  Grant,  1886,  Bryant  and 
his  Friends,  p.  SI. 

Probably  the  title  of  the  Great  American 
could  be  as  fittingly  applied  to  Bryant  as  to 
any  man  our  nation  has  produced.  He  has 
been  happily  called  the  Puritan  Greek;  and 
this  epithet  applies  equally  well  to  his  life 
as  to  his  writings.  If  he  was  a  Stoic  in  his 
earlier  years,  he  was  as  unmistakably 
a  Christian  in  later  life.  Diuing  both 
periods  he  was  pure  as  ice,  lofty  in  thought, 
noble  in  deed, — an  inspiration  toward  the 
True  Life  to  all  who  watched  his  course. 
No  errors  of  passion  or  of  over-heated 
blood  did  he  have  to  mourn  over,  even  in 
youth;  yet  he  was  not  cold  or  unimpas- 
sioned,  as  his  deep  devotion  throughout 
life  to  the  woman  of  his  choice  proved. 
He  led  emphatically  the  intellectual  life, 
with  as  littie  admixture  of  the  flesh  as 
possible;  yet  the  warm  currents  of  feeling 
were  never  dried  up  in  his  nature,  but 
bubbled  up  freshly  to  the  end.     He  lived 
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largely  on  the  heights  of  life,  yet  he  was  not 
uncharitable  to  the  weaknesses  and  follies 
he  saw  everywhere  about  him,  but  rather 
looked  upon  them  with  a  half-pitying 
tenderness;  and  he  dropped  a  tear  occa- 
sionally where  the  integrity  of  his  own 
nature  counselled  a  stem  reproof.— Gris- 
WOLD,  Hattie  Tyng,  1886,  Home  Life  of 
Great  Authors,  p.  132. 

Bryant's  ofiice  desk  was  his  newspaper 
Egeria.  It  was  also  a  curiosity.  Except 
for  a  space  immediately  in  front  of  him 
about  two  feet  long  and  eighteen  inches 
deep,  his  desk  was  usually  covered  to  the 
depth  of  from  twelve  to  twenty  inches 
with  opened  letters,  manuscript,  pamphlets^ 
and  books,  the  accumulation  of  years. 
During  his  absence  in  Europe  in  1859-60, 
his  associate  thought  to  do  Bryant  a  good 
turn  by  getting  rid  of  this  rubbish  and 
clearing  Us  table  so  that  he  should  have 
room  for  at  least  one  of  his  elbows  on  the 
table.  When  he  returned  and  saw  what 
had  been  done,  it  was  manifest  from  his 
expression— he  said  nothing— that  what 
had  been  so  kindly  intended  was  regarded 
as  anything  but  a  kindness.  He  h^  also 
pne  habit  in  common  with  Pope,  of  always 
writing  his  "copy"  for  the  paper  on  the 
backs  of  these  old  letters  and  rejected  MSS. 
One  who  was  associated  with  him  for  many 
years  in  the  management  of  the  Evening 
Post  afiirms  that  he  never  knew  Bryant  to 
write  an  article  for  its  columns  on  a  fresh 
sheet  of  paper.  He  also  used  a  quill  pen, 
which  he  was  in  the  habit  of  mending  with 
a  knife  nearly  as  old  as  himself,  and  which 
might  originally  have  cost  him  fifty  cents. 
He  has  been  heard  to  speak  of  this  knife 
with  affection,  and  to  resent  the  suggestion 
that  he  should  replace  it  with  a  better  one. 
Every  year  had  added  a  value  to  it  which 
no  new  knife  could  possibly  have  in  his 
eyes.  The  same  attiachment  to  old  ser- 
vants made  him  hold  on  to  a  blue  cotton 
umbrella  which  had  very  little  to  commend 
it  either  in  fair  weather  or  foul  but  its  age. 
The  ladies  of  his  household  at  last,  and 
when  he  was  about  setting  out  'or  Mexico, 
conspired  against  the  umbrella,  hid  it 
away,  and  in  its  place  packed  a  nice  new 
silk  one.  He  discovered  the  fraud  that 
had  been  practised  upon  him,  turned  his 
back  upon  the  parvenu,  and  insisted  upon 
the  restoration  of  his  old  and  injured  friend 
to  its  accustomed  post  of  honor  by  his  side. 
To  him  age  made  everything  sacred  but 
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abuses.  He  petted  the  old  brutes  of  his 
barnyard  and  stables,  and  held  to  his  old 
friends  with  hooks  of  steel,  closing  his  eyes 
resolutely  to  everything  about  them  which 
he  could  not  admire. — Biqelow,  John, 
1890,  William  CtUlen  Bryant  (American 
Men  of  Letters),  p.  109. 

Mr.  Bryant  illustrated  as  truly  as  Bums 
himself  the  maxim  that  the  poet  is  bom 
and  not  made,  yet  no  votary  of  the  Muses 
ever  reconciled  more  completely  the  ex- 
alted aspiration  and  inspuration  of  the  poet 
with  the  eonmionidace  desperations  of 
active  and  useful  life.  As  fond  of  rural 
beauty  as  Theocritus  or  Catullus,  and  as 
fascinated  by  country  life  as  Horace  or 
Virgil,  he  yet  for  half  a  century  at- 
tended at  his  editorial  desk  with  inex- 
orable punctuality.  His  Pegasus  was  never 
chained  to  his  cart-horse.  When  Pegasus 
took  his  flight  to  the  sides,  the  cart-horse 
still  turned  his  honest  furrow  in  the 
wound.— Sedgwick,  Henry  Dwiqht,  1895, 
Reminiscenses  of  Literary  Berkshire,  Century 
Magazine,  vol.  50,  p.  564. 

He  was  by  no  means  the  leonine  Jupiter 
of  Launt  Thompson's  colossal  bust. 
His  frame  was  small,  his  features  were 
delicate,  and  at  the  last  there  was  some- 
thing a  little  over-powering  in  his  full  and 
flowing  beard.— Chadwick,  John  W.,  1895, 
America's  Seven  Oreai  Poets,  The  Arena, 
vol  15,  p.  12. 

The  memory  of  that  early  married  life 
never  grew  dim.  Mr.  Godwin  says  that 
fifty-five  years  after  his  marriage,  and  ten 
years  after  his  wife's  death,  the  poet 
visited  once  more  the  house  where  the 
marriage  had  taken  place.  He  walked 
about  for  some  time,  saying  nothmg;  but 
as  he  was  about  to  turn  away  he  exclaimed, 
''There  is  not  a  spire  of  grass  her  foot  has 
not  touched,"  and  his  eyes  filled  with  tears. 
Beneath  that  calm  and  undemonstrative 
exterior  lay  hid  the  deepest  and  tenderest 
feeling.— Lawrence,  Arthur,  IS95,  Bryant 
and  the  Berkshire  HiUs,  Century  Magazine, 
vol.  50,  p.  375. 

His  firm  old  features,  encircled  by  a 
cloud  of  snowy  hair  and  beard,  would  have 
impressed  anybody;  but  in  the  distinction 
of  Bryant's  appearance  there  was  something 
more  than  accident  of  feature,  and  some- 
tiiing  far  more  significant  in  the  history  of 
literary  America.  One  does  not  remember 
his    mane    as  in    the    least  assertive. 


Rather  to  those  who,  without  knowing  him, 
saw  him  at  a  distance,  his  aspect  was 
gentle,  kindly,  calmly  venerable.  But  it 
had  not  the  simplicity  of  unconsciousness. 
Whatever  he  really  felt,  he  looked  like  a  man 
who  felt  himself  considerable,  and  certainly 
the  qualities  for  which  he  most  valued 
himself  were  not  those  which  as  journalist 
and  man  of  business  had  made  him  a  man 
of  fortune.  The  thing  for  which  he  most 
respected  himself  was  his  work  as  a  poet; 
and  beyond  question  it  was  his  work  as  a 
poet  which  the  public  most  willingly 
recognised.  The  distinction  he  may  have 
felt,— the  distinction  which  he  certainly 
received  from  his  contemporaries,  and 
which  came  to  be  so  embodied  in  his  per- 
sonal appearance,— was  wholly  due  to  his 
achievement  as  a  man  of  letters.— Wen- 
dell, Barrett,  1900,  A  Literary  Hietory 
of  America,  p.  202 

In  my  studio  Bryant's  head  came  out 
with  wonderful  picturesqueness.  I  had 
never  before  had  such  a  model.  It  would 
have  been  a  delight  to  make  oil-color  studies 
of  it,  strong  in  effects  of  light  and  shade; 
but  this  was  not  what  Bryant  had  come 
for.  I  chose  a  view  of  the  face  which  I 
thought  was  getting  most  directly  at  the 
man,  though  not  his  most  characteristic 
appearance;  but  still,  with  the  beautifully 
formed  head  and  face,  the  long  white  hair 
mingling  with  the  flowing  white  beard, 
there  was  no  lack  of  the  pictorial  element. 
—Eaton,  Wyatt,  1902,  Recollections  of 
American  Poets,  Century  Magazine,  vol.  64, 
p.  843. 

EDITOR 

I  ought  to  answer  your  question  about 
the  New  York  "Evening  Post."  I  am  a 
small  proprietor  in  the  establishment,  and 
am  a  gainer  by  the  arrangement.  It  will 
afford  me  a'comfortable  livelihood  after  I 
have  paid  for  the  eighih  part,  which  is  the 
amount  of  my  share.  I  do  not  like  politics 
any  better  than  you  do;  but  they  get  only 
my  mommgs,  and  you  know  politics  and  a 
belly-full  are  better  than  poetry  and  starva- 
tion.— Bryant,  William  Cullen,  1828, 
To  Richard  H.  Dana,  Feb.  16;  A  Biography 
of  William  Cullen  Bryant  by  Oodwin,  vol. 
I,  p.  235. 

During  Mr.  Bryant's  editorial  career  of 
more  than  fifty  years,  have  been  waged  the 
most  important  political  conflicts  in  the 
history  of  the  Republic,  and  in  these  he  has 
manfully  participated.      On  questions  of 
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national  policy  concerning  the  old  United 
States  Bank,  the  war  with  Mexico,  the 
admission  of  slavery  mto  the  territofies 
and  its  abolition,  the  tariff,  the  Ashburton 
treaty,  the  war  of  the  rebellion,  amnesty, 
the  Alabama  claims,  the  San  Domingo 
muddle,  civil  service,  resumption  of  specie 
payments,  and  other  subjects  of  vital  im- 
portance, his  utterances  have  been  prompt, 
unequivocal,  and  just;  and  he  has  main- 
tained his  principles  with  an  unshaken 
constancy.  He  has  never  waited  to  catch 
the  breath  of  popular  opinion  before  fling- 
ing abroad  his  standard.  The  (juestion 
with  him  has  always  been,  ''What  is  right? 
What  subserves  human  interests  t^? 
What  is  the  province  and  duty  of  govern- 
ment?" And  so  he  has  been  the  uncom- 
promising enemy  of  political  rings,  class 
legislation,  and  jobbery,  and  corruption 
of  all  sorts,  and  the  friend  and  ally  of 
humane  and  liberal  institutions,  right- 
eous reform,  and  the  administration  of 
impartial  justice.  Indeed,  there  is  no 
species  of  political  iniquity  that  he  has  not 
vigorously  assailed,  and  no  doctrines  of 
permanent  advantage  to  the  common- 
wealth that  he  has  not  judiciously  advo- 
cated and  set  firmer  in  the  minds  and 
hearts  of  men.  He  is  a  statesman  of  the 
best  type  and,  as  has  been  said  by  a  dis- 
tinguished senator,  "he  is  a  teacher  of 
statesmen."  He  has  asked  nothing  of  his 
country  but  the  privilege  to  serve  her  in- 
terests. Not  even  his  bitterest  political 
opponents  have  ever  accused  him  of  a 
desire  for  public  office.  It  is  one  of  the 
marvels  of  his  great  career  that,  amid  the 
engrossing  labors  and  cares  of  editorial 
life,  he  has  kept  a  sweet  temper  for  scholas- 
tic pursuits.— Powers,  Horatio  N.,  1878, 
William  CuUen  Bryant,  Scribnefi  Monthly, 
vol.  16,  p.  484. 

Behind  this  editor's  desk  there  sat  a 
mast^  of  many  languages,  a  traveler  in 
foreign  lands,  a  student  of  various  sciences, 
a  poet  of  unquestioned  genius,  a  moralist 
of  high  principles,  a  critic  of  keen  penetra- 
tion. The  man  in  whom  all  these  were 
united  made  it  a  special  object  of  endeavor 
always  to  write  the  best  thoughts  in  the 
best  manner.— Hill,  David  J.,  1879, 
William  CuUen  Bryant,  p.  171. 

But  although  as  a  journalist  Bryant  took 
high  ground  and  defended  it  firmly,  he  was 
never  carried  away  by  the  fury  of  partisan 
discussion.    In  his  editorial  writings,  as  in 


his  poetry,  the  tone  is  full  of  dignity. 
Calm  in  his  strength,  he  was  both  tem- 
perate in  expressing  his  opinions  and  good- 
tempered.  He  fought  fairly  and  he  re- 
spected his  adversary.  He  was  never  a 
snarling  critic  either  of  men  or  of  measures. 
He  elevated  the  level  of  the  American  news- 
paper, but  it  was  by  his  practice,  not  by 
his  preaching.  He  was  choice  in  his  own 
use  of  words,  and  there  was  in  the  office  of 
the  Evening  Post  a  list  of  words  and  phrases 
not  allowed  in  its  pages.  But  he  was  not  a 
stickler  for  trifles,  and  he  had  no  fondness 
for  petty  pedantries.— Matthews,  Brand- 
£R,  1896,  An  Introduction  to  the  Study  of 
American  LUeraiure,  p.  77. 

I  obtained  the  position  of  fine-art  editor 
of  the  "Evening  Post,"  then  edited  by 
W.  C.  Bryant,  a  position  which  did  not 
interfere  with  my  work  in  the  studio.  .  .  . 
My  relations  with  Bryant  were  intellectu- 
ally profitable  to  me.  He  was  a  man  who 
enjoyed  the  highest  consideration  amongst 
our  contemporary  journalists,— of  inflex- 
ible integrity  in  politics  as  well  as  in  busi- 
ness affairs.  .  .  .  Bryant  was  held  to  be  a 
cold  man,  not  only  in  his  poetry,  but  in  his 
personal  relations;  but  I  think  that,  so  far 
as  his  personality  was  concerned,  this  was  a 
mistake.  He  impressed  me  as  a  man  of 
strong  feelings,  who  had  at  some  time  been 
led  by  a  too  explosive  expression  of  them 
to  dread  his  own  passions  and  who  had, 
therefore,  cultivated  a  repression  which 
became  the  habit  of  his  life.  The  character 
of  his  poetry,  little  sympathetic  with 
human  passion,  and  given  to  the  worship 
of  nature,  conflrmed  the  general  impression 
of  coldness  which  his  manner  suggested. 
I  never  saw  him  in  anger,  but  I  felt  that  the 
barrier  which  prevented  it  was  too  slight 
to  make  it  safe  for  any  one  to  venture  to 
touch  it.  A  supreme  sense  of  justice  went 
with  a  somewhat  narrow  personal  horizon, 
a  combination  which,  while  it  made  him 
hold  the  balance  of  judgment  level,  so  far 
as  the  large  world  of  politics  was  con- 
cerned, miule  him  often  too  bitter  in  his 
controversies  touching  political  questions; 
but  the  American  political  daily  paper  has 
never  had  a  nobler  type  than  the  "Evening 
Post"  under  Bryant.  Demonstrative  he 
never  was,  even  with  his  intimates,  but  to 
the  constancy  and  firmness  of  his  friend- 
ship all  who  knew  him  well  could  testify, 
and,  as  long  as  he  lived,  our  relations  were 
unchanged,  though  my  wandering   ways 
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brought  me  seldom  near  him  in  later  years. 
— SnLLMAN,  William  Jambs,  1901,  The 
Autobiography  of  a  Joumdut,  vol  i,  p.  217. 

THE  EMBARGO 
1808 

Among  instances  of  literary  precocity, 
there  are  few  recorded  more  remarkable 
than  that  of  Bryant.  Tasso,  when  nine 
years  old,  wrote  some  lines  to  his  mother, 
which  have  been  praised;  Cowley,  at  ten, 
finished  his  "Tragical  History  of  Pyramus 
and  Thisbe;"  Pope,  when  twelve,  the  "Ode 
to  Solitude;"  and  the  "wondrous  boy 
Chatterton,"  at  the  same  age,  some  verses 
entitled  "A  Hymn  for  Christmas  Day;" 
but  none  of  these  pieces  evidence  the  pos- 
session of  more  genius  than  is  displayed  in 
Bryant's  "Embargo"  and  "Spanish  Revo- 
lution," written  in  his  thirteenth  year. — 
Anon,  1809,  The  Embargo,  Second  Ed., 
AdverHsement. 

It  was  just  as  good  and  just  as  bad  as 
most  American  imitations  of  Pope;  but  the 
boy  indicated  a  facility  in  using  the  ac- 
credited verse  of  the  time  which  excited  the 
wonder  and  admiration  of  his  elders. 
Vigor,  compactness,  ringing  emphasis  in 
the  constantly  recurring  rhymes,  — all 
seemed  to  show  that  a  new  Pope  had  been 
bom  in  Massachusetts.— Whipple,  Edwin 
Percy,  187&-86,  American  Liierature  and 
Other  Papers,  ed.  Whittier,  p.  36. 

THANATOPSIS 
1812-17 

A  noble  example  of  true  poetical  enthu- 
siasm. It  alone  would  establish  the  author's 
claim  to  the  honors  of  genius.— Wilson, 
John,  1832,  American  Poetry,  Blacktoood's 
Magazine,  vol.  31,  p.  652. 

"Thanatopsis"  is  the  poem  by  which  its 
author  is  best  known,  but  is  by  no  means 
his  best  poem.  It  owes  the  extent  of  its 
celebrity  to  its  nearly  absolute  freedom 
from  defect,  in  the  ordinary  understanding 
of  the  term.  I  mean  to  say  that  its  negative 
merit  recommends  it  to  the  public  attention. 
It  is  a  thoughtful,  well-phrased,  well-con- 
structed, well-versified  poem. '  The  con- 
cluding thought  is  exceedingly  noble,  and 
has  done  wonders  for  the  success  of  the 
whole  composition. — PoE,  Edgar  Allan, 
1846,  William  CuUen  Bryant,  Works,  ed. 
Stedman  and  Woodberry,  vol.  vi,  p.  113. 

The  poem  which  is,  perhaps,  the  highest 
expression  of  his  genius,  and  the  best  known 
of  any  American  poem,  is  "Thanatopsis." 


.  .  .  There  is  not,  probably,  an  educated 
man  now  living  among  our  English  race  in 
whose  mind  this  solemn  and  beautiful 
meditation  is  not  associated  with  "the  last 
bitter  hour."  Its  pictured  phrases  occur  at 
every  coming  up  of  the  grisly  thought  that 
haunts  us  all.  Its  serene  philosophy  has 
touched  thousands  who  could  never  reason 
calmly  for  themselves  upon  the  inevitable 
order  of  nature.  It  leaves  a  clear  impression 
upon  the  memory  that  defies  the  blur  of 
misquotation,  for  its  well  chosen  words  are 
united  by  the  cohesive  power  of  genius,  like 
the  cemented  blocks  of  Old  World  temples, 
into  imperishable  forms. — Underwood, 
Francis  H.,  1872,  A  Hand-Book  of  English 
Literature,  American  AtUhors,  p.  136. 

The  perfection  of  its  rhythm,  the  majesty 
and  dignity  of  the  tone  of  matured  reflection 
which  breathes  through  it,  the  solemnity  of 
its  underlying  sentiment,  and  the  austere 
unity  of  the  pervading  thought,  would  de- 
ceive almost  any  critic  into  affirming  it  to 
be  the  product  of  an  imaginative  thinker 
to  whom  "years  had  brought  the  philo- 
sophic mind."  ...  It  is  doubtful  if 
Bryant's  "Thanatopsis"  has  been  ex- 
celled by  the  many  deep  and  beautiful 
poems  which  he  has  written  since.  In  his 
case,  as  in  that  of  Wordsworth,  we  are 
puzzled  by  the  old  head  suddenly  erected 
on  young  shoulders.  They  leap  over  the 
age  of  passion  by  a  single  bound,  and 
become  poetic  philosophers  at  an  age  when 
other  poets  are  in  the  sensuous  stage 
of  imaginative  development.— Whipple, 
Edwin  Percy,  1876-86,  American  Litera- 
ture and  Other  Papers,  ed.  Whittier,  pp. 
36,37. 

It  was  the  first  adequate  poetic  voice  of 
the  solemn  New  England  spirit;  and  in  the 
grandeur  of  the  hills,  in  the  heroic  Puritan 
&adition  of  sacrifice  and  endurance,  in  the 
daily  life,  saddened  by  imperious  and 
awful  theologic  dogma,  in  the  hard  circum- 
stances of  the  pioneer  household,  the  con- 
test with  the  wilderness,  the  grim  legends 
of  Indians  and  the  war,  have  we  not  some 
outward  clue  to  the  strain  of  "Thana- 
topsis," the  depthless  and  entrancing  sad- 
ness, as  of  inexorable  fate,  that  murmurs, 
like  the  autumn  wind  through  the  forest,  in 
the  melancholy  cadences  of  this  hymn  to 
Death?— Curtis,  George  William,  1878, 
William  CvJlen  Bryant,  A  Commemorative 
Address,  p.  21. 

"Thanatopsis"   is  a  Saxon  and   New 
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England  poem.  Its  view  of  death  reflects 
the  race  characteristics  of  ten  centuries. 
It  shows  "no  trace  of  age,  no  fear  to  die." 
Its  morality  and  its  trust  are  ethnic  rather 
than  Christian.  It  nowhere  expresses  that 
belief  in  personal  immortality  which  the 
author  possessed  and  elsewhere  stated. 
It  is  a  piece  of  verse  of  which  any  language 
or  age  naight  be  proud.  Yet,  as  I  have  just 
said,  this  strong  and  serene  utterance  of 
philosophy  and  of  poetry,  expre^ed  in  the 
best  blank  verse  of  the  period,  came  from  a 
mere  boy,  who  but  a  few  years  before  had 
been  writing  political  poems,  dashed  with 
fire  and  vitriol,  on  "The  Embargo"  and 
"The  Spanish  Revolution."  In  its  earliest 
publication  "Thanatopsis"  was  much  less 
than  perfect,  and  was  manifestly  inferior 
to  the  final  version.  But  even  then  it  was, 
as  it  is  now,  a  microcosm  of  the  author's 
mind  and  powers.— Richardson,  Charles 
F.,  1888,  American  IMeraiure,  1607-1885, 
vol,  n,  p.  37. 

It  appeared  in  the  September  number  of 
the  "North  American  Review"  for  1817, 
and  proved  to  be  not  only  the  finest  poem 
which  had  yet  been  produced  on  this  con- 
tinent, but  one  of  the  most  remarkable 
poems  ever  produced  at  such  an  early  age, 
and  a  poem  which  would  have  added  to  the 
fame  of  almost  any  poet  of  any  age,  while 
it  would  have  detracted  from  the  fame  of 
none.  From  the  day  this  poem  appeared, 
the  name  of  its  author,  which  till  then  had 
scarcely  been  heard  farther  from  home 
than  tiie  range  of  the  human  voice,  was 
classed  among  the  most  cherished  literary 
assets  of  the  nation.  Like  the  mythic 
Hermes,  who  before  the  sun  had  reached 
its  zenith  on  the  day  of  his  birth  had 
stolen  and  slaughtered  the  cattle  of  Apollo, 
young  William  Cullen  Bryant,  with  scarcely 
less  startling  precocity,  before  he  was  out 
of  his  teens  had  possessed  himself  of 
Apollo's  lyre,  and  established  himself 
as  the  undisputed  laureate  of  America.— 
BiGELOW,  John,  1890,  William  CuUen 
Bryant  (American  Men  of  Letters),  p.  2. 

Begotten  in  the  woods  not  yet  cleared 
from  the  neighborhood  of  his  home,  the 
edge  of  the  primeval  forests  which  for 
centuries  had  covered  the  shores  of  the 
New  World— it  revealed  the  secrets  which 
lurked  under  their  boughs,  and  was  peopled 
with  shadows  and  memories  of  vanished 
and  forgotten  races.  By  no  poet  before 
or  since  was  the  universality  of  Death 


so  strongly  stated,  and  so  impressively 
expressed.— Stoddard,  Richard  Henry, 
1891,  A  Box  of  Autographs,  Scribner^s  Maga- 
zine, vol.  9,  p.  219. 

THE  AGES 
1821 

There  is  running  through  the  whole  of  this 
little  collection,  a  strain  of  pure  and  high 
sentiment,  that  expands  and  lifts  up  the 
soul  and  brings  it  nearer  to  the  source  of 
moral  beauty.  This  is  not  indefinitely  and 
obscurely  shadowed  but  it  animates  bright 
images  and  clear  thoughts.  There  is  every- 
where a  simple  and  delicate  portraiture  of 
the  subtle  and  ever  vanishing  beauties  of 
nature,  which  she  seems  willing  to  conceal 
as  her  choicest  things,  and  which  none  but 
minds  the  most  susceptible  can  seize,  and 
no  other  than  a  writer  of  great  genius,  can 
body  forth  in  words.  There  is  in  this  poetry 
something  more  than  mere  painting.  It 
does  not  merely  offer  in  rich  colours  what 
the  eye  may  see  or  the  heart  feel,  or  what 
may  fill  the  imagination  with  a  religious 
grandeur.  It  does  not  merely  rise  to  sub- 
lime heights  of  thought,  with  the  forms  and 
allusions  that  obey  none  but  master 
spirits.  Besides  these,  there  are  wrought 
into  the  composition  a  luminous  philosophy 
and  deep  reflection,  that  make  the  subjects 
as  sensible  to  the  understanding,  as  they 
are  splendid  to  the  imagination.  There 
are  no  slender  lines  and  unmeaning 
epithets,  or  words  loosely  used  to  fill  out 
the  measure.  The  whole  is  of  rich  ma- 
terials, skilfully  compacted.  A  throng  of 
ideas  crowds  every  part,  and  the  reader's 
mind  is  continually  and  intensely  occupied 
with  "the  thick-coming  fancies."— Phil- 
lips, WiLLARD,  1821,  Bryanfs  Poems, 
North  American  Review,  vol.  13,  p.  380. 

It  is  the  one  improper  theme  of  its 
author.— PoB,  Edgar  Allan,  1846,  WiU- 
iam  CuOen  Bryant,  Works,  ed.  Stedman  and 
Woodberry,  vol.  VI,  p.  112. 

The  subject  is  admirably  fitted  for  the 
display  of  power.  What  can  be  more  sus- 
ceptible of  poetical  thought  and  expression 
than  a  rapid  review  of  the  history  of  the 
world?  The  theme  is  a  half-inspiration  of 
itself.  Mr.  Bryant,  however,  looks  with  the 
eye  of  a  philosopher  on  the  varying  phases 
of  humanity,  and  although  we  read  with  an 
attentive  pleasure,  we  do  not  feel  that 
delight  which  we  know  the  subject  is  so 
admirably  calculated  to  afford.  We  miss 
those  vigorous,   golden  passages,   which 
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compel  us  to  pause,  and  read  again  out  of 
the  mere  enthusiasm  of  admiration.— 
Powell,  Thomas,  1850,  The  Living  Authors 
of  America,  p.  190. 

It  is  a  simple,  serious,  and  thoughtful 
survey  of  history,  tracing  a  general  law  of 
progress;  and  the  stitely  Spenserian 
measiu^  is  marked  by  the  moderation,  the 
sinewy  simplicity,  the  maturity  and  freedom 
from  mannerism,  which  are  Bryant's  sign- 
manual.— Curtis,  George  William,  1878, 
William  Ctdlen  Bryant,  A  Commemorative 
Address,  p.  28. 

HOMER 
1870-77 

Mr.  Bryant  has  long  been  known,  by  his 
original  poems,  as  resembling  the  old  epic 
poets,  in  his  language,  more  than  any  other 
living  writer  of  English.  It  may  be  said 
that  contemporary  poets  have  excelled  his 
verse,  one  in  splendor,  another  in  suggest- 
iveness,  another  in  fulness  of  knowledge 
and  in  reach  of  thought,  and  more  than  one 
in  nearness  to  the  great  mental  conflicts  of 
the  age;  but  he  has  certainly  not  been  sur- 
passed, perhaps  not  approached  by  any 
writer  since  Wordsworth,  in  that  majestic 
repose  and  that  self-reliant  simplicity 
which  characterized  the  morning  stars  of 
song.  He  has  adhered  to  the  permanent 
element  in  our  language;  and  the  common 
perversions  in  the  meaning  of  good  old 
words,  which  make  it  so  nearly  impossible 
even  for  most  men  of  culture  to  write  a 
sentence  that  Chaucer  could  have  under- 
stood, seem  to  be  unknown  to  him.  No 
qualification  for  a  translator  of  Homer 
could  be  more  essential  than  this;  and  the 
reader  wHo  has  duly  considered  its  im- 
portance will  find  that  it  has  given  Mr. 
Bryant's  translation  a  vast  superiority  over 
all  others.  The  simplicity  of  Professor 
Newman's  baHad  verse  is  gained  on^y  by  the 
sacrifice  of  dignity;  that  of  the  writers  of 
English  hexameters  is  mere  baldness;  even 
that  of  Lord  Derby  is  habitually  weak, 
forced  and  halting;  but  that  of  Mr.  Bryant 
is  at  once  majestic  and  direct,  at  once 
noble,  rapid,  and  vigorous;  it  is,  in  a  large 
degree,  the  simplicity  of  Homer.— Lewis, 
Charlton  T.,  1871,  Mr.  Bryant's  Trans- 
lotion  of  the  Iliads  North  American  Review, 

vol.  112,  p.  zm. 

He  worked  only  in  the  mornings,  after 
his  usual  exercise,  when  both  mind  and 
body  were  fresh.  With  a  copy  of  Homer 
open  on  his  desk,  and  a  lexicon  near  by,  he 


wrote  for  three  or  four  hours,  and  then 
laid  his  papers  aside  for  the  day.  There 
were  other  translations  on  his  book- 
shelves. Chapman,  Pope,  and  Cowper,  of 
course;  Voss's  German  version,  and  one  in 
Spanish  and  another  in  Italian;  later  on  he 
procured  Professor  Blacki^'s;  but  these  he 
consulted  only  at  intervals,  to  settle  some 
point  of  construction  of  which  he  had 
doubts.  It  confused  and  fettered  him,  he 
said,  to  know  how  others  had  done  a 
passage  before  him.  Besides,  he  intended 
his  version  for  popular,  not  learned,  use, 
and  he  could  give  it  a  more  popular  cast, 
he  thought,  with  the  original  text  alone 
for  his  guide.  The  fluency  with  which  he 
commonly  wrote  is  apparent  from  the 
manuscript,  where  page  follows  page  with- 
out inconsiderable  erasures.  Yet,  at  times, 
there  are  pages  almost  illegible  from  the 
number  of  the  interlineations  and  changes. 
In  original  composition  his  habit  was  to 
fix  his  verses  in  his  head  while  he  was  walk- 
ing tiie  fields,  and  to  commit  them  to  paper 
afterward;  and,  as  his  verbal  memory  was 
a  retentive  one,  it  is  probable  he  pursued 
tiie  same  method  in  translating  the  old 
Greek.— Godwin,  Parke,  1883,  William 
Culkn  Bryant,  A  Biography,  vol.  n,  p.  271. 

The  best  characteristics  of  Bryant's 
"The  Iliad"  and  "The  Odyssey"  are: 
(1),  general,  though  not  invariable,  fidelity 
to  the  text,  as  compared  with  former  ver- 
sions by  poets  of  equal  rank;  (2),  simplicity 
of  phrase  and  style;  (3),  approximate 
transfusion  of  the  heroic  spirit;  (4),  a 
purity  of  language  that  pleases  a  sensible 
reader.  It  is  not  likely  that  Bryant  pos- 
sessed a  scholar's  mastery  of  even  the 
familiar  Ionic  Greek,  but  the  text  of  Homer 
long  has  been  substantially  agreed  upon 
by  European  editors,  there  are  special 
lexicons  devoted  to  it,  and  it  is  faithfully 
rendered  in  German  and  English  transla- 
tions: so  that  the  poet  could  have  little 
trouble  in  adjusting  it  to  his  metrical 
needs.  His  choice  of  words  is  meagre,  and 
so— in  a  modem  sense — was  Uiat  of 
Homer;  there  is  no  lack  of  minstrels, 
nowadays,  who  ransack  their  vocabularies 
to  fill  our  jaded  ears  with  "words,  words, 
words."  As  a  presentment  of  standard 
English  the  value  of  these  translations  is 
beyond  serious  cavil.  When  they  are  com- 
pared with  the  most  faithful  and  poetic 
blank-verse  rendering  which  preJceded 
them,  the  work  of  Cowper,  they  show  an 
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advance  in  both  accuracy  and  poetic 
quality.  Lord  Derby's  contemporaneous 
version  is  dull  and  inferior.  '  Bryant 
naturally  handled  to  best  advantage  his 
descriptive  passages,— th^  verses  in  the 
Fifth  Odyssey,  which  narrate  the  visit  of 
Hermes  to  Calypso,  furnishing  a  case  in 
point.  His  rendering  of  these  is  more 
literal  than  the  favorite  transcript  by 
Leigh  Hunt,  and  exceb  all  others  in  ease 
and  choice  of  language.— Stedman,  Ed- 
mund Clarence,  1885,  PoeU  of  America, 
p.  84. 

While  giving  his  readers  the  genuine 
spirit  of  Homer,  Bryant  has  also  given 
them  one  of  the  finest  specimens  of  pure 
Saxon  English  in  our  literature.  It  will 
reward  the  curiosity  of  the  philologist  to 
note  the  large  proportion  of  words  of  one 
syllable,  the  scarcity  of  words  of  three  or 
more  syllables,  and  the  yet  more  con- 
spicuous absence  of  words  of  Greek  or 
Latin  derivation.  The  sale  of  the  work 
was  to  Mr.  Bryant  at  least  one  gratifying 
evidence  of  its  merit.  Up  to  ftfiiy,  1888, 
17,000  copies  of  the  Iliad  had  been  sold, 
yielding  Urn  in  royalties  $12,738.  Of  the 
Odyssey,  10,244  copies,  yielding  in  royal- 
ties $4,713,  making  a  total  income  from 
these  translations  up  to  the  spring  of  1888 
of  $17,451.— BiGBLOW,  John,  1890,  WUl- 
iam  CuHen  Bryant  {American  Men  of 
Letters),  p.  168. 

GENERAL 

Bryant,  whose  songs  are  thoughts  that  bless 
The  heart,  its  teachers,  and  its  joy, 
As  mothers  blend  with  their  caress, 
Lessons  of  truth  and  gentleness 
And  virtue  for  the  listening  boy. 
Spring's  lover,  flowers  for  many  a  day 
Have  blossomed  on  his  wandering  way, 
Beings  of  beauty  and  decay, 
They  slumber  in  their  autumn  tomb; 
But  those  that  graced  his  own  Green  River, 
And  wreathed  the  lattice  of  his  home, 
Charmed  by  his  song  from  mortal  doom, 
Bloom  on,  and  will  bloom  on  for  ever. 

— Hallbck,  Fttz-Greene,  1828,  The  Re- 
corder. 

As  a  poet,  he  is  entitled  to  rank  with  the 
most  eminent  among  us  for  originality,  and 
finished,  chaste  execution.  He  does  not 
offend  us  by  abruptness  and  inequality. 
He  presents  us  with  here  and  there  a  bold 
image,  but  the  tenor  of  his  poetry  is  even 
and  sustained.  He  shows  good  judgment, 
and  a  careful  study  of  the  materials  of  his 
verse.      He  does  not  aim  with  an  over- 


daring  attempt  at  those  lofty  and  bewilder- 
ing flights  which  too  often  fill  the  poet's 
pages  with  cloudy  and  confused  represen- 
tations. His  delineations  are  clear  and 
distinct,  and  without  any  indications  of 
an  endeavor  to  be  startling  and  brilliant 
by  strange  metaphors,  or  unlicensed  bold- 
ness of  phraseology.  His  writings  are 
marked  by  correct  sentiment  and  propriety 
of  diction.— Kettell,  Samuel,  1829,  Sped- 
mens  of  American  Poetry,  toL  m,  p.  133. 

His  lines  "To  the  Past,"  "Lament  of 
Romero,"  "Summer  Wind,"  and  every- 
thing painting  our-  scenery,  I  am  sure  can 
be  eclipsed  by  nothing  of  our  own  day;  the 
first,  I  have  thought,  by  nothing  in  the 
language.— Verplanck,  Guuan  Crom- 
MELIN,  1831,  Letter  to  Waihington  Irving, 
Dec.  31;  A  Biography  of  William  CvUen 
Bryant  by  Godwin,  vol.  I,  p.  266. 
And  last,  not  least,  thou! — now  nurtured  in 
the  land 

Where  thy  bold-hearted  fathers  long  ago 
Rocked  Freedom's  cradle,  tiU  its  infant  hand 

Strangled  the  serpent  fierceness  of  its  foe, — 
Thou,   whose  dear  brow  in  early  time  was 
fanned 

By  the  soft  airs  which  from  Castalia  flow ! 
Where  art  thou  now?  feeding  with  hickory 
ladle 

The  curs  of  Faction  with  thy  daily  twaddle  I 
Men  have  looked  up  to  thee,  as  one  to  be 

A  portion  of  our  glory;  and  the  light 
And  fairy  hands  of  woman  beckoned  thee 

On  to  thy  laurel  guerdon;  and  those  bright 
And  gifted  spirits,  whom  the  broad  blue  sea 

Hath  shut  from  thy  communion,  bid  thee, 
'Write/' 
Like  John  of  Patmos.   Is  all  this  forgotten, 

For  Yankee  brawls  and  Carolina  cotton? 
Are  autiunn's  rainbow  hues  no  longer  seen? 

Flows  the  "Green  River"  through  its  vale 
no  more? 
Steals  not  thy  "Rivulet"  by  its  banks  of  green? 

Wheels  upward  from  its  dark  and   sedgy 
shore 
Thy  ''Water  Fowl"  no  longer? — that  the  mean 

And  vulgar  strife,  the  ranting  and  the  roar 
Extempore,  like  Bottom's  should  be  thine, — 
Thou  feeblest  truck-horse  in  the  Hero's  line! 

— WnnTiER,  John  Greenleaf,  1832,  To  a 
Poetical  Trio  in  the  City  of  Gotham,  Haver- 
hill '*Iri$"  Sep.  29;  Life  and  Letters,  erf. 
Piekard,  vol  i,  p.  107. 

Bryant  is,  by  very  general  consent, 
placed  at  the  head  of  our  poetic  department. 
His  writings  are  distinguished  by  those 
graces  which  belong  to  naturally  fine  per- 
ceptions and  a  chastised  taste.  A  deep 
moral  feeling,  serious  but  not  sad,  tinctures 
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most  of  his  views  of  man  and  nature,  and 
insensibly  raises  thought  from  the  con- 
templation of  these  lower  objects,  to  that 
of  the  Mind  who  formed  them.  Bryant 
has  proved,  beyond  any  other  writer,  the 
fruitlessness  of  oiur  country  in  poetic  topics 
and  illustrations.— Prescott,  William 
HiCKUNG,  1832,  English  Literature  of  the 
NineteenOi  Century,  North  American  Re- 
view,  vol  35,  p.  181. 

Others  before  him  have  sung  the  beauties 
of  creation,  and  the  greatness  of  God;  but 
BO  one  ever  observed  external  things  more 
closely,  or  transferred  his  impressions  to 
paper  in  more  vivid  colors.  A  violet  be- 
comes, in  his  hands,  a  gem  fit  to  be  placed 
in  an  imperial  diadem;  a  mountain  leads 
his  eyes  to  the  canopy  above  it.  .  .  .  On 
the  whole,  we  may  pronounce  the  book 
before  us,  the  best  volume  of  American 
poetry  that  has  yet  appeared.  The  pub- 
lication of  such  a  volume  is  an  important 
event  in  our  literature. — Snelung,  W.  J., 
1832,  Bryant's  Poems,  North  American 
Review,  vol.  34,  pp.  502, 512. 

The  descriptive  writings  of  Mr.  Bryant 
are  essentially  American.  They  transport 
us  into  the  depths  of  the  primeval  forest, 
to  the  shores  of  the  lonely  lake,  the  banks 
of  the  wild,  nameless  stream,  or  the  brow 
of  the  rocky  upland,  rising  like  a  promon- 
tory from  amid  a  wild  ocean  of  foliage, 
while  they  shed  around  us  the  glories  of  a 
climate  fierce  in  its  extremes,  but  splendid 
in  all  its  vicissitudes.  His  close  observa- 
tion of  the  phenomena  of  nature  and  the 
graphic  felicity  of  his  details  prevent  his 
descriptions  from  ever  becoming  general 
and  commonplace,  while  he  has  the  gift  of 
shedding  over  them  a  pensive  grace  tl^at 
blends  them  all  into  harmony,  and  of 
clothing  them  with  moral  associations  that 
make  them  speak  to  the  heart.  Neither, 
I  am  convinced,  will  it  be  the  least  of  his 
merits,  in  your  eyes,  that  his  writings  are 
imbued  with  the  independent  spirit  and 
buoyant  aspirations  incident  to  a  youth- 
ful, a  free,  and  a  rising  country.— Irving, 
WASfflNGTON,  1832,  Poems  of  William  Cut- 
len  Bryant,  London  Ed.,  Introduction. 

None  of  these  poems  are  long;  but  con- 
densation is  not  by  any  means  their  dis-^ 
tinguishing  merit,  especially  of  the  de-* 
scrip tive  passages;  we  see  much  simplicity, 
but  no  sublimation;  and  to  us  the  chief 
charm  of  Bryant's  genius  consists  in  a 
tender  pensiveness,  a  moral  melancholy. 


breathing  over  all  his  contemplations, 
dreams,  and  reveries,  even  such  as  in  the 
main  are  glad,  and  giving  assurance  of  a 
pure  spirit,  benevolent  to  all  living  crea- 
tures, and  habitually  pious  in  the  felt 
omnipresence  of  the  Creator.  His  poetry 
overflows  with  natural  religion— with  what 
Wordsworth  calls  the  "religion  of  the 
woods.''  The  reverential  awe  of  the  Invis- 
ible pervades  the  verses  entitled  "Thana- 
topsis"  and  "Foriest  Hymn,"  imparting  to 
them  a  sweet  solemnity  which  must  affect 
all  thinking  hearts.  There  is  little  that  is 
original  either  in  the  imagery  of  the  "Forest 
Hymn,"  or  in  its  language;  but  the  senti- 
ment is  simple,  natural,  and  sustained;  and 
the  close  is  beautiful.  The  one  idea  is  that 
"the  groves  were  God's  first  temples,"  and 
might  have  been  solemnly  illustrated;  but 
there  is  not  a  single  majestical  line,  and  the 
imagination,  hoping  to  be  elevated  by  the 
hymn  of  the  high-priest,  at  times  feels 
languor  in  the  elaborate  worship.— Wil- 
son, John,  1832,  American  Poetry,  Black- 
wood's  Magazine,  vol.  31,  p.  650. 

Mr.  Bryant,  during  a  long  career  of 
authorship,  has  written  comparatively 
little;  but  that  little  is  of  untold  price; 
^Atyov  Tc  hiXov  T€,— little,  but  precious  and 
dear.  What  exquisite  taste,  what  a  deli- 
cate ear  for  the  music  of  poetical  language, 
what  a  fine  and  piercing  sense  of  the 
beauties  of  nature,  down  to  the  minutest 
and  most  evanescent  things!  He  walks 
forth  in  the  fields  and  forests,  and  not  a 
green  or  rosy  tint,  not  a  flower,  or  herb,  or 
tree,  not  a  tiny  leaf  or  gossamer  tissue,  not 
a  strange  or  familiar  plant,  escapes  his 
vigilant  glance.  The  naturalist  is  not 
keener  in  searching  out  the  science  of 
nature,  than  he  in  detecting  all  its  poetical 
aspects,  effects,  analogies,  and  contrasts. 
To  him,  the  landscape  is  a  speaking  and 
teaching  page.  He  sees  its  pregnant  mean- 
ing, and  all  its  hidden  relations  to  the  life 
of  man.— Felton,  Cornelius  Conway, 
1842,  Mr,  Bryanfs  Poems,  North  American 
Review,  vol  55,  p,  501. 

No  poet  has  described  with  more  fidelity 
the  beauties  of  the  creation,  nor  sung  in 
nobler  song  the  greatness  of  the  Creator. 
He  is  the  translator  of  the  silent  language 
of  the  universe  to  the  world.  His  poetry  is 
pervaded  by  a  pure  and  genial  phUosophy, 
a  solemn,  religious  tone,  that  influence  the 
fancy,  the  understanding,  and  the  heart. 
He  is  a  national  poet.    His  works  are  not 
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only  American  in  their  subjects  and  their 
imagery,  but  in  their  spirit.  They  breathe 
a  love  of  liberty,  a  hatred  of  wrong,  and  a 
sympathy  with  mankind.  His  genius  is  not 
versatile;  he  has  related  no  history;  he  has 
not  sung  of  the  passion  of  love;  he  has  not 
described  artificial  life.  Still,  the  tender- 
ness and  feeling  in  the  ''Death  of  the 
Flowers,"  "Rizpah,''  "The  Indian  Giri's  La- 
ment," and  other  pieces,  show  that  he 
might  have  excelled  in  delineations  of  the 
gentler  passions,  had  he  made  them  his 
study.  The  melodious  flow  of  his  verse, 
and  the  rigour  and  compactness  of  his 
language,  prove  him  a  perfect  master  of 
his  art.  But  the  loftiness  of  his  imagina- 
tion, the  delicacy  of  his  fancy,  the  dignity 
and  truth  of  his  thoughts,  constitute  a 
higher  claim  to  our  admiration  than 
mastery  of  the  intricacies  of  rhythm,  and 
of  the  force  and  graces  of  expression. — 
Griswold,  Rupus  Wilmot,  1842,  The 
Poets  and  Poetry  of  America,  p.  126. 

Wherever  English  poetry  is  read  and 
loved,  his  poems  are  known  by  heart. 
Collections  of  poetry,  elegant  extracts, 
schoolbooks,  "National  Readers,"  and  the 
like,  draw  largely  upon  his  pieces.  Among 
American  poets  his  name  stands,  if  not 
the  very  first,  at  least  among  the  two  or 
three  foremost.  Some  of  his  pieces  are 
perhaps  greater  favorites  with  the  reading 
public,  than  any  others  written  in  the 
United  States.— Hillard,  George  Still- 
man,  1843,  Bryant^t  Poem$,  North  American 
Review,  vol,  55,  p.  500. 

There  is  Bryant,  as  quiet,  as  cool,  and  as 
dignified, 

As  a  smooth,  silent  iceberg,  that  never  is 
ignified, 

Save  when  by  reflection  'tis  kindled  o'  nights 

With  a  semblance  of  flame  by  the  chill  North- 
em  Lights. 

He  may  rank  (Griswold  says  so)  first  bard  of 
your  nation 

(There's  no  doubt  that  he  stands  in  supreme 
ice-olation). 

Your  topmost  Parnassus  he  may  set  his  heel  on, 

But  no  warm  applauses  come,  peal  following 
peal  on, — 

He's  too  smooth  and  too  polished  to  hang  any 
zeal  on : 

Unqualified  merits,  I'll  grant,  if  you  choose, 
he  has  'em, 

But  he  lacks  the  one  merit  of  kindling  enthu- 
siasm; 

If  he  stir  you  at  all,  it  is  just,  on  my  soul, 

Like  being  stirred  up  by  the  very  North  Pole. 

—Lowell,  James  Russell,  1848,  A  Fable 
for  Critiet, 


A  few  other  American  poets  may  excel 
him  in  affluence  of  imagery  and  variety 
of  tone  and  subject,  but  probably  none  is 
80  essentially  poetical  in  nature.  He  is  so 
genuine  that  he  testifies  to  nothing,  in 
scenery  or  human  life,  of  which  he  has  not 
had  a  direct  personal  consciousness.  He 
follows  the  primitive  bias  of  his  nature 
rather  than  the  caprices  of  fancy.  His 
sincerity  is  the  sincerity  of  character,  and 
not  merely  the  sincerity  of  a  swift  imagina- 
tion, that  believes  only  while  it  is  creating. 
He  does  not  appear  to  have  the  capacity  to 
assume  the  various  points  of  view,  to  pro- 
ject himself  into  forms  of  bein^  different 
from  his  own,  to  follow  any  inspiration 
other  than  that  which  springs  up  in  his  own 
individual  heart.  As  a  poet,  his  nature  is 
not  broad,  sensitive,  and  genial,  but  in- 
tense, serious,  and  deep;  and  we  should 
suppose  that  his  sensibility,  pure  and 
earnest  as  it  is,  within  the  bounds  of  his 
own  individual  emotions,  would  cool  from 
sympathy  into  antipathy,  when  exercised 
on  objects  beyond  its  self-limited  range. 
The  charge  of  coldness,  which  is  sometimes 
brought  against  him,  must  have  reference 
to  the  limitation,  not  the  force  of  his 
sympathies.—  Whipple,  Edwin  Percy, 
1849-71,  Bryant,  Literature  and  Life,  p.  304. 

The  poem  ["June"]  has  always  affected 
me  in  a  remarkable  manner.  The  intense 
melancholy,  which  seems  to  well  up,  per- 
force, to  the  surface  of  all  the  poet's  cheer- 
ful sayings  about  his  grave,  we  find  thril- 
ling us  to  the  soul,  while  there  is  the  truest 
pNoetic  elevation  in  the  thrill.  The  impres- 
sion left  is  one  of  a  pleasurable  sadness. — 
PoE,  Edgar  Allan,  1850,  The  Poetical 
Principle,  Works,  ed.  Stedman  and  Wood- 
berry,  vol.  VI,  p.  16. 

He  is  a  sentimental  and  descriptive  poet, 
neither  rising  into  passion  nor  prompted  to 
deep  reflection;  but  hb  thoughts  flow 
naturally  and  easily,  his  imagery  is  often 
fine,  and  his  pathos  as  often  quite  touching. 
His  blank  verse  is  of  rare  excellence;  and 
his  diction,  always  refined,  is  sometimes 
very  felicitous.  He  never  fulfilled  the 
promise  of  genius  held  out  by  his  youthful 
"Thanatopsis;"  but  his  most  ambitious 
composition,  "The  Ages,"  is  a  beautiful 
representetion  of  gentle  fancy  and  kindly 
sympathy;  and  among  his  smaller  pieces, 
if  there  be  no  decisive  originality,  there  is 
an  ideality  of  taste  which  has  produced 
some  lyrical  gems— such  as  the  "Hymn  to 
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the  North  Star,"  and  the  verses  "To  a 
Waterfowl."  He  produced,  in  his  seventy- 
sixth  year,  a  book  of  Eastern  Travel,  and  a 
blank-verse  translation  of  Homer's  "Iliad," 
of  considerable  merit.— Spalding,  Will- 
UM,  1852,  A  History  of  English  Literature, 
p.  382. 

Bryant  has  created  nothing  great;  his 
voice  is  feeble,  melodious,  somewhat  vague; 
but  pure,  solenm,  and  not  imitative.  More 
philosophic  than  picturesque,  the  expres- 
sion of  melancholy  sensations,  bom  of 
forest  and  lake,  finds  a  sweet  echo  in  his 
verse.  The  sublime  is  not  his  territory; 
his  peculiar  charm  is  chaste  and  pensive 
sadness,  which  associates  itself  with  natural 
objects  and  the  beings  of  the  creation;  he 
loves  them,  and  the  modest  piety  mingled 
with  this  affection,  breathes  a  pathetic 
grace  upon  his  verse.  Christian  and  Eng- 
lish poet,  the  gentle  solenmity  of  his  poetry 
emanates  from  his  religious  conviction. 
.  .  .  Bryant  by  his  contemplative  gentle- 
ness and  gravity  reminds  one  of  Klopstock; 
fantasy  and  free  caprice  are  found  in 
neither.— Chasles,  Philar6tb,  1852,  An- 
glo-Ameriean  Literature  and  Manners,  pp. 
186, 191. 

The  only  fault  we  have  to  find  with  Mr. 
Bryant  is  that  he  has  written  so  little,  and 
has  chosen  to  scatter  his  brilliance  amidst  a 
constellation  of  little  poetic  stars,  rather 
than  to  concentrate  the  light  of  his  genius 
in  some  immortal  work,  which  should 
shine  as  a  planet  in  the  literary  horizon  to 
the  latest  generation.— Alubone,  S.  Aus- 
tin, 1854-58,  A  Critical  Dictionary  of  Eng- 
lish Literature,  vol.  I,  p.  271. 

His  present  eminence  among  all  parties, 
as  the  unquestioned  first  poet  of  the  coun- 
try, has  been  gained  by  him  in  connection 
with  a  pareer  which  has  its  daily  trials  and 
temptations,— a  career  which  no  one  but 
an  experienced  editor  of  a  newspaper  would 
be  likely  fully  to  appreciate.  Let  me  call 
the  attention  of  the  brother  poets  who  are 
to  celebrate  his  birthday  to  the  undimmed 
lustre  of  the  laurels  worn  so  long.  .  .  .  For 
him  to  have  thus  set  himself  the  task,  and 
come  from  it  as  does  Bryant,  — the  ac- 
knowledged most  independently  reliable 
editor,  as  well  as  the  irreproachable  first 
poet,  is  an  example  not  given  us  by  the 
ancients.— Willis,  Nathaniel  Parker, 
1864,  Letter  to  the  Century  Club  on  Bryant's 
Seventieth  Birthday,  William  Cullen  Bryant 
by  John  Bigelou,  p.  229. 


The  voices  of  the  hills  did  his  obey; 
The  torrents  flashed   and   tumbled  in  his 
song; 
He  brought  our  native  fields  from  far  away, 

Or  set  us  mid  the  innumerable  throng 
Of  dateless  woods,  or  where  we  heard  the  calm 

Old  homestead's  evening  psalm. 
But  now  he  sang  of  faith  of  things  unseen, 

Of  freedom's  birthright  given  to  us  in  trust. 

And  words  of  doughty  cheer  he  spoke  between. 

That  made  all  earthly  fortune  seem  as  dust. 

Matched  with  that  duty,  old  as  time  and  new, 

Of  being  brave  and  true. 
We  listening,  learned  what  makes  the  might  of 
words — 
Manhood  to  back  them,  constant  as  a  star; 
His  voice  ranuned  home  our  cannon,  edged  our 
swords, 
And  sent    our    borders  shouting;  shround 
and  spar 
Heard  him  and  stiffened;  the  sails  heard  and 
wooed 
The  winds  with  loftier  mood. 
In  our  dark  hour  he  manned  our  guns  again ; 
Remanned  ourselves  from  his  own  manhood's 
store; 
Pride,  honor,  country,  throbbed  through  all 
his  strain ; 
And  shall  we  praise?     God's  praise  was  his 
before; 
And  on  our  futile  laurels  he  looks  down, 
Himself  our  bravest  crown. 

—Lowell,   James   Russell,    1864,   On 
Board  the  Seventy-six,  Nov.  3. 

I  join  with  all  my  heart  in  your  wish  to 
honor  this  native,  sincere,  original,  patri- 
otic poet.  I  say  original;  I  have  heard 
him  charged  with  being  of  a  certain  school. 
I  heard  it  with  surprise,  and  asked.  What 
school?  for  he  never  reminded  me  of  Gold- 
smith, or  Wordsworth,  or  B)rron,  or  Moore. 
I  found  him  always  original— a  true  painter 
of  the  face  of  this  country,  and  of  the  senti- 
ment of  his  own  people.  When  I  read  the 
verses  of  popular  American  and  English 
poets,  I  often  think  that  they  appear  to 
have  gone  into  the  art  galleries  and  to  have 
seen  pictures  of  mountains,  but  this  man  to 
have  seen  mountains.  With  his  stout  staff 
he  has  climbed  Greylock  and  the  White 
Hills,  and  sung  what  he  saw.  He  renders 
Berkshire  to  me  in  verse,  with  the  sober 
coloring,  too,  to  which  nature  cleaves,  only 
now  and  then  permitting  herself  the  scarlet 
and  gold  of  the  prism.  It  is  his  proper 
praise  that  he  first,  and  he  only,  made 
known  to  mankind  our  northern  landscape 
—its  summer  splendor,  its  autumn  russet, 
its  winter  lights  and  glooms.  And  he  is 
original  because  he  is  sincere.— Emerson, 
Ralph  Waldo,  1864,  Address  Before  the 
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Century  Club  on  Bryanfs  Seveniieth  Birth- 
day. 

It  will  perhaps  take  a  little  time,  but 
should  not  take  more  than  a  little,  for 
poetical  students  fresh  from  the  poetry  of 
to-day  to  adjust  themselves  properly  to  the 
study  of  such  poems  as  these.  Instead  of  a 
style  "bourr6  par  I'idfe  k  en  craquer/'  and 
subjects  fetched  from  all  heaven  and  earth, 
they  will  find  a  singularly  simple  and 
straightforward  fashion  of  verse,  dealing 
mainly  with  one  theme  and  satisfied  with 
that.  With  the  mechanism  of  his  art  the 
poet  apparently  troubles  himself  very 
little,  or  conceals  his  efforts  very  cunningly. 
There  is  scarcely  a  new  or  unusual  metrical 
effect  throughout  the  book;  the  language 
is  as  little  studied  as  the  versification;  and 
the  subjects,  however  various,  are  generally 
treated  in  such  a  manner  as  to  come  very 
much  under  one  head.  But  it  would  be  a 
very  great  mistake  to  suppose  that  these 
poems,  because  they  lack  certain  character- 
istics more  or  less  effective,  are  either 
monotonous  or  trivial.  .  .  .  From  his 
earliest  poems,  the  "Waterfowl,"  the  oddly 
named  ''Thanatopsis,"  and  the  rest,  to 
those  of  only  a  year  or  two  ago,  he  observes 
the  worship  of  nature  with  no  diminished 
zeal  and  no  diminished  power.  Very  rarely 
has  any  writer  preserved  such  an  even 
level  of  merit  throughout  his  poems,  the 
absence  of  any  particularly  absorbing 
theme  being  compensated  by  the  steady 
attention  which  he  pays  to  his  one  subject. 
— Saintsbury,  George,  1874,  Bryant's 
Poems,  The  Academy,  vol.  5,  p.  84L 

William  Cullen  Bryant  is  able  to  hear  the 
great  harmony  of  nature  in  her  gentlest 
and  in  her  most  powerful  tones.  But  he 
paints  by  preference  the  quiet  life  of  nature 
and  of  man,  and  the  depth  of  his  feeling 
enables  him  to  find  the  most  precious 
pearls  of  songs  in  the  simplest  scenes. 
Such  are  the  "Indian's  Complaint  at  the 
Graves  of  his  Fathers"  and  the  "Song  of  the 
Pitcaim  Islander."  His  poetry  much  re- 
sembles that  of  Cowper  and  Gray,  but 
there  is  such  a  specifically  American  tone 
in  it  that  he  has  been  rightly  called  the  first 
original  poet  of  his  country.— SCHERR,  J., 
1874,  A  History  of  English  Literature,  p.  301. 

The  father  of  the  present  generation  of 
American  poets,  and  one  of  the  most 
original  of  the  brotherhood.— Chambers, 
Robert,  1876,  Cyelopcsdia  of  English  Liter* 
(Uure,  erf.  Carruthers. 


Of  course  it  would  be  absurd  to  rank 
Bryant  with  Wordsworth,  but  he  was 
something  more  than  a  copy  on  a  small 
scale  of  one  side  of  a  great  poet  He  sees 
that  what  is  the  whole  of  life  to  Words- 
worth is  only  a  part  of  his  life  and  of  the 
life  of  the  world.  And  his  preoccupation 
with  death  and  with  the  transitoriness  of 
life  gives  him  an  originality  of  his  own.  .  .  . 
His  date  and  his  nationality  save  him  from 
being  classed  with  English  minor  poets; 
they  are  always  straining  at  the  unattain- 
able or  else  sinking  back  in  conscious 
depression;  whereas  the  sober  dignity 
natural  to  Bryant  was  sustained  by  the 
consciousness  that  all  his  life  he  was  one  of 
the  first  poets  of  his  age  and  country. — 
SiMCOX,  George  Augustus,  1878,  The 
Academy,  vol.  13,  p.  556. 

To  Bryant,  beyond  ail  other  modem 
poets,  the  earth  was  a  theatre  upon  which 
the  great  drama  of  life  was  everlastingly 
played.  .  .  .  The  qualities  by  which  Mr. 
Bryant's  poetry  are  chiefly  distinguished 
are  serenity  and  gravity  of  thought;  an 
intense  though  repressed  recognition  of  the 
morality  of  mankind;  an  ardent  love  for 
human  freedom;  an  unrivalled  skill  in 
painting  the  scenery  of  his  native  land. 
He  had  no  superior  in  his  walk  of  poetic 
art— it  might  almost  be  said  no  equal,  for 
his  descriptions  of  nature  are  never  inac- 
curate or  redundant.  "The  Excursion"  is 
a  tiresome  poem,  which  contains  several 
exquisite  episodes.  Mr.  Bryant  knew  how 
to  write  exquisite  episodes,  and  to  omit  the 
platitudes  through  which  we  reach  them  in 
other  poets.— Stoddard,  Richard  Henry, 
1878,  Poetical  Works  of  William  Cullen 
Bryant,  Household  Ed.,  p.  XXII. 

His  poetry  kept  its  essential  mtelletual 
type,  and  did  not  glow  with  passion  or  bum 
with  martial  fire.  He  had  neither  epic 
fulness,  nor  dramatic  compass  and  force. 
...  He  was  in  his  way  scholastic  in  poetry, 
a  disciple  of  his  own  set  school;  and  with 
his  wonderful  sense  of  beauty  he  never 
ventures  to  lose  his  calmness  or  in  any 
way  to  be  unwise.  He  never  said  a  foolish 
thing,  and  rarely,  if  ever,  did  an  unwise 
one.  Even  love,  which  makes  so  many 
men  fools,  made  him  thoughtful;  and  his 
one  sacred  love  went  forth  in  calm  idyls 
and  rose  into  godly  h3rmns,  and  never 
burned  with  wasting  fires.  .  .  .  His  poetry 
was  little  personal,  and  shy  of  men  and 
women,  he  was  more  at  home,  especially 
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in  earlier  life,  with  Nature.— Osgood, 
SAlfUEL,  1878,  Address  at  the  Memorial 
Meeting  of  the  Goethe  Club,  Oct.  30. 

That  "rock-loving  columbine"  is  better 
than  Bryant's  "columbines  in  purple 
dressed,"  as  our  flower  is  not  purple,  but 
yellow  and  scarlet.  Yet  Bryant  set  the 
example  to  the  poets  that  have  succeeded 
him  of  closely  studying  Nature  as  she 
appears  under  her  own  skies.  I  3deld  to 
none  in  my  admiration  of  the  sweetness 
and  simplicity  of  his  poems  of  nature,  and 
in  general  of  their  correctness  of  observa- 
tion. They  are  tender  and  heartfelt,  and 
they  touch  chords  that  no  other  poet  since 
Wordsworth  has  touched  with  so  firm  a 
hand.  Yet  he  was  not  always  an  infallible 
observer;  he  sometimes  tripped  upon  his 
facts,  and  at  other  times  he  deliberately 
moulded  them,  adding  to,  or  cutting  off,  to 
suit  the  purposes  of  his  verse.— Bur- 
roughs, John,  1879-95,  Nature  and  the 
Poets,  Pepaetan,  p.  90. 

His  last  word,  as  his  first,  was  Liberty  1 
His  last  word,  as  his  first,  for  Truth 
Struck  to  the  heart  of  age  and  youth: 

He  sought  her  everywhere, 
In  the  loud  city,  forest,  seA  and  air: 
He  bowed  to  wisdom  other  than  his  own, 

To  wisdom  and  to  law, 

Concealed  or  dimly  shown 
In  all  he  knew  not,  all  he  knew  and  saw, 
Trusting  the  Present,  tolerant  of  the  Past, 

Firm-faithed  in  what  shall  come 
When  the  vain  noises  of  these  days  are  diunb; 
And  his  first  word  was  noble  as  his  last! 

—Taylor,  Bayard,  1879,  Epieedium, 
William  Cvllen  Bryant,  Scribner's  Monthly 
vol  17,  p.  336. 

"Bryant's  sonnets  are  so  few  that  I  could 
repeat  them  all  without  wearying  you;  but 
as  you  are  already  familiar  with  them,  I 
shall  m^^ly  specialize  several  in  the  line 
wherein  he  excels  all  our  modem  poets, 
namely,  the  loving  and  reverent  worship 
and  interpretation  of  Nature  in  her  serenest 
moods.  I  allude  particularly  to  his  sonnets 
on  'Midsummer,'  'October,'  and  'Novem- 
ber;' and,  as  I  read  them,  give  attention  to 
the  exceeding  delicacy  and  minuteness  of 
their  detail  coupled  with  their  breadth  and 
largeness,  and  also  to  the  warmth  and 
sober  richness  of  their  coloring.  I  have 
read  them  a  hundred  times,  but  never 
without  discovering  some  new  beauty  to  be 
enjoyed,  or  without  marvelling  at  the 
power  of  dilatation  and  contraction  of 
poetic    vision,    and    the    extraordinary 


poetic  sensibility,  which  have  made  descrip- 
tions so  glowing  and  so  true  possible  to  be 
transferred  to  words  within  a  scope  so 
limited.  .  .  .  Bryant  and  Whittier  belong 
to  different  grades  as  artists,  though  both 
are  pre-eminently  gifted  with  quick  poetic 
sensibility,  and  the  faculty  of  picturesque 
poetic  utterance.  Bryant's  imagination  is 
the  loftiest;  his  conceptions  are  grander, 
his  thoughts  more  exalted,  his  style  purer, 
his  powers  of  generalization  greater,  his 
coloring  firmer  and  truer  than  Whittier's." 
— Deshler,  Charles  D.,  1879,  Afternoons 
with  the  Poets,  pp.  290, 292. 

Bryant  pulsing  the  first  interior  verse- 
throbs  of  a  mighty  world— bard  of  the 
river  and  the  wood,  ever  conveying  a  taste 
of  open  air,  with  scents  as  from  hayfields, 
grapes,  birch-borders— always  lurkingly 
fond  of  threnodies— beginning  and  endmg 
his  long  career  with  chants  of  death,  with 
here  and  there  through  all,  poems,  orpas- 
sages  of  poems,  touching  the  highest  uni- 
versal truths,  enthusiasms,  duties— morals 
as  grim  and  eternal,  if  not  as  stormy  and 
fateful,  as  anything  in  Eschylus.— Whit- 
man, Walt,  1881,  Autobiographia,  April  16. 

His  life,  public  and  private,  was  in  keep- 
ing with  his  speech  and  writings.  We  often 
say  of  a  poet  or  artist  that  he  should  not  be 
judged  like  other  men  by  his  outward 
irrelevant  mark  or  habit;  that  to  see  his 
best,  his  truest  self  you  must  read  his 
poems  or  study  his  paintings.  In  reading 
Bryant's  prose  and  verse,  and  in  observing 
the  poet  himself,  our  judgments  were  the 
same.  He  always  held  in  view  liberty, 
law,  wisdom,  piety,  faith;  his  sentiment 
was  unsentimental;  he  never  whined  nor 
found  fault  with  condition  or  natiu^;  he 
was  robust,  but  not  tyrannical;  frugal, 
but  not  too  severe;  grave,  yet  full  of  shrewd 
and  kindly  humor.  Absolute  simplicity 
characterized  him.  Ethics  were  always  in 
sight.  He  was,  indeed,  an  "old  man  for 
counsel;"  but  he  learned  in  youth  from  the 
lives  and  precepts  of  Washington,  Hamilton, 
and  their  compeers,  that  he  taught  and 
practised  to  the  last.  His  intellectual 
faculties,  like  his  physical,  were  balanced 
to  the  discreetest  level,  and  this  without 
abasing  his  poetic  fire.  His  genius  was  not 
shown  by  the  advance  of  one  faculty  and 
the  impediment  of  others;  it  was  the  spirit 
of  an  even  combination,  and  a  fine  one. 
.  .  The  delights  of  nature,  and  medita- 
tions  upon  the  universality  of  life  and 


WILLIAM  CULLEN  BRYANT 


125 


death,  withdrew  him  from  the  study  of  the 
individual  world.  Thus  he  became  a 
philosophic  minstrel  of  the  woods  and 
waters,  the  foremost  of  American  land- 
scape poets.  ...  No  doubt  Bryant's 
models  confirmed  his  natural  restrictions 
of  speech.  But  even  this  narrow  verbal 
range  has  made  his  poetry  strong  and  pure; 
and  now,  when  expression  has  been  carried 
to  its  extreme,  it  is  an  occasional  relief  to 
recur  to  the  clearness,  to  the  exact  appre- 
ciation of  words,  discoverable  in  every 
portion  of  hia  verse  and  prose;  It  is  like  a 
return  from  a  florid  renaissance  to  the 
antique;  and  indeed  there  was  something 
Doric  in  Bryant's  nature.  His  diction,  like 
his  thought,  often  refreshes  us  as  the  shadow 
of  a  great  rock  in  a  weary  land.  .  .  .  Give 
his  poems  a  study,  and  their  simplicity  is 
their  charm.--STBDMAN,  Edmund  Clar- 
ence, 1885,  Poets  of  Ajneriea,  pp.  64, 67, 77. 

Tfie  life  of  William  Cullen  Bryant  is  an 
integral  part  of  American  literature.  His 
long,  honorable  career  as  a  journalist  and 
citizen  have  also  identified  him  with  the 
best  interets  of  his  native  land.  In  the 
later  years  of  his  life  he  wrote  quite  a 
number  of  hymns.  .  .  .  His  religious  views 
also  ripened  and  grew  more  spiritual  as  he 
neared  the  grave. — Duffield,  Samuel 
WiLLOUQHBT,  1886,  English  Hymns,  p.  43. 

Bryant's  genius  is  not  seen  to  best  ad- 
vantage in  Ws  "Wild-Life"  poems.  It  is  in 
meditation  verse,  such  as  the  "Thanatopsis" 
and  "Lines  to  a  Waterfowl,"  that  the  maj- 
esty and  grave  eloquence  which  character- 
ise his  genius  become  most  readily  apparent. 
—Roberts,  Charles  G.  D.,  1888,  ed. 
Poems  of  Wild  Life,  p.  231,  note. 

His  place  was  with  Gray,  not  with 
Milton,  Goethe,  Browning,  or  Burns. 
Intense  power  was  not  his,  nor  broad 
creative  range,  nor  soaring  vision;  his 
marks  were  thoughtfulness  and  serenity. — 
Richardson,  Charles  F.,  1888,  American 
Liieraiwre,  1607-1885,  vol.  II,  p.  40. 

Bryant  appears  to  me  to  be  a  poet  of  a 
less  attractive  but  somewhat  higher  class 
than  Longfellow.  His  versification  is  man- 
nered, and  his  expressions  are  directly 
formed  on  European  models,  but  his  sense 
of  style  was  so  consistent  that  his  careful 
work  came  to  be  recognisable.  His  poetry 
is  a  hybrid  of  two  English  stocks,  closely 
related;  he  belongs  partiy  to  the  Words- 
worth of  "Tintem  Abbey,"  partiy  to  the 


Coleridge  of  "Mont  Blanc."  The  imagina- 
tive formula  is  Wordsworth's,  the  verse  is 
the  verse  of  Coleridge,  and  having  in  very 
early  youth  produced  this  dignified  and 
novel  flower,  Bryant  did  not  try  to  blossom 
into  anything  different,  but  went  on  cul- 
tivating the  Coleridge-Wordsworth  hybrid 
down  to  the  days  of  Rossetti  and  of  ViU 
lanelles.  But  Wordsworth  and  Coleridge 
had  not  stayed  at  the  "Mont  Blanc"  and 
"Tintem  Abbey"  point.  They  went  on 
advancing,  developing,  altering,  and  de- 
clining to  the  end  of  their  days.  The  con- 
sequence is  that  the  specimens  of  the 
Bryant  variety  do  not  strike  us  as  remark- 
ably like  the  general  work  of  Wordsworth 
or  of  Coleridge.  ...  He  is  exquisitely 

Eolished,  full  of  noble  suavity  and  music, 
ut  his  irreparable  fault  is  to  be  secondary, 
to  remind  us  always  of  his  masters  first, 
and  only  on  reflection  of  himself.—GosSE, 
Edmund,  1889,  Has  America  Produced  a 
Poet?  Questions  at  Issue,  pp.  83,  Si. 

Of  Bryant's  rank  and  merits  as  a  poet 
there  is,  and  for  some  time  to  come  is  likely 
to  be,  a  great  diversity  of  opinion.  A  par- 
tial explanation  of  this  may  be  found  in  the 
fact  that  the  most  enduring  qualities  of  his 
verse  are  readily  appreciated  by  only  a 
comparatively  restricted  class  even  of  those 
who  read  poetry.  He  was  essentially  an 
ethical  poet.  His  inspiration  was  always 
from  above.  In  the  flower,  in  the  stream, 
in  the  tempest,  in  the  rainbow,  in  the  snow, 
in  everything  about  him,  nature  was  always 
telling  him  something  new  of  the  goodness 
of  God  and  framing  excuses  for  the  frail  and 
the  erring.  His  verses  are  the  record  of 
these  lessons  as  far  as  he  apprehended  and 
could  express  them.  The  number  who 
comprehend  the  fuU  force  of  them  at  a 
single  reading,  however,  is  comparatively 
small.  Every  one  of  his  verses  will  bear 
the  supreme  test  of  a  work  of  literary  art, 
which  discloses  a  wider  horizon  and  new 
merits  at  each  successive  perusal.  ...  As 
water  in  crystallizing  excludes  all  foreign 
ingredients,  and  out  of  acids,  alkalies,  and 
other  solutions  yields  a  crystal  of  perfect 
purity  and  sweetness,  so  his  thoughts  in 
passing  into  verse  seemed  to  separate 
themselves  from  everything  that  was 
transient  or  vulgar.  His  poems  have  come 
to  us  as  completely  freed  from  every  trace 
of  what  is  of  the  earth  earthy  as  if,  like  St. 
Luke's  pictures,  they  had  received  their 
finishing  touch  from  the  angels.— Bigelow 
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John,  1890,  WiUiam  CuUen  Bryant  (Amer- 
ican Men  of  Letters),  pp  140, 153. 

My  first  romantic  love  of  nature  was 
awakened  by  the  poems  of  WUIiam  Cullen 
Bryant,  then  in  the  zenith  of  their  popular- 
ity. There  was  something  tangible  in  the 
pictures  that  he  drew;  his  themes  pointed 
<mt  the  charms  of  the  woods  and  the 
mountains  and  the  fields,  which  were  all 
about  me — ^before  my  eyes  on  every  side. 
The  distinguished  poet  was  our  neighbor, 
or,  to  be  more  exact,  his  birthplace  was  on 
a  picturesque  hillside  in  sight  of  my  own 
birthplace,  and  he  usually  came  to  the  old 
homestead  every  Summer.  When  a  boy, 
he  attended  school  with  my  father,  and  I 
had  asked  so  many  questions  about  how  he 
looked  in  his  youth  and  what  he  said  and 
did,  that  I  almost  fancied  I  had  actually 
5een  him  write  "Thanatopsis."--LAMB, 
Martha  J.,  1891,  FormaHve  InflueneeSf 
The  Forum,  vol.  11,  p.  53. 

His  vocabulary  was  limited;  his  poetry 
was  frigid.  To  be  stirred  by  it  is,  in  the 
words  of  Lowell,  "like  being  stirred  up  by 
the  very  North  Pole."  It  had  little  capac- 
ity for  growth,  and  was  at  its  best 
before  the  poet  was  out  of  his  teens.  But 
it  had  great  virtues.  Written  in  classic 
English,  imbued  with  great  dignity  of 
thought  and  feeling,  pervaded  with  what 
Wordsworth  has  called  the  "religion  of  the 
woods"— the  devout  and  solenm  reverence 
for  the  invisible  powers  of  nature — its 
manly  reserve  and  repose  elevated  not  only 
his  countrymen's  ideals  of  literary  excel- 
lence, but  their  ideals  of  life  as  well.— 
Mabie,  Hamlton  W.,  1892,  The  Memorial 
Story  of  America,  p.  588. 

Mr.  Bryant  was  a  wonderful  worker;  not 
only  was  his  editorial  industry  remarkable, 
but  his  contributions  to  our  American 
literature,  both  in  prose  and  verse,  aiford 
abundant  evidence  of  the  fact.  He  was  an 
accomplished  student  of  the  literature  of 
many  languages,  and  while  his  translations 
from  other  tongues  are  so  felicitous  that 
his  fellow-master,  Longfellow,  praised  some 
of  his  Spanish  translations  as  rivalling  the 
originals  in  beauty,  yet  his  own  verse  is  as 
free  from  the  merely  literary  influence  or 
reminiscence  as  the  pure  air  of  his  native 
hills  from  the  perfume  of  exotics.  His  last 
considerable  poem,  "The  Flood  of  Years," 
but  echoes  in  its  meditative  flow  the  solemn 
cadences  of  "Thanatopsis."— Saunders, 
Prederick,  1894,  Character  Studies,  p.  140. 


Bryant  is  one  of  the  few  poets  of  genuine 
power  whose  poetic  career  shows  no  ad- 
vance. The  first  airow  he  draw  from  his 
quiver  was  the  best,  and  with  it  he  made 
his  longest  shot;  many  others  he  sent  in  the 
same  direction,  but  they  all  fell  behind  the 
first.  This  accounts  for  the  singleness  and 
the  depth  of  the  impression  he  has  left;  he 
stands  for  two  or  three  elementals,  and 
thereby  keeps  his  force  unscattered.  He 
was  not,  indeed,  wholly  insensible  to  the 
romanticist  stirrings  of  his  time,  as  such 
effusions  as  "The  Damsel  of  Peru,"  "The 
Arctic  Lover,"  and  "The  Hunter's  Sere- 
nade," bear  witness.  He  wrote  several  pieces 
about  Indians— not  the  real  red  men,  but 
those  imaginary  noble  savages,  possessors 
of  all  the  primitive  virtues,  with  whom  our 
grandfathers  peopled  the  American  forests. 
He  wrote  strenuously  in  behalf  of  Greek 
emancipation  and  against  slavery,  but  even 
here,  though  the  subject  lay  very  near  his 
heart,  he  could  not  match  the  righteous 
vehemence  of  Whittier,  or  Lowell's  alter- 
nate volleys  of  sarcasm  and  rebuke.  Like 
AntaBus,  Bryant  ceased  to  be  powerful 
when  he  did  not  tread  his  native  earth. — 
Thayer,  William  R.,  1894,  BryanJPs  Cen- 
tennial, The  Review  of  Reviews,  vol.  10, 
p.  406. 

Bryant's  genius  was  at  its  best  in  pas- 
sages imaginatively  descriptive  of  external 
loveliness,  rather  than  in  those  expressive 
of  moods  and  feelmgs  when  the  spirit  is 
aspiring  or  analytically  reflective.  His  true 
strength  lay  in  his  powers  of  vivid  delinea- 
tion, in  the  art  which  could  bring  dis- 
tinctly to  mind,  with  a  few  graphic  strokes, 
the  rushing  vehemence  of  the  stream  or 
the  waterfall;  the  boundless  stretch  of  the 
prairie  magnificence;  the  terrors  of  the 
hurricane,  no  less  than  the  gentle  sweetness 
of  the  evening  wind,  as  it  "rocks  the  little 
wood-bird  in  his  nest,"  or  "curls  the  still 
waters  bright  with  stars,"  or  goes  forth  as 
"God's  blessing  breathed  upon  the  fainting 
earth."  His  genius  lingers  lovingly  over 
the  splendours  of  mountain  and  valley 
scenery,  as  if  at  home  with  the  sublimities 
of  the  "beetling  verge"  where  storm  and 
lightning  "have  tumbled  down  vast  blocks, 
and  at  the  base  dashed  them  into  frag- 
ments;" or  where  "upon  the  meadow's 
breast  the  shadow  of  the  thicket  lies." 
With  these  and  similar  scenes  of  natural 
charm  Bryant's  poetry  abounds;  but  with 
regard  to  that  mysterious  land  of  spiritual 
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longing  and  contemplation  towards  which 
the  loftiest  thoughts  of  man  turn  wistfully, 
his  conceptions  are  limited  and  prescribed. 
Although  his  poetry  is  full  of  reference  to 
the  highest  subjects  which  can  engage  the 
mind,  these  are  all  viewed  from  one  stand- 
X)oint.  His  spirit  is  enlisted  on  the  affirma- 
tive side  of  tiie  problem,  and  in  every  line 
that  he  has  written  we  feel  the  influence 
of  the  faith  of  one  who  believes  in  Divine 
goodness  ruling  the  imiverse.^-BRADFlELD, 
Thomas;  1895,  WiUiam  CuUen  Bryant, 
Westmiritter  Review,  vol.  143,  p.  90. 

It  is  as  a  poet,  and  especially  by  a  few 
distinctive  compositions,  that  Bryant  will 
be  most  widely  and  deeply  held  in  re- 
membrance. .  .  .  Bryant's  venerable 
aspect  in  old  age—with  erect  form,  white 
hair,  and  flowing  snowy  beard — gave  him  a 
resemblance  to  Homer;  and  there  was 
something  Homeric  about  his  influence 
upon  the  literature  of  his  country,  in  the 
dignity  with  which  he  invested  the  poetic 
art  and  the  poet's  relation  to  the  people. — 
Lathrop,  George  Parsons,  1897,  Library 
of  ike  World's  Best  Literature,  ed.  Warner, 
vol  V,  pp.  2626,  2627. 

Bryant's  poems  inevitably  bring  Words- 
worth to  our  minds,  yet  it  seems  unfair  to 
Bryant's  talents  to  measure  their  increase 
by  comparison  with  the  fruits  of  Words- 
worth's genius.  Bryant's  lot  took  him  to 
the  city,  to  newspapers  and  daily  cares, 
while  Wordsworth  sauntered  contemplative 
over  Helvellyn  and  along  the  margin  of 
Windermere.  Great  poetry  has  never  been 
written  by  a  man  who  was  not  able  to 
give  to  it  his  concentrated  thought  and 
his  whole  heart.  Chaucer,  Shakespeare, 
Spenser,  Pope,  Wordsworth,  Shelley,  By- 
ron, all  the  great  poets  of  England  have 
given  undivided  allegiance  to  poetry. 
Bryant  could  not  do  so,  and  his  poems  bear 
the  marks  of  his  involuntary  disloyalty. 
A  poet  must  be  judged  by  his  achievement 
alone.  Bryant's  verses,  except  at  their  best, 
show  a  lack  of  art.  They  are  a  little  undis- 
ciplined; they  betray  truancy  to  the 
classics.— Sedgwick,  Henry  D.,  Jr.,  1897, 
BryanPs  Permanent  Contihuiion  to  Litera- 
iure,  AOaniie  Monihly,  vol  79,  p.  541. 

Bryant's  poetry  is  stately,  lofty,  clear. 
A  man  of  practiced  self-control,  who  from 
childhood  to  the  day  of  his  death  rose  early, 
ate  sparingly,  exercised  regularly,  his  verse 
is  equally  subject  to  rule.  No  impetuous 
measures  broke  from  his  pen.    Respect  for 


law  and  order,  personal  reserve,  and  cold- 
ness of  temperament  are  so  far  from  being 
the  traditional  make-up  of  a  poet  that  it  is 
no  wonder  the  critics  are  puzzled.  —Bates, 
Katharine  Lee,  1897,  American  Litera- 
ture, p.  140. 

By  reason  of  his  long-continued  life, 
Bryant  seems  nearer  to  our  own  day  than, 
as  a  poet,  he  really  is.  Historically  he  must 
be  remembered  as  the  first  of  American 
poets,— first  in  poetry  as  Irving  was  first 
in  one  form  of  prose,  and  Cooper  m  another. 
The  body  of  his  poetic  work  is  small,  and 
the  greater  portion  of  it  is  manifestly  des- 
tined to  be  forgotten. —  Howe,  M.  A.  De- 
Wolfe,  1898,  American  Bookmen,  p.  75. 

Above  and  beyond  all,  he  was  nature's 
evangelist  to  man.  He  caught  the  spuit  of 
the  messages  whispered  by  the  trees,  sung 
by  the  river  and  chanted  by  the  sea. 
Trees  and  flowers,  the  forest  and  the 
prairies,  the  clouds,  the  sky  and  the  stars, 
the  sea,  the  tides,  and  the  winds,  the 
thunder-storm  and  the  hurricane,  spoke  to 
him  a  "various  language,"  which  he  inter- 
preted to  his  fellow-men.— Onderdonk, 
Jaices  L.,  1899-1901,  History  of  American 
Verse,  p.  177. 

As  one  looks  through  his  work,  however, 
one  is  apt  to  wonder  whether,  even  if  his 
life  had  been  destitute  of  personal  bereave- 
ment, his  verse  might  not  still  have  hovered 
sentimentally  about  the  dead.  His  most 
successful  poem,  "Thanatopsis,"  was  ap- 
parenUy  written  before  death  had  often 
come  near  him;  and  it  is  hardly  excessive 
to  say  that  if  a  single  name  were  sought  for 
his  collected  works,  from  beginning  to  end, 
a  version  of  that  barbarous  Greek  title 
might  be  found  suitable,  and  the  whole 
volume  fairly  entitled  ''Glimpses  of  the 
Grave."  Of  course  he  touched  on  other 
things;  but  he  touched  on  mortality  so 
constantiy  as  to  make  one  feel  regretfully 
sure  that  whenever  he  felt  stirred  to  poetry 
his  fancy  started  for  the  Valley  of  the 
Shadow  of  Death.— Wendell,  Barrett, 
1900,  A  Literary  History  of  America,  p  200. 

Bryant  was  not  of  a  cold  nature,  but,  on 
the  contrary,  a  very  passionate  one,  which 
he  had  learned  to  control  i>erfectly,  and  I 
always  had  an  impression  from  certain 
expressions  in  his  poems  that  he  had,  in  the 
past,  suffered  greatly  from  uncontrolled 
passion,  and  had  found  the  necessity  of 
great  restraint.  ...  I  think  that  the  ap- 
parent coldness  in  his  verse  was  really  due 
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to  his  having  learned  to  avoid  passionate  most  supreme  self-control.  —  SnLLMANy 
expression  as  treacherous,  and  liable  to  lead  Wiluam  James,  1901,  Letter  to  the  Editor, 
to  repentance.    His  only  safety  was  in  the     Academy,  vol.  60,  p.  130. 


Bayard  Taylor 

1826-1878 
Bom  at  Kennett  Square,  Chester  County,  Pa.,  Jan.  11,  1825;  died  at  Berlin,  Dec.  19, 
1878.  An  American  poet,  traveler,  writer  of  travels,  translator,  and  novelist.  He  was 
named  after  James  A.  Bayard,  and  in  early  life  sometimes  signed  himself  ''J.  Bayard  Tay- 
lor." He  was  apprenticed  to  a  printer  in  1842.  He  traveled  on  foot  in  Great  Britainy 
Germany,  Switzerland,  Italy,  France,  etc.,  1844  46,  writing  letters  to  American  papers- 
was  connected  with  the  New  York  "Tribune,"  and  its  correspondent  in  California  1849- 
50;  and  traveled  m  Egypt,  Asia  Minor,  Syria  and  Europe  1851-52,  and  in  Spain,  India, 
China  and  Japan  1852-53,  joining  Perry's  expedition  in  Japan.  On  his  return,  having 
traveled  more  than  fifty  thousand  miles,  he  began  his  series  of  lectures.  He  traveled  in 
Germany,  Norway,  and  Lapland  in  1855;  traveled  later  in  Greece,  etc.;  was  secretary  of 
legation  and  chargS  d'affaires  at  St.Petersburg  1862-63 ;  resided  afterward  on  the  Continent; 
visited  Egypt  and  Iceland  in  1874;  and  was  appointed  United  States  minister  at  Berlin  1878. 
His  principal  works  are  "Ximena,  etc."  (1844:  poems),  "Views  Afoot"  (1846),  "Rhymes 
of  Travel"  (1849),  "Eldorado,  or  Adventures  m  the  Path  of  Empire"  (1850),  "Book  of 
Romances,  Lyrics,  and  Songs"  (1851),  "A  Journey  to  Central  Africa"  (1854),  "The  Lands 
of  the  Saracen"  (1854),  "Poems  and  Ballads"  (1854),  "A  Visit  to  India,  China,  and  Ja- 
pan" (1855),  "Poems  of  the  Orient"  (1855),  "Poems  of  Home  and  Travel"  (1855), 
"Norijhem  Travel"  (1857),  "Travels  in  Greece,  etc."  (1859),  "At  Home  and  Abroad" 
(1859-62),  "The  Poet's  Journal"  (1862),  "Hannah  Thurston"  (1863:  a  novel),  "John 
Godfrey's  Fortunes"  (1864),  "The  Story  of  Kennett"  (1866),  "Colorado"  (1867),  "By- 
ways of  Europe"  (1869),  "Joseph  and  his  Friend"  (1870),  "The  Masque  of  the  (Jods" 
(1872),  "Beauty  and  the  Beast"  (1872),  "Lars,  etc."  (1873),  "School  History  of  Ger- 
many to  1871"  (1874),  "Egypt  and  Iceland"  (1874),  "The  Prophet"  (1874:  a  tragedy  of 
Mormonism),  "Home  Pastorals"  (1875),  "The  Echo  Club,  and  other  Literary  Diversions" 
(1876),  "Boys  of  Other  Countries"  (1876),  "The  National  Ode"  (1876),  "Prince  Deucal- 
ion" (1878),  "Studies  in  German  Literature"  (1879),  "Critical  Essays,  etc."  (1880),  and 
"Dramatic  Works"  (1880:  with  notes  by  M.  H.  Taylor),  He  edited  Tegner's  "Frithjofs 
Saga"  in  1867  (translated  by  Blackley),  and  translated  Goethe's  "Faust"  in  the  original 
meters  (1870-71).— Smith,  Benjamin  E.,  ed.  1894-97,  Ceniwry  Cychjxedia  of  Names, 
p.  981. 

PERSONAL  exhaled  and  lost,  but  thy  word,  thy  poet- 

Here  too,  of  answering  love  secure,  word,  is  abiding.    On  behalf  of  those  whom 

Have  I  not  welcomed  to  my  hearth  ^jj^u  ^^^^  ief|.  behind,  urged  by  my  affection 

The  gentle  pilgrim  troubadour.  .i^       i  j    ^  *^     j  :    'lu     Ai  j  Wq-i^    «, 

Whose  songs  have  girdled  half  the  earth;  ff      ?-j  ?^  if        ^®  ^^^  ^^™'  f 

Whose  pagS,  like  the  magic  mat  *^0U  dldst  often  ca  1  me,  and  as  a  represent- 

Whereon  the  Eastern  lover  sat,  ative  of  German  literature,  I  send  after 

Have  borne  me  over  Rhine-land's  purple  vines,      thee  loving  WOrds  of  farewell.     What  thou 
And  Nubia's  tawny  sands,  and  Phrygians  moun-     hast  become  and  shalt  continue  to  be  in  the 
tain  pmesl  realms  of  mind,  after  ages  will  determine. 

— WHimER,  John  Greenleaf,  1856,  The     Today  our  hearts  are  thrilled  with  grief  and 
Last  Walk  in  Autumn,  8t.  XV.  lamentation,  and  yet  with  exaltation  too. 

Here  under  the  flowers  that  grew  in  Ger-  ...  As  from  one  power  to  another,  so 
man  soil,  lies  the  mortal  frame  tenanted  wast  thou  the  accredited  envoy  from  one 
for  fifty-three  years  by  the  richly-endowed  realm  of  mind  to  another,  and  even  in  thy 
genius  whom  men  knew  as  Bayard  Taylor,  latest  work  thou  dost  show  that  thou  livedst 
Thy  name  will  be  spoken  by  coming  gener-  in  that  religion  which  embraces  all  confes- 
ations,  who  never  looked  into  thy  kindly,  sions,  and  takes  not  the  name  of  one  to  the 
winning  face,  never  grasped  thy  faithful  exclusion  of  the  rest.  Nature  gave  thee  a 
hand,  never  heard  a  word  from  thy  eloquent  form  full  of  grace  and  power,  a  spirit  full  of 
lips.    Yet  no:  the  breath  of  the  mouth  is     clearness  and  chaste  cheerfulness,  and  the 
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grace  of  melodious  speech  to  set  forth  the 
movements  and  emotions  springing  from 
the  eternal  and  never-fathomed  source  of 
being,  as  well  as  from  the  fleeting  and 
never-exhausted  joys  of  wedded  and 
paternal  love,  of  friendship,  of  the  inspira- 
tion of  nature,  of  patriotism,  and  of  the 
ever-ascending  revelations  of  human  his- 
tory.—Auerbach,  Berthold,  1878,  Re- 
marks at  the  American  Emhauy,  Dee,  22; 
Li^e  and  Letters  of  Bayard  Taylor,  ed.  Taylor 
and  Scudder,  vol.  u,  pp.  766,  767. 

Dead  he  lay  among  his  books! 

The  peace  of  God  was  in  his  looks. 

As  the  statues  in  the  gloom 

Watch  o'er  Maximilian's  tomb, 

So  those  volumes  from  their  shelves 

Watched  him,  silent  as  themselves. 

Ah  I  his  hand  will  nevermore 

Turn  their  storied  pages  o'er; 

Nevermore  his  lips  repeat 

Songs  of  theirs,  however  sweet. 

Thou  hast  sung,  with  organ  tone, 
In  Deukalion's  life,  thine  own; 
On  the  ruins  of  the  Past 
Blooms  the  perfect  flower  at  last. 
Friend  I  but  yesterday  the  bells 
Rang  for  thee  their  loud  farewells; 
And  to-day  they  toll  for  Ihee, 
Lying  dead  beyond  the  sea; 
Lving  dead  amonfc  thy  books, 
The  peace  of  God  m  all  thy  looks! 

—Longfellow,  Henry  wadsworth,  1878, 
Bayard  Taylor,  Ultima  Thide. 

Bayard  Taylor's  death  slices  a  huge 
cantie  out  of  the  world  for  me.  I  don't 
yet  know  it,  at  all;  it  only  seems  that  he 
has  gone  to  some  other  Germany,  a  little 
farther  off.  How  strange  it  all  is:  he  was 
such  a  fine  fellow,  one  almost  thinks  he 
might  have  talked  Death  over  and  made 
him  forego  his  stroke. — Lanier,  Sidney, 
1878,  To  Gibson  Peacock,  Dec.  21;  Letters, 
p.  58. 

No  one  could  possibly  look  upon  the 
manly  young  fellow  at  that  time  (1847), 
without  loving  him.  He  was  tall  and 
slight,  with  the  bloom  of  youth  mantling  a 
face  full  of  eager,  joyous  expectation. 
Health  of  that  buoyant  nature  which  be- 
tokens delight  in  existence  was  visible  in 
every  feature  of  the  youthful  traveler. 

"The  fresh  air  lodged  within  his  cheek 
As  light  within  a  cloud. '' 
We  all  flocked  about  him  like  a  swarm  of 
brothers,  heartily  welcoming  him  to  Boston. 
When  we  told  him  how  charmed  we  all 
were  with  his  travels,  he  blushed  like  a  girl, 
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and  tears  filled  his  sensitive  eyes.  "It  is 
one  of  the  most  absorbingly  interesting 
books  I  ever  read  I"  cried  one  of  our  num- 
ber, heightening  the  remark  with  an  ex- 
pletive savoring  of  strength  more  than  of 
early  piety.  Taylor  looked  up,  full  of  hap- 
piness  at  the  opinion  so  earnestly  expressed, 
and  asked,  with  that  simple  naivete  which 
always  belonged  to  his  character,  ''Do  you 
really  think  so?  Well,  I  am  so  glad!"— 
Fields,  James  T.,  1878,  New  York  Tribune, 
Dee.  24. 

In  other  years — lost  youth's  enchanted  yean, 
Seen  now,  and  evermore,  through  blinding  tears 
And  empty  longing  for  what  may  not  be — 
The  Desert  gave  him  back  to  us;  the  Sea 
Yielded  him  up;  the  icy  Norland  strand 
Lured  him  not  long,  nor  that  soft  German  air 
He  loved  could  keep  him.     Ever  his  own  land 
Fettered  his  heart  and  brought  him  back  again. 
What  sounds  are  these  of  farewell  and  despair 
Borne  on  the  winds  across  the  winiry  main  I 
What  unknown  way  is  this  that  he  is  gone, 
Our  Bayard,  in  such  silence  and  alone? 
What  new  strange  quest  has  tempted  him  once 

more 
To  leave  us?  Vainly,  standing  by  the  s^hore. 
We  strain  our  eyes.     But  patience!  wiien  the 

soft 
Spring  gales  are  blowing  over  Cedarcroft, 
Whitening  the  hawthome;  when  the  violets 

bloom 
Along  the  Brandywine,  and  overhead 
The  sky  is  blue  as  Italy's,  he  will  come.  .  . 
In  the  wind's  whisper,  in  the  swaying  pine, 
In  song  of  bird  and  blossoming  of  vine, 
And  all  fair  things  he  loved  ere  he  was  dead! 

—Aldrich,  Thomas  Bailey,  1878,  Bayard 
Taylor. 

He  spoke  of  his  appointment  to  Berlin,  in 
the  tone  of  a  man  who  was  modestly  con- 
scious of  his  worth;  who  knew  that  the  dis- 
tinction, brilliant  as  it  was,  had  been  fair 
earned,  but  who  was  none  the  less  grateful 
for  it.  He  knew  that  he  was  fit  for  the 
place,  and  that  the  honor  bestowed  on  him 
was  one  to  which  he  in  turn  was  able  to  do 
honor.  He  had  a  just  pride  in  hearing  his 
name  associated  with  the  names  of  Irving, 
of  Motley,  of  Marsh,  of  Lowell,— one  and  all 
men  who  had  earned  their  fame  in  literature 
before  they  became  diplomatists.  He  was 
far  too  frank  and  open-natured  to  care  to 
hide  his  pleasure.  With  all  his  varied  and 
ample  experience,  with  all  his  knowledge 
of  the  world  and  mastery  of  social  conven- 
tionalities, Mr.  Taylor  retained  to  the  last  a 
certain  freshness  and  candor  in  expressing 
his  inmost  feelings,  which  belongs  only  to 
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those  souls  that  have  no  mean  secrets  to 
keep,  no  false  pride  or  false  modesty.  He 
was  pleased,  and  he  was  not  ashamed  of 
being  pleased.  It  is  only  a  man  very  sure 
of  himself  who  can  venture  to  take  the 
world  into  his  confidence  as  he  did.  Then, 
as  often  before,  I  thought  it  most  honorable 
to  him.  It  was  consistent  with  great  dig- 
nity of  demeanor,  and  whoever  fancied  he 
could  take  advantage  of  it  soon  found  out 
his  mistake.  He  submitted  readily  and 
generously  to  all  sorts  of  slight  impositions. 
He  gave  five  francs  for  some  service  which 
fifty  centimes  would  have  rewarded  amply. 
He  would  never  look  too  closely  into  matters 
where  only  his  own  interest  was  at  stake, 
but  where  others  were  concerned,  where  it 
was  his  business  to  defend  interests  which 
had  been  confided  to  him,  he  could  be  hard, 
astute,  immovable.  That  was  one  of  his 
peculiar  merits  as  a  minister.  In  most 
points  no  two  men  could  be  more  unlike  than 
Mr.  Taylor  and  Prince  Bismarck,  but  they 
had  this  in  common:  that  they  told  the 
truth  fearlessly,  and  found  it  served  their 
purpose  where  the  most  ingenious  mystifi- 
cations would  have  faUed  of  their  end.— 
Smalley,  G.  W.,  1879,  New  York  Tribune. 

Ah    then  —  fareweU,    young-hearted,     genial 
friend  1 
Farewell,  true  poet,  who  didst  grow  and  build 
From  thought  to  thought  still  upward  and  BtiU 
new. 
Farewell,  unsullied  toiler  in  a  guild 
Where  some  defile  their  hands,  and  where  so  few 
With  aims  as  pure  strive  faithful  to  the  end. 

— Cranch,  Christopher  P.,  1879,  Scrib- 
ner's  Monthly,  vol  17,  p.  731. 

To  think  of  him  is  to  recall  a  person  larger 
in  make  and  magnanimity  than  the  common 
sort ;  a  man  of  indescribable  buoyancy,hope- 
fulness,  sweetness  of  temper,  —  reverent, 
loyal,  shrinking  from  contention  yet  ready 
to  do  battle  for  a  principle  or  in  the  just 
cause  of  a  friend;  a  patriot  and  lover  of  his 
kind,  stainless  in  morals,  and  of  an  honesty 
so  pure  and  simple  that  he  could  not  be  sur- 
prised into  an  untruth  or  the  commission  of 
a  mean  and  unworthy  act.  —  Stedman, 
Edmund  Clarence,  1879,  Bayard  Taylor, 
Scribner's  Monthly,  vol,  19,  p.  89. 

People  who  knew  Bayard  Taylor  but 
superficially  were  apt  to  accuse  him  of  what 
they  were  pleased  to  call  literary  vanity. 
To  me  this  charge  seems  to  be  based  upon 
an  imperfect  comprehension  of  the  rare 
simplicity  and  earnestness  of  the  man.  Of 
course  he  believed  in  himself  and  in  his  own 


poetic  mission,  and  he  was  not  disposed  to 
admit  into  the  circle  of  his  more  intimate 
friends  any  one  who  questioned  the  genu- 
iness  of  his  poetic  talent.  But  who  likes  to 
have  his  merits  questioned  in  his  own 
presence?  and  who  chooses  his  friends 
among  his  hostile  critics?  It  is  not  to  be  de- 
nied that  the  conventional  code  of  etiquette 
requires  that  a  man  should  deprecate  his 
own  worth,  and,  especially  in  the  case  of  an 
author,  that  he  should  put  a  very  modest 
estimate  upon  his  own  productions.  Bay- 
*ard  Taylor  was  too  frank  and  honest  to 
conform  to  this  rule.  If  you  told  him  that 
you  thought  his  "Paean  to  the  Dawn"  in 
the  "Songs  of  the  Orient "  was  a  wonderful 
poem,  his  fine  eyes  would  light  up  with 
pleasure,  and  he  would  describe  too  in  vivid 
colors  the  situation  which  had  suggested  the 

song    to    him.— BOYESEN,    HJALMAR    H., 

1879,  Reminiscences  of  Bayard  Taylor, 
LippincoWs  Magazine,  vol  24,  p.  211. 

Never  can  I  forget  the  conversation  be- 
tween Carlyle  and  Bayard  Taylor,  when  the 
latter  visited  London  on  his  way  to  take  his 
place  as  minister  at  Berlin.  Several  years 
before.  Bayard  had  called  upon  Carlyle, 
and  audaciously  announced  that  he  meant 
to  write  the  life  of  Goethe.  The  old  man 
could  not  allow  any  such  liberties  taken 
with  his  literary  hero  without  a  challenge, 
and  set  a  sort  of  trap  for  this  ambitious 
American.  "But,"  said  he,  "are  there 
not  already  Lives  of  Goethe?  There  is 
Blank's  Life  of  Goethe;  what  fault  have 
you  to  find  with  that?  "  The  tone  was  that 
Blank  had  exhausted  the  subject.  Bayard 
immediately  began  showing  the  inadequacy 
and  errors  of  Blank's  book,  and  withsd  his 
own  minute  and  critical  knowledge  of 
Goethe,  when  Carlyle  broke  out  with  a 
laugh,  saying  of  the  Life  he  had  mentioned, 
"I  couldn't  read  it  through."  From  that 
moment  he  was  cordial,  and  recognized  the 
man  before  him. — Conway,  Monctjrb 
Daniel,  1881,  Thomas  Carlyle,  p.  103. 

On  the  17th  a  rapid  change  began,  which 
was  cruelly  deceptive  in  its  first  form;  for 
though  his  attendants  knew  the  contrary, 
a  sudden  relief  conveyed  to  Bayard  Taylor 
the  delusive  hope  that  he  had  passed 
through  a  crisis  and  was  now  to  get  well.  It 
was  in  reality  a  premonition  of  the  im- 
mediate end.  It  was  followed  by  extreme 
pain,  which  brought  with  it  a  bitter  disap- 
pointment. On  the  19th,  after  restlessness 
and    wandering  of   mind,  he  was  in  his 
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chair,  where  he  now  spent  most  of  his  time. 
His  will  flamed  out  in  one  final  burst.  "  I 
want," — he  began,  and  found  it  impossible 
to  make  his  want  known  or  guessed  until 
suddenly  he  broke  forth,  "I  want,  oh,  you 
.  know  what  I  mean,  that  fluff  of  life!"  It 
was  like  Goethe's  cry,  the  despair  of  one 
groping  for  that  which  had  always  been  his 
in  large  measure.  At  two  in  the  afternoon 
he  feU  asleep,  and  at  four  o'clock  gently 
breathed  his  last.— Taylor,  Marie  Han- 
sen, AND  SCUDDER,  HORACE  E.,  1884,  Life 
and  Letters  of  Bayard  Taylor,  vol.  n,  p.  765. 

Passing  from  Taylor  the  author  to  Tay- 
lor the  individual,  we  have  in  him  a  signal 
example  of  high,  unspoiled  manhood.  His 
whole  life  was  a  practical  epic,  the  key- 
note of  which  sounded  the  dignity  of  labor 
consecrated  by  ennobling  ends.  Self- 
Isnistful,  with  a  healthy,  well-poised  mind, 
appreciating  his  own  gifts,  and  knowing  of 
what  they  were  capable,  he  was  still  never 
arrogant  or  overbearing.  As  a  companion, 
all  who  really  knew,  loved  him.  His 
heart  dominated  even  his  great  intellect. 
— Hayne,  Paul  Hamilton,  1884,  Bayard 
Taylor,  The  Andoner  Review,  vol.  2,  p.  557. 

Memory  recalls  to  me  that  I  was  a  school- 
boy on  College  Hill,  Poughkeepsie,  when 
Taylor  first  lectured  in  that  town,  and  when 
I  first  saw  him  at  a  supper  party  under  my 
father's  hospitable  root.  He  possessed 
what  old  Puller  quaintly  called  a  "hand- 
some man-case,"  and  was,  I  think,  the 
tallest  of  American  poets,  standing  over  six 
feet.  Later  in  life  he  came  to  resemble  a 
Teuton  in  look  and  bearing,  and  was  greatly 
changed  from  my  early  recollections,  when 
he  possessed  a  slight  figure  and  something 
of  the  Grecian  type  in  head  and  face,  as 
represented  in  an  early  portrait  of  him 
seated  on  the  roof  of  a  house  in  Damas- 
cus, painted  by  Thomas  Hicks.— Wilson, 
jABtES  Grant,  1886,  Bryant  and  his  Friends, 
p.  356. 

Bayard  Taylor  was  at  this  period  [about 
1853]  a  bird  of  passage,  on  his  way  to  other 
coimtries,  and  we  did  not  see  very  much  of 
him,  though  he  spent  an  evening  with  us. 
But  there  are  people  whom  you  may  like 
very  much,  and  know  to  a  considerable  ex- 
tent very  quickly;  and  Bayard  Taylor  was 
I  think  one  of  these.  He  was  quite  a 
young  man— not  out  of  the  "twenties" 
I  am  sure— and  full  of  that  hopeful  enthu- 
siasm and  energy  which  are  so  becoming  at 
that  age.    He  had  already  travelled  much 


and  was  planning  further  daring  adventures. 
There  was  such  an  undercurrent  of  courage 
and  chivalry  about  him  that  I  have  often 
thought  how  well  suited  to  him  was  his 
Christian  name.  ...  In  his  youth 
Bayard  Taylor  was  decidedly  handsome, 
with  a  glow  in  his  complexion  which  re- 
minded one  of  his  neighbors  the  Red 
Indians.  He  was  tall  and  slim,  with  every 
limb  expressive  of  agility.— Crosland, 
Mrs.  Newton  (Camilla  Toulmin),  1893, 
Landmarks  of  a  Literary  Life,  pp.  209,  210. 

Taylor  wrote  with  such  rapidity  that  he 
could  complete  a  duodecimo  volume  in  a 
fortnight.  His  industry  of  hand  was  amaz- 
ing. He  seemed  never  to  weary,  and  his 
handwriting  Vas  exceptionally  neat  and 
fine.  A  comparison  of  letters  written  in 
his  seventeenth  year  and  in  his  fiftieth 
shows  almost  no  change  of  hand.  His  pen- 
manship and  his  style  were  formed  early 
and  changed  little.  In  the  long  manuscript 
of "  Faust"  there  is  scarcely  a  misformed  or 
carelessly  made  letter.  He  was  a  genuine 
artist  in  black  and  white,  and  his  highest 
happiness  was  to  sit  from  mom  till  dewy 
eve,  smoking  a  cigar  that  was  not  too  good, 
and  filling  page  after  page  with  his  neat 
chirography.  A  surprising  instance  is  re- 
corded of  his  facility  and  speed.  In  a  night 
and  a  day  he  read  Victor  Hugo's  voluminous 
"La  L^gende  des  Si^cles/'and  wrote  for 
the  "Tribune"  a  review  of  it  which  fills 
eighteen  pages  of  his  "Essays  and  Literary 
Notes,"  and  contains  five  considerable 
poems  which  are  translations  in  the  metre 
of  the  original.— SifTTH,  Albert  H.,  1896, 
Bayard  Taylor  (American  Men  of  Letters), 
p.  162. 

POETRY 

Ximena;  |  or  |  The  Battle  of  the  Sierra 
Morena  |  and  |  other  Poems,  |  By  James 
Bayard  Taylor.  I  "I  am  a  Youthful  Traveler 
on  the  Way."  Henry  Kirke  White  |  PhUa- 
delphia: — Herman  Hooker,  178  Chestnut 
Street  |  MDCCCXLIV.  —  Title  Page  to 
First  EDrriON,.  1844. 

My  very  soul  revolts  at  such  efforts  (as 
the  one  I  refer  to)  to  depreciate  such  poems 
as  Mr.  Taylor's.  Is  there  no  honor— no 
chivalry  left  in  the  land?  Are  our  most 
deserving  writers  to  be  forever  sneered 
down,  or  hooted  down,  or  damned  down 
with  faint  praise,  by  a  set  of  men  who 
possess  little  other  ability  than  that  which 
assures  temporary  success  to  them,  in  com- 
mon with  Swaim's  Panacea  or  Morrison's 
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Pills?— POE,  Edgar  Allan,  1849,  Bayard 
Taylor,  Works,  ed.  Stedman  and  Woodberry, 
vol.  vni,  p.  279. 

He  has  written  the  tragedy  of  Mormon- 
ism,  and  taken  Joe  Smith  and  Brigham 
Young  for  his  heroes.  His  experiment  has 
not,  to  our  taste,  been  remarkably  success- 
ful, but  it  is  creditable  to  his  intellectual 
pluck.  If  he  had  succeeded,  he  would  have 
achieved  an  extraordinary  feat;  but  it 
must  be  confessed  that,  though  we  should 
certainly  have  boasted  of  his  performance, 
we  would  not  perhaps  have  admitted  that 
he  had  attempted  it  at  his  peril.  Of  course 
Mr.  Taylor  has  had  in  a  measure  to  adapt 
his  material  to  poetic  conditions.  He  has 
changed  the  names  of  his  personages, 
elaborated  his  plot,  left  certain  details 
gracefully  vague,  and,  for  the  most  part, 
steered  clear  of  local  color.  But  his  desire 
has  evidently  been  to  adhere  to  reality  as 
much  as  was  practically  convenient  and  to 
enjoy  whatever  benefit  there  might  be  in 
leaving  to  his  drama  the  savor  of  the  soil. 
...  It  perturbs  our  faith  a  little  to 
learn  that  the  prophet  is  Mr.  Joe  Smith, 
and  the  denouement  is  to  be  the  founding  of 
Salt  Lake  City  by  Mr.  Brigham  Young;  we 
reflect  that  there  is  a  magic  in  associations, 
and  we  are  afraid  that  we  scent  vulgarity 
in  these.  But  we  are  anxious  to  see  what 
the  author  makes  of  them,  and  we  grant 
that  the  presumption  is  in  favor  of  his 
audacity.  Mormonism  we  know  to  be  a 
humbug  and  a  rather  nasty  one.  It  needs 
at  this  time  of  day  no  "showing  up,"  and 
Mr.  Taylor  has  not  wasted  his  time  in 
making  a  poetical  exposure.  —  James, 
Henry,  1875,  Taylor's  Prophet,  North 
American  Review,  vol  120,  pp.  188, 189. 

The  richness  of  his  vocabulary  never  im- 
pels him  to  sacrifice  truth  of  representation 
to  the  transient  effectiveness  which  is 
readily  secured  by  indulgence  in  declama- 
tion. One  sometimes  wonders  that  the 
master  of  so  many  languages  should  be  con- 
tent to  express  himself  with  such  rigid 
economy  of  word  and  phrase  in  the  one  he 
learned  at  his  mother's  knee.  Among  Tay-* 
lor's  minor  poems  it  is  difficult  to  select 
those  which  exhibit  his  genius  at  its  top- 
most point.  Perhaps  "Camadeva"  may 
be  instanced  as  best  showing  his  power  of 
blending  exquisite  melody  with  serene,  satis- 
fying, uplifting  thought.  The  song  which 
begins  with  the  invocation,  "Daughter  of 
Egypt,  veil  thine  eyesl"  is  as  good  as  could 


be  selected  from  his  many  pieces  to  indicate 
the  energy  and  healthiness  of  his  lyric  im- 
pulse. His  longer  poems  would  reward  a 
careful  criticism. — WfflPPLE,  Edwin  Percy, 
1876-86,  American  Literature  and  Other 
Papers,  ed.  Whittier,  p.  87. 

Far  be  it  from  us  to  say  he  was  not  a  poet. 
There  are  passages  not  a  few  in  his  books 
which  would  make  it  diflScult  to  question 
his  claim.  Certainly  he  had  a  poetic  mind. 
G.  P.  R.  James  described  him  as  "the  best 
landscape  painter  in  words  that  he  had  ever 
known,"  and  he  was  sometimes  more  than 
that.  The  poets  of  his  own  day— Long- 
fellow, Whittier,  and  Bryant  among  them — 
regarded  him  as  a  poet,  and  his  masterly 
translation  of  "Faust"  is  by  itself  almost 
enough  to  establish  the  position.  Yet  the 
world  was  so  far  right  that  he  was  some- 
thing else  in  the  first  place,  and  a  poet  only 
in  the  second  place. — Lewin,  Walter, 
1884,  Life  and  Letters  of  Bayard  Taylor, 
The  Academy,  vol.  26,  p.  300. 

His  fanciful  conceit  that  Shelley's  spirit- 
ual influence  had  entered  his  own  mind 
seems  pardonable  in  one  who,  even  before 
his  acquaintance  with  the  works  of  that 
poet,  had  voiced  in  his  "Angel  of  the  Soul" 
the  same  passionate  appeal  for  the  solution 
of  life's  mystery  that  Shelley  had  expressed 
in  the  introductory  passage  of  his  "Alastor  " 
But  while  at  even  this  early  period  his  study 
of  Shelley  inspired  him,  and  moved  him  to 
such  songs  as  "The  Ode  to  Shelley"  end 
"Ariel  in  the  Cloven  Pine,"  it  is  but  fair  to 
point  to  another  master-singer  who  might 
be  said  to  have  had,  if  not  an  equal,  at  the 
least  a  partial,  influence  on  his  l3rrical  ex- 
pression. While  in  Germany  he  read,  for 
the  first  time  in  the  original,  Schiller's 
poems.  Appealing  to  his  ear  with  their 
rhythmical  beauty,  they  stirred  his  imagi- 
nation, and  through  those  early  years  of 
struggle  for  a  "poetical  individuality."  as 
he  himself  termed  it  in  letters  of  that  time, 
there  is  in  his  verse  the  same  exuberance 
of  diction,  the  same  fervor  and  passionate 
chase  after  the  ideal,  as  is  to  be  found  in 
Schiller's  "Poems  of  the  First  Period."— 
Taylor,  Marie,  1902,  ed.  The  Poetical 
Works  of  Bayard  Taylor,  Household  Ed., 
Preface,  p.  iv. 

FAUST 
1870-71 

Your  letter  reached  me  on  Tuesday  last; 
the  books  on  Friday.  I  go  to  bed  usually 
as  near  ten  as  I  can  that  I  may  rise  at  five; 
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yoiir  volumes  kept  me  up  till  nearly  two  in 
the  morning  of  Saturday;  the  like  of  which 
has  not  happened  to  me  in  five  years.  .  .  . 
The  second  part  of  "Faust"  I  studied 
seriously  a  year  or  two  ago,  using  the  com- 
mentary of  Garridre.  Yoiu*  translation 
and  notes  would  have  saved  me  a  world  of 
trouble.  You  impart  clearness  to  what  is 
obscure,  and  give  a  thread  of  continuity  to 
what  might  seem  fantastic  and  unorganized. 
Here  is  seen  the  energy  of  Goethe's  political 
feelmgs;  his  contempt  for  the  follies  and 
crimes  of  misgovemment  of  German  princes 
was  the  sincere  expression  of  the  thoughts 
which  he  carried  along  with  him  all  his  life; 
only  their  vices  were  so  deeply  seated  that 
he  to  the  last  appears  to  me  to  have  de- 
spaired of  German  union.— Bancropt, 
GiX)RGE,  1871,  To  Bayard  Taylor;  Life  and 
Letters  of  Bayard  Taylor,  ed.  Taylor  and 
Seudder,  vol.  n,  p.  562. 

He  was  a  poet.  It  may  be  said,  indeed, 
that  his  poetic  power  lay  at  the  foundation 
of  all  his  lingmstic  attainments.  He  ap- 
prehended foreign  speech  and  foreign  life 
in  all  its  forms  through  that  poetic  faculty 
which  is  of  the  natm%  of  intuition.  Not 
that  labor  was  wanting,  but  labor  served  to 
bind  and  complete  what  had  been  caught 
at  and  appropriated  by  the  appreciative 
and  penetrative  power  of  a  poetic  mind. 
Moreover,  in  the  growth  of  nis  own  na- 
ture. Bayard  Taylor  had  come  to  think 
and  create  in  sympathy  with  Goethe.  No 
doubt  the  study  which  was  given  to  "  Faust" 
had  much  to  do  with  the  subsequent  de- 
velopment of  Bayard  Taylor's  genius,  but 
it  did  not  lay  the  foundation  of  that  de- 
velopment; it  came  when  .  from  other 
causes  his  mind  was  ripe  for  Goethe's 
thought.  When,  therefore,  he  was  ab- 
sorbed in  the  work  of  translation,  he  was 
very  far  removed  from  a  mechanical  task, 
however  delicate.  On  the  contrary  he  was 
in  a  creative  mood,  constructing  part  by 
part  a  great  poem  which  lay  alongside  of 
"Faust,"  singularly  harmonious  with  the 
original,  as  all  critics  granted,  because  the 
harmony  consisted  in  the  very  subtle  like- 
ness of  the  movement  of  his  mind  with 
that  of  Goethe's.— Taylor,  Marie  Han- 
sen, AND  SCUDDER,  HORACE  E.,  1884,  crf., 
Life  and  Letters  of  Bayard  Taylor,  wol.  n, 
p.  556. 

The  scholarly  character  of  this  perform- 
ance is  now  established.  That  to  which 
more  than  one  of  his  predecessors  had  given 


a  lifetime,  he  apparentiy  completed  in  three 
years.  He  had  borne  it  in  mind,  however, 
for  two  decades,  and  it  was  his  habit  to 
think  upon  a  task  until  able  to  execute  it  at 
a  dash  and  with  great  perfection.  The  re- 
sult was  an  advance  upon  any  previous 
rendering  of  the  entire  work.  .  .  .  The 
characteristics  of  Taylor's  "Faust"  are 
sympathetic  quality,  rapid  poetic  handling, 
absolute  fidelity  to  the  text.  Now  and 
then  his  realistic  version  of  the  first  part  has 
an  unusual  or  quaint  effect,  detractmg  from 
its  imaginative  design.— Stedman,  Ed- 
mund Clarence,  1885,  Poets  of  America, 
pp.  422,  423. 

VIEWS  AFOOT 
1844 

The  last  chapter  fills  me  with  great 
wonder.  How  could  you  accomplish  so 
much,  with  such  slight  help  and  appliances? 
It  shows  a  strength  of  will— the  central  fire 
of  all  great  deeds  and  words— that  must 
lead  you  far  in  whatever  you  undertake.— 
Longfellow,  Henry  Wadsworth,  1846, 
Letter  to  Taylor,  Dee.  25 

There  is  something  which  we  like  well  in 
the  title  of  this  unpretending  work;  it  is 
straightforward  and  expressive,  suiting  well 
with  the  character  in  which  the  writer 
presents  himself  to  the  world.  .  .  . 
Most  ancient  men  would  say,  that  for 
a  journeyman  printer,  without  property, 
without  friends,  without  encouragement, 
to  undertake  the  tour  of  Europe,  was  the 
wildest  of  all  human  visions;  and  we  doubt 
not  that  Mr.  Taylor  received  rich  presents 
of  this  kind  of  sympathy  from  those  who 
knew  his  adventurous  design.  But  those 
prudent  and  estimable  persons  were  look- 
ing, all  the  while,  to  external  advantages 
for  the  purpose,  and  making  no  account  of 
inward  resources;  when  experience  shows 
that,  whether  to  trudge  through  Europe,  or 
to  foot  it  through  life,— for  John  Wesley 
says  there  is  no  carriage-road  to  heaven,— 
the  strong  mind  and  strong  heart  are  more 
than  a  match  for  them  all.  ...  It  is 
not  necessary  to  give  much  account  of  a 
popular  work  like  this,  which  is  already  in 
the  hands  of  many,  and  which  many  more 
might  read  with  profit  and  pleasure,  not 
merely  for  the  animated  and  intelligent  ac- 
count of  most  interesting  countries  which  it 
contains,  but  for  the  example  of  energy  in 
the  pursuit  of  improvement  here  presented, 
without  the  self-complacency  with  which 
that  bold  trait  of  character  is  too  often 
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attended.— Peabody,W.  B.  0.,  1847,  Tay- 
lors Views  Afoot  in  Europe,  North  Ammean 
Review,  vol  64,  pp.  483, 484, 499. 

Then  Bayard  Taylor— prot^g6  of  Natty, 
Dixon-like  walked  into  the  'Miteratil'' 
And  first  to  proper  use  his  genius  put, 
Like  ballet-girls,  by  showing  "Views  Afoot!" 

— DuQANNE,  A.  J.  H.,  1851,  Parnassus  in 

Pillory. 

I  say,  then,  most  earnestly,  to  every 
youth  anxious  to  go  abroad,  traverse 
Europe,  and  pay  his  way  by  writing  for 
some  journal,  "Tarry  at  Jericho,  till 
your  beard  be  grown."  I  never  knew 
but  one  of  your  class — Bayard  Taylor — 
who  achieved  a  real  success  in  thus  travel- 
ing; and  he  left  home  a  good  type-setter, 
with  some  knowledge  of  modem  languages; 
so  that  he  stopped  and  worked  at  his  trade 
whenever  his  funds  ran  short;  yet,  even 
thus,  he  did  not  wholly  pay  his  way  during 
the  two  years  ha  devoted  to  his  delightful 
"  Views  Afoot. "  I  know  it,  for  I  employed 
and  paid  him  all  that  his  letters  were  fairly 
worth,  though  not  nearly  so  much  as  his 
letters  now  righteously  command.  He 
practiced  a  systematic  and  careful  economy; 
yet  he  went  away  with  money,  and  returned 
with  the  clothes  on  his  back,  and  (I  judge) 
very  little  more.  My  young  friend,  if  you 
think  yourself  better  qualified  than  he  was, 
go  ahead,  and  "do''  Europe!  but  don't  ask 
me  to  further  your  scheme;  for  I  hold  that 
you  may  far  better  stay  at  home,  apply 
yourself  to  some  useful  branch  of  pro- 
ductive industry,  help  pay  our  national 
debt,  and  accumulate  a  little  independence 
whereon,  by  and  by,  to  travel  (if  you  chose) 
as  a  gentleman,  and  not  with  but  a  sheet  of 
paper  between  you  and  starvation.— Gree- 
ley, Horace,  1868,  ReeoUeetions  of  a  Busy 
Life,  p.  326. 

The  success  of  his  book  was  undoubted, 
and  was  merited  at  the  time,  though  it 
would  attract  but  little  attention  now.  If 
he  had  known  more  than  he  did,  it  would 
have  been  less  interesting;  he  was  lucky  in 
not  being  too  far  ahead  of  his  readers.  He 
told  them  in  a  pleasant  way  of  common 
things  which  were  novelties  to  them.  He 
was  not  accepted  as  a  traveler  among 
those  who  had  traveled  themselves.  .  .  . 
He  overlooked  much  that  was  important, 
and  beheld  too  much  that  was  merely 
trivial.— Stoddard,  Richard  Henry,  1889, 
Bayard  Taylor,  Lippincott's  Magazine,  vol. 
43,  p.  572. 


The  poetic  fervor  of  the  book  and  its  re- 
strained vigor  of  style,  the  tenacity  of  pur- 
pose, the  struggle,  the  courage,  and  the 
pluck  that  it  revealed,  fascinated  the  public, 
and  sufiSdently  account  for  its  great  popu- 
larity.—Smyth,  Albert  H.,  1896,  Bayard 
Taylor  {American  Men  of  Letters),  p.  50. 

GENERAL 

Putnam  has  sent  us  a  few  copies  of  your 
poems,  and  I  cannot  help  writing  a  hasty 
line  to  say  how  grandly  the  ballads  swell 
and  tramp  along,  and  how  fine  the  other 
poems  seem  in  this  dress.  Why,  Bayard, 
man,  you  have  done  the  thing  in  getting 
out  this  book.  Your  prefatory  remarks  I 
like  hugely.  George  Lunt,  to  whom  I 
handed  the  open  book  a  few  hours  ago  in  the 
store,  told  me  he  had  read  and  re-read  your 
ballads  over  and  over  again,  and  knew  not 
the  hand  that  penned  the  lines.  You  have 
a  capital  reputation  now  in  poetry,  and 
must  be  careful  of  your  muse.  A  good  be- 
ginning is  everything.  I  stand  at  a  desk 
where  I  can  gauge  a  man's  depth  in  the  pub- 
lic reading  estimation,  and  I  know  no 
youngster  who  stands  dearer  than  J.  B.  T., 
doflSng  the  J.— Fields,  James  T.,  1848, 
To  Bayard  Taylor^  Dec.  26;  Life  and  Let- 
ters of  Bayard  Taylor,  ed.  Taylor  and  Scud" 
der,  vol.  i,  p.  139. 

Were  it  only  for  his  active  life  of  enter- 
prise and  for  the  additions  he  has  made  to 
our  knowledge,  Mr.  Taylor  should  be  held 
in  grateful  esteem.  His  positive  merits  as 
a  writer,  however,  deserve  a  warmer  recog- 
nition. His  descriptions  are  clearly  and 
vividly  portrayed,  and  his  books  are 
weighted  with  but  little  of  the  ordinary 
traveller's  burden  of  unimportant  personal 
details.  They  are  interesting  as  mere  nar- 
ratives, and  of  permanent  value  for  the 
facts  they  record.  His  Oriental  poems 
have  a  natural  warmth  of  color  and  vivacity 
of  expression.  He  will  be  chiefly  remem- 
bered, however,  among  poets,  for  his  faith- 
ful and  admirable  translation  of  Faust,  a 
work  that  testifies  to  his  skill,  poetic  feeling, 
and  mastery  of  expression.— Underwood, 
Francis  H.,  1872,  A  Hand-Book  of  English 
Literature,  American  Authors,  p.  518. 

The  author  of  this  somewhat  ante-dated 
volume  is  not  unknown  in  Europe;  in 
America  not  to  know  him  is  to  proclaim 
oneself  unknown.  By  turns,  and  some- 
times all  at  once,  he  has  figured  as  printer, 
journalist,  dramatist,  poet,  special  corres- 
pondent.   That  he  has  been  a  diplomatist 
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we  are  almost  certain;  that  he  has  figured 
as  a  tourist  in  every  land  under  the  sun,  let 
the  multitude  of  ephemeral  travels  which 
bear  his  name  on  the  title-page  testify. 
In  a  word,  he  is  '^one  of  the  most  remark- 
able men"  of  his  country.  But  whether  as 
a  writer  in  the  "Tribune,"  as  translator  of 
Goethe,  as  Bayard  Taylor  of  Central  Africa, 
Bayard  Taylor  of  California,  Bayard  Taylor 
of  Japan,  or  Bayard  Taylor  the  Secretary 
of  Legation,  he  has,  while  doing  everjrthing 
weU,  in  none  soared  above  respectable 
mediocrity.— Brown,  Robert,  1874,  Egypt 
arid  Iceland  in  1874,  Academy,  vol.  6,  p.  649. 

Taylor  was  too  high  a  character,  and  he 
fill^  too  large  a  place  in  our  literature,  to 
be  subjected,  in  the  helplessness  of  death, 
to  the  wrong  of  having  his  work  tampered 
with,  even  by  tender  Iwnds,  devoted  to  ful- 
filling a  purpose  of  his  own.  The  master's 
hand  is  as  stiff  as  the  pencil  which  he  held, 
his  blood  is  as  dry  as  the  colors  upon  his 
palette:  let  the  pupils  stand  before  his 
unfinished  work  in  the  stillness  of  reverence ; 
but  let  no  one  impose  a  tone  or  a  tint  upon 
the  canvas,  lest  the  world  of  today  and  the 
world  of  tomorrow  should  say  that  the 
picture  is  not  his.— Boker,  Georoe  H., 
1879,  Studies  in  German  Literature,  by 
Bayard  Taylor,  Intoduction,  p.  vm. 

He  could  roll  off  a  poem  on  any  subject 
to  order.  But  it  is  mechanism.  How,  in- 
deed, could  he  infuse  life  when  he  had  no 
living  faith  or  hope?  Turning  over  these 
manifold  poems,  some  of  them  of  striking 
S3anmetry  and  finish,  we  confess  to  a  feel- 
ing of  sadness  and  disappointment.  His 
poetry  never  took  hold  of  the  popular 
heart.  His  "Centennial  Ode"  was  as  great 
a  failure  as  Sidney  Lanier's.  There  is  no 
thought,  no  soul,  no  mens  divinor  in  it— a 
symphony  of  unmeaning  sounds,  but  no 
inner  music.  He  is  best  in  his  poetical  de- 
scriptions of  natural  scenery.  He  had  a 
good  eye  for  this,  and  he  manages  to  catch 
the  expression.  His  translations  are  in- 
variably good.  Indeed,  to  speak  phren- 
ologically,  he  had  imitation  large  but 
ideality  small.  So,  too,  the  best  reflections 
in  his  prose  works  are  unconsciously  copied 
from  the  vast  stores  of  his  reading,  though 
he  himself  is  perfectly  honest.  Still,  he 
must  pay  the  penalty  of  the  versatile  genius 
of  the  journalist  in  having  most  of  his 
writings  classed  as  ephemeral.  —  O'Con- 
nor, J.  v.,  1879,  Bayard  Taylor,  The 
CaOwlic  World,  vol  29,  p.  115. 


He  brought  us  wonders  of  the  new  and  old ; 

We  shared  all  climes  with  him.     The  Arab's 
tent 

To  him  its  story-telling  secret  lent, 

And,  pleased,  we  listened  to  the  tales  he  told. 

His  task,  beguiled  with  songs  that  shall  en- 
dure, 

In  manly,  honest  thoroughness  he  wrought; 

From  humble  home-lays  to  the  heights  of 
thought 

Slowly  he  climbed,  but  every  step  was  sure. 

— Whittier,  John  Grbenleaf,  1881,  Bay- 
ard Taylor,  The  King*s  Missive  and  Other 
Poems. 

The  value  of  "Hannah  Thurston"  as  a 
bit  of  truthful  local  characterization  has 
never  been  sufficiently  acknowledged  by 
the  critics,  while  its  defects  as  a  work  of  art 
are  plain.  The  life,  at  least,  was  distinctly 
American  and  local.— Morse,  James  Her- 
bert, 1883,  The  Native  Element  in  American 
Fiction,  Century  Magazine,  vol.  26,  p.  363. 

Sonie  of  his  voluminous  books  of  travel 
ha'^e  become  classics  in  their  way.  They 
are  singularly  free,  upon  the  whole,  not 
merely  of  poetical  exaggeration,  but  even 
of  a  tendency  in  that  (firection,— being  re- 
markable rather  for  clearness  of  statement 
and  practical  information.  Not  that  the 
poet  could  aways  hide  himself  behind  the 
homespun  mask  of  utilitarianism;  for 
through  it  his  brilliant  mind  flashed,  as  it 
were,  arch  humors  and  wonderful  sug- 
gestions! Now  and  then,  mere  photo- 
graphic details  are  followed  by  word-pic- 
tures so  vivid,  eloquent,  and  full  of  vrai- 
semblance  that  they  seem  absolutely  rhyth- 
mical. Each  flowing  period  sets  itself  to 
music.  Read,  for  example,  his  wonderful 
description  of  the  "Taj  Mahal! "Where,  in 
recent  English  literature,  has  it  been  sur- 
passed? ...  As  a  novelist  Taylor 
hardly  impresses  us  as  being  one  "to  the 
manner  bom."  That  indefinable  ease, 
grace,  and  confidence,  that  steady-going 
power  of  the  masters  of  prose  fiction,  he  did 
not  and  he  could  not  display.  His  novels 
were  fairly  successful  for  a  time,  and  ac- 
complished in  some  measure  the  purposes 
for  which  they  were  penned.  They  had  not 
in  them  the  stuff  of  perpetuity.— Hayne, 
Paul  Hamilton,  1884,  Bayard  Taylor, 
Andover  Review,  vol.  2,  pp.  553, 554. 

As  a  poet,  the  qualities  of  his  mature 
style  were  now  fairly  displayed.  From  the 
beginning,  rhythm,  the  surreusis  of  liquid 
measures,  had  much  to  do  with  his  sense 
of  the  beautiful  in  verse,  and  reacted  upon 
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his  imagination.  He  revelled  in  the  effect 
of  the  broad  English  vowels,  the  "hollow 
ae's  and  oe's/'  and  in  the  consonantal 
vigor  of  our  language.  He  enjoyed  reading 
aloud  the  poetry  of  Darley,  of  Byron  and 
Shelley,  and  read  his  own  with  such  melody 
and  resonance  that  one  who  listened  to  i^ 
chanting  sound  was  no  more  able  than  him- 
self to  tell  whether  it  was  of  his  poorest  or 
his  best.  Its  dominant  quality,  therefore, 
was  often  that  of  eloquence,  as  in  the  verse 
of  Croly  and  Campbell.  Poe  quoted  from 
one  of  his  early  pieces,  to  show  that  elo- 
quence and  imagination  may  go  together. 
I  have  said  that  Bryant  was  "elemental" 
in  his  communion  with  sea  and  forest  and 
the  misty  mountain  winds.  Taylor,  as  to 
the  general  range  of  his  poetry,  was  ethnical 
and  secular.  —  Stedman,  Edmund  Clar- 
ence, 1885,  Poets  of  America,  p.  411. 

Seldom  does  achievement  lag  so  far  be- 
hind the  desire  as  in  the  case  of  the  "  Deuka- 
lion.''  Taylor  sought  to  make  it  a  poem 
fitly  chronicling  the  entire  upward  and  on- 
ward march  of  man,  but  overwork  and  fail- 
ing powers  are  sadly  manifest.  Yet,  after 
all,  neither  vain  excuse  nor  word  of  deep 
disappointment  need  embitter  our  memories 
of  one  who  produced  (albeit  in  three  years) 
a  metrical  version  of  Faust  that  for  practiced 
purposes  is  faultless,  and  who  wrote  (in 
four  days)  "The  Masque  of  the  Glods,"  our 
best  addition  to  the  loftiest  or  religious 
division  of  the  drama,  the  highest  form  of 
literature.  —  Richardson,  Charles  F., 
1888,  American  Literaiure,  1607-1885,  vol. 
n,  p.  248. 

Bayard  Taylor,  so  beloved,  so  full  of  high 
hope,  and  so  pathetically  foredoomed  to  a 
fame  that  must  grow  scantier  with  advanc- 
ing years.— Sharp,  William,  1889,  ed., 
American  Sonnets^  Introductory  Note,  p. 
xxiii. 

The  predominant  trait  of  Taylor's  mind 
was  a  certain  love  of  Nature  in  her  larger 
forms:  it  was  not  so  much  the  love  of  a 
naturalist  as  the  love  of  a  painter;  his 
poetry  was  always  picturesque.  This 
quality,  which  is  felt,  rather  than  perceived, 
is  conspicuous  in  the  "Metempsychosis  of 
the  Pine,"— which  he  never  surpassed. 
...  His  popularity  as  a  traveller  was 
greater  than  hiis  popularity  as  a  poet, — 
a  circumstance  which  disappointed  him  and 
stimulated  him  into  writing  more  poetry. 
Of  the  value  of  his  contributions  to  the 
literature  of  travel,  I  am  no  judge.    I 


read  his  books  as  they  appeared,  and 
was  interested  in  them  on  his  account,  but 
they  have  left  no  definite  impression  on  my 
mind.  It  was  as  a  poet  I  most  admired 
him,  and  it  is  as  a  poet,  I  think,  that  he  will 
be  chiefly  remembered.— Stoddard,  Rich- 
ard Henry,  1889,  Bayard  Taylor,  Lippin- 
cotSt  Magazine,  vol.  43,  pp.  574, 578. 

Taylor's  novels  had  the  qualities  of  his 
verse.  They  were  profuse,  eloquent,  and 
faulty.  "John  Godfrey's  Fortune,"  1864, 
gave  a  picture  of  Bohemian  life  in  New 
York.  "Hannah  Thurston,"  1863,  and 
"The  Story  of  Kennett,"  1866,  introduced 
many  incidents  and  persons  from  the  old 
Quaker  life  of  rural  Pennsylvania,  as  Taylor 
remembered  it  in  his  boyhood.  The  former 
was  like  Hawthorne's  "Blithedale  Ro- 
mance," a  satire  on  fanatics  and  re- 
formers, and  its  heroine  is  a  nobly  con- 
ceived character,  though  drawn  with  some 
exaggeration.  "The  Story  of  Kennett," 
which  is  largely  autobiographic,  has  a 
greater  freshness  and  reality  than  the  others 
and  is  full  of  personal  recollections.  In 
these  novels,  as  in  his  short  stories,  Taylor's 
pictorial  skill  is  greater,  on  the  whole,  than 
his  power  of  creating  characters  or  invent- 
ing plots.— Beers,  Henrt  A.,  1895,  Initial 
Studies  in  American  Letters,  p.  179. 

His  early  life  had  been  warped  by  senti- 
mentality, and  cribbed  by  repression. 
Two  centuries  of  Quaker  ancestry  had  con- 
demned him  to  slow  development.  From 
the  firat  there  was  a  purely  literary  strain  in 
his  blood,  but  the  nice  sense  of  proportion 
and  of  harmony  was  slowly  arrived  at.  He 
was,  he  said,  ten  years  behind  every  other 
American  author;  but  when  those  who 
had  the  start  of  him  flowered  and  ceased  he 
was  stepping  on  with  quick  impatience  to 
more  novel  experiments  and  to  more  con- 
spicuous results.  The  really  great  things 
of  which  he  was  capable  were  still  before 
him  when  he  died,  with  more  unfilled  re- 
nown and  unaccomplished  growth  within 
him  than  any  other  man  in  American  let- 
ters. .  .  .  Consider  the  work  he  did 
in  the  fifty-four  years  of  his  life;  his  far 
travels,  his  wide  experience  in  all  depart- 
ments of  journalism,  his  services  as  a  di- 
plomatist in  Russia  and  in  Germany,  the 
variety  of  his  literature, — essays,  de- 
scriptive and  critical,  history  and  biography, 
novels  and  short  stories,  translations,  odes, 
idyls,  ballads,  lyrics,  pastorals,  dramatic 
romances,  and  lyrical  dramas,— and  it  is 
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clear  that  his  career  comprehends  the  orbit 
of  contemporary  American  life  and  letters. 
He  was  not  our  highest  and  most  influential 
writer;  he  was  rather  a  meiiternnger,—^ 
guild-singer,— a  man  of  talent,  and  master 
of  the  mechanics  of  his  craft.  But  on  all 
sides  he  touched  the  life  of  his  time.  He 
was  one  of  the  most  widely-known  Ameri- 
can authors.  Art  had  graven  him  in 
romantic  garb  upon  the  public  mind.  As- 
tonishing memory  and  prodigious  industry 
in  him  had  taken  the  place  of  genius,  and 
they  had  won  a  signal  triumph.— Smyth, 
Albert  H.,  1896,  Bayard  Taylor  (Ameri- 
can  Men  of  Letters),  pp.  179,  273. 

Taylor's  exuberant  rhetoric  is  both  his 
strength  and  his  weakness.  ...  In 
all  his  later  writings  he  never  surpassed  the 


glowing  passionate  imagery  of  his  "Poems 
of  the  Orient. ''  He  seemed  to  have  caught 
the  very  spirit  of  the  far  East  and  inter- 
preted it  as  none  of  our  writers  before  or 
since.  It  was  like  an  infusion  of  tropical 
blood  into  the  somewhat  stiff  and  formal 
body  of  our  American  verse.  .  .  .  The 
great  gulf  fixed  between  the  so-called 
"Sacred  Poems"  of  Willis  and  Taylor's 
"Poems  of  the  Orient"  represents  only  a 
dozen  years  in  time,  but  an  indefinite  period 
in  the  development  of  the  poetic  spirit.  By 
this  publication  Taylor  at  once  placed  him- 
self at  the  head  of  our  minor  poets.  In  his 
higher  strains  he  seemed  to  unite  the 
lyrical  music  of  Poe  with  the  artistic  finish 
of  Longfellow.— Ondbri>onk,  James  L. 
1899-1901.    History  of  American  Verse. 


George  Henry  Lewes 

1817-1873 
Bom,  in  London,  18  April  1817.  At  school  m  London,  Jersey,  Brittany,  and  Green- 
wich. For  a  time  worked  in  a  lawyer's  ofiice;  afterwards  studied  medicine.  After  some 
years  spent  in  France  and  Germanv,  became  an  actor.  Acted  in  London  at  various  times, 
1841-50.  Play,  "  The  Noble  Heart, "  produced  in  Manchester,  16  April  1849;  at  Olympic, 
London,  Feb.  1850.  Married  Agnes  Jervis,  18  Feb.  1841.  Adopted  literary  career.  Con- 
tributed to  various  periodicals.  Wrote  various  plays  and  farces.  Editor  of  "  The  L^der," 
1850.  Met  Mary  Ann  Evans  ("George  Eliot"),  1851;  lived  with  her,  July  1854  till  his 
death.  To  Germany  with  her,  July  1854.  Returned  to  England,  March  1855.  Editor  of 
"Fortnightly  Review, "  May  1865  to  Dec.  1866.  Died,  in  London,  30  Nov.  1878.  Works: 
"Biographical  History  of  Philosophy"  (4  vols.),  1845-46;  "The  Spanish  Drama,"  1847; 
"Ranthorpe"  (anon.)  1847;  "Rose,  Blanche  and  Violet,"  1848;  "Life  of  Maximilien 
Robespierre,"  1849;  "The Noble  Heart,"  1850;  "A  Chain  of  Events,"  (under  pseud. 
"Slingsby  Lawrence"  with  Charles  J.  Mathews,  1852);  Comte's  "Philosophy  of  the  Sci- 
ences," 1853;  "Life  and  Works  of  Goethe,"  1855;  "Seaside  Studies"  1858;  "Physiology 
of  Common  Life"  (2  vols.),  1859-60;' "Studies  in  Animal  Life, "1862;  "Aristotle,  1864; 
"Problems  of  Life  and  Mind"  (5  vols.),  1874  [1873K9;  Selections  from  the  "Modem 
British  Dramatists"  (2  vols.),  1867;  text  to  "Female  Characters  of  Goethe"  [1874];  "On 
Actors  and  the  Art  of  Acting, "  1875.  [Also  several  plays  and  farces,  pubd.  in  Lacy's  Act- 
ing Edition,  written  under  pseud,  of  Slingsby  Lawrence.]  Posthumous:  "The  Study  of 
Psychology,' '  1879.  He  edited:  J.  F.  W.  Johnston's  "  Chemistry  of  Common  Life, "  1859. 
—Sharp,  R.  Farquharson,  1897,  A  Dictionary  of  English  Authors,  p.  168. 


PERSONAL. 

I  was  introduced  to  Lewes  the  other  day 
in  Jeff's  shop— a  sort  of  miniature  Mirabeau 
m  appearance.— EuoT,  George,  1851, 
To  Mr.  Bray,  Sept. ;  Oeorge  Eliofs  Life  cu  re- 
ItUed  in  her  Letters  and  Journals,  ed.  Cross, 
vol.  I,  p.  189. 

No  one  could  say  that  he  was  handsome. 
The  long  bushy  hajr,  and  the  thin  cheeks, 
and  the  heavy  moustache,  joined  as  they 
were,  alas!  almost  always  to  a  look  of  sick- 
ness, were  not  attributes  of  beauty.  But 
there  was  a  brilliance  in  his  eye,  which  was 
not  to  be  tamed  by  any  sickness,  by  any 


suffering,  which  overcame  all  other  feelings 
on  looking  at  him.  I  have  a  portrait  of 
him,  a  finished  photograph,  which  he  gave 
me  some  years  since,  in  which  it  would  seem 
as  though  his  face  had  blazed  up  suddenly, 
as  it  often  would  do,  in  strong  indignation 
against  the  vapid  vauntings  of  some  liter- 
ary pseudo-celebrity.  But  the  smile  would 
come  again,  and  before  the  anger  of  his 
sarcasm  had  had  half  a  minute's  play,  the 
natural  drollery  of  the  man,  the  full  over- 
flowing love  of  true  humour,  would  over- 
come himself,  and  make  us  love  the  poor 
satirised  sinner  for  the  sake  of  the  wit  his 
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sin  had  created.— Trollopb,  Anthony, 
1879,  George  Henry  Letoes,  FoffnigMy  Re- 
view,  vol  31,  p.  23. 

A  sort  of  untamed  lion  he  was  in  my  day, 
sturdy,  well  set  up,  with  a  mop  of  curly, 
brown-coloured  hair,  worn  long.  He  had  a 
lion-like  trick  of  shaking  his  mane — ^head, 
I  mean— when  the  hsir  would  fall  round  his 
face,  over  his  collar  and  shoulders.  Then 
he  would  throw  his  head  well  back  with  a 
vigorous  jerk,  and  show  a  row  of  strong 
white  teeth  in  a  well-formed  mouth,  a 
broad  forehead,  and  well-developed  intel- 
lectual organs.  I  can  see  him  now,  stand- 
ing just  80  at  the  {nano,  rolling  out  some 
jolly  song,  with  powerful  voice  and  good 
enunciation.— Grundy,  Francis  H.,  1879, 
Pictures  of  the  Past,  p.  170. 

About  Lewes's  ugliness  there  could  be  no 
two  opinions.  There  was  not  a  good 
feature  in  his  face,  yet  his  face  as  a  whole, 
was  one  which  you  would  look  twice  at 
and  which  had  at  any  rate  the  merit  of  not 
being  commonplace. — Smalley,  George 
W.,  1880-91,  George  Eliot,  Dee.  25;  London 
Letters  and  Some  Others,  vol.  i,  p.  246. 

Few  men  of  his  time  excelled  him  as  a 
converser.  He  had  a  large  fund  of  anecdote 
at  his  command,  and  could  tell  a  story  so 
as  to  render  it  interesting  to  every  hearer. 
.  .  .  The  richly  stored  mind  and  the 
seductive  tongue  of  Lewes  made  him  ac- 
ceptable to  any  woman  who  could  be  im- 
pressed through  the  intellect  rather  than 
the  eye;  his  face  was  his  greatest  defect, 
though  it  is  an  exaggeration  to  style  him, 
as  has  been  done,  the  ugliest  man  of  his  day. 
— Rae,  W.  Fraser,  1881,  George  Eliot's 
Life  arid  Writings,  Intemaiionai  Review,  vol. 
10,  p.  453. 

The  most  alert,  the  most  universal  mind 
of  his  generation,  equally  remarkable  as  a 
critic,  as  a  physiologilst  and  as  a  philosopher, 
a  brilliant  talker,  whose  dazzling  wit  played 
over  an  abyss  of  deep  reflection. — Darme- 
STETER,  James,  1883-96,  English  Studies,  tr. 
Mrs.  Darmesteter,  p.  112. 

Among  others  I  fell  in  with  that  noto- 
rious group  of  Free  Lovers,  whose  ultimate 
transaction  was  the  most  notable  example 
of  matrimony  void  of  contract  in  our  day. 
But  though  those  who  floated  on  the  crest 
of  the  wave,  [Lewes  and  George  Eliot] — 
and  whose  informal  union  came  to  be  re- 
garded as  a  moral  merit,  even  by  the  strait^ 
laced,  had  the  more  genius  and  the  better 


luck,  he  who  made  personal  shipwreck, — 
[Thornton  Hunt]— and  from  whose  per- 
mitted trespass  the  whole  thing  started, 
had  the  nobler  nature,  the  most  fruitful 
heart,  the  more  constant  mind,  and  was  in 
every  way  the  braver  and  the  truer  man. 
He  whom  society  set  itself  to  honour,  partiy 
because  of  the  transcendent  genius  of  his 
companion,  partly  because  of  his  own  bril- 
liancy and  facility,  was  less  solid  than 
specious.  The  other,  whom  all  men,  not 
Imowing  him,  reviled,  was  a  moral  hero. 
The  former  betrayed  his  own  principles 
when  he  made  capital  out  of  his  "dese- 
crated hearth, "  and  bewildered  society  by 
setting  forth  ingenious  stories  of  impossible 
ceremonies  which  had  made  his  informal 
union  in  a  certain  sense  sacramental,  so 
that  he  might  fill  his  rooms  with  "names," 
and  make  his  Sundays  days  of  illustrious 
reception.  —  Linton,  Elizabeth  Lynn, 
1885,  An  Autobiography  of  Christopher 
Kirkland,  vol.  I,  p.  273. 

Mr.  Lewes  was  quite  as  good  in  a  com- 
pany of  three  as  in  a  company  of  thirty. 
In  fact,  he  was  better,  for  his  verve  was  not 
in  the  least  dependent  on  the  number  of 
his  audience,  and  the  flow  was  less  inter- 
rupted. Conversation  was  no  effort  to 
him;  nor  was  it  to. her  so  long  as  the  mem- 
bers engaged  were  not  too  many,  and  the 
topics  were  interesting  enough  to  sustain 
discussion.— Cross,  J.  W;,  1885,  ed.  George 
Eliofs  Life  as  related  in  her  Letters  and 
Journals,  vol.  m,  p.  243. 

Lewes  had  plenty  of  egotism,  not  to  give 
it  a  more  unamiable  name,  but  it  never 
mastered  his  intellectual  sincerity.  George 
Eliot  describes  him  as  one  of  the  few  human 
beings  she  has  known  who  will,  in  the  heat 
of  an  argument,  see,  and  straightway  con- 
fess, that  he  is  in  the  wrong,  instead  of 
tr3ing  to  shift  his  ground  or  use  any  other 
device  of  vanity.— Morley,  John,  1885, 
The  Life  of  George  Eliot,  Maemillan's 
Magazine,  vol.  51,  p.  245. 

Conceive  a  little,  narrow-shouldered  man 
of  between  forty  and  fifty,  with  long  straight 
hair,  a  magnificent  forehead,  dark  yet  bril- 
liant eyes,  and  a  manner  full  of  alertness 
and  intellectual  grace.  This  was  Geoi^ge 
Lewes,  whom  Douglas  Jerrold  had  once  stig- 
matised as  "the  ugliest  man  in  London,'' 
averring  at  the  same  time  that  he  had 
caused  the  chimpanzee  in  the  Zoological 
Gardens  to  die  "out  of  jealousy,  because 
there  existed  close  by  a  creature  more 
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hideous  than  itself!"  But  George  Lewes, 
though  not  an  Adonis,  was  certainly  not 
ugly.  The  great  defects  of  his  face  were 
the  coarse,  ^most  sensual  mouth  with  its 
protruding  teeth  partly  covered  by  a 
bristly  moustache,  and  the  small  retreating 
chin;  but  when  the  face  lighted  up,  and 
the  eyes  sparkled,  and  the  mouth  began 
its  eloquent  discourse,  every  imperfection 
was  forgotten.— Buchanan,  Robert,  1886, 
A  Talk  with  George  Eliot,  A  Look  Round 
Idierature,  p.  219. 

If  any  man  could  ever  be  said  to  have 
lived  in  another  person,  Lewes  in  those 
days,  and  to  the  end  of  his  life,  lived  in  and 
for  George  Eliot.  The  talk  of  worshipping 
the  ground  she  trod  on,  and  the  like,  are 
pretty  lovers'  phrases,  sometimes  signi- 
fying iliuch,  and  sometimes  very  little. 
But  it  is  true  accurately  and  literally  of 
Lewes.  That  care  for  her,  at  once  com- 
prehensive and  minute,  unsleeping  watch- 
fulness, lest  she  should  dash  her  foot  against 
a  stone,  was  never  absent  from  his  mind. 
She  had  become  his  real  self,  his  genuine 
ego  to  all  intents  and  purposes.  And  his 
talk  and  thoughts  were  egoistic  accordingly. 
Of  his  own  person,  his  aUments,  his  worlffl, 
bis  ideas,  his  impressions,  you  might  hear 
not  a  word  from  him  in  the  intercourse  of 
many  days.  But  there  was  in  his  inmost 
heart  a  naif  and  never-doubting  faith  that 
talk  on  all  these  subjects  as  regarded  her 
must  be  profoundly  interesting  to  those  he 
talked  with.— Trollope,  Thomas  Adol- 
PHUS,  1888,  What  I  Remember,  p.  452. 

After  George  EUot  saw  Lewes  for  the 
first  time,  she  described  him  as  ''a  sort  of 
miniature  Mirabeau  in  appearance."  As 
in  Mirabeau's  case,  the  ugliness  and  the  re- 
mmns  of  the  ravages  of  the  smallpox  were 
undoubtedly  there,  but  Lewes  had  a  fine 
eye  and  an  expressive  countenance,  which 
when  lighted  up  by  a  smile  was  far  from 
disagreeable.  However  it  was  Lewes's 
plainness  of  visage  that  led  the  Carlyles,  as 
will  be  seen  further  on,  to  speak  of  him, 
though  only  for  a  time,  as  "The  Ape."— 
EsPiNASSE,  Francis,  1893,  Literary  ReeoU 
lections  and  Sketches,  p.  278. 

Lewes's  health  had  been  often  feeble 
during  his  later  years.  He  had,  however,  a 
remarkable  buoyancy  of  spirit,  and  was, 
till  the  last,  most  brilliant  and  agreeable  in 
conversation.  Whatever  his  faults,  he  was 
a  man  of  singular  generosity,  genial  and 
unpretentious,  quick  to  recognise  merit. 


and  ready  to  help  young  authors.  Though 
an  incisive  critic  he  was  never  bitter,  and 
was  fair  and  open-minded  in  controversy. 
His  extraordinary  versatility  is  shown  by 
his  writings,  and  was,  perhaps,  some  hin- 
drance to  his  eminence  in  special  depart- 
ments. He  was  short  and  slight,  with  a 
fine  brow  and  very  bright  eyes,  but  the 
other  features  were  such  that  Douglas  Jer- 
rold  is  said  to  have  called  him  too  un- 
equivocally the  "ugliest  man  in  London;" 
yet  in  animated  talk  his  personal  defects 
would  vanish.— Stephen,  Lesue,  1893, 
Dictionary  of  National  Biography,  vol. 
xxxm,  p.  167. 

Mr.  Lewes  was  very  clever,  acute  and 
vivacious,  with  an  essentially  all-found 
intelligence;  a  ready  man,  able  to  turn 
the  talent  that  was  in  him  to  full  and 
inunediate  account.  —  Locker-Lampson, 
Frederick,  1895,  My  Confidences,  p.  312. 

The  last  time  that  my  father  saw  George 
Henry  Lewes,  husband  of  George  Eliot 
(Miss  Mary  Evans),  he  was  standing,  hke 
Collier,  at  Charing  Cross,  and  presented  a 
singular  appearance,  being  dressed  from 
top  to  toe  in  white,  and  the  only  thing 
about  him  that  was  not  white  was  his  red 
hair  and  beard.— Hazutf,  W.  Carew, 
1897,  Four  Generations  of  a  Literary  Family, 
vol.  n,  p.  17. 

HISTORY  OF  PHILOSOPHY 

1S45-46 

A  distinctive  characteristic  of  Mr.  Lewes's 
work  is,  that  it  is  written  to  prove  that  phi- 
losophy, properly  so  called,  is  impossible. 
It  is  a  curious  thing  to  find  a  history  of 
metaphysics  laboriously  produced  by  an 
author  who  avows  his  belief  in  the  utter 
futility  of  metaphysics,  and  who  denies 
even  the  superior  grandeur  of  the  specu- 
lations through  which  that  misty  science 
leads.  Most  men,  whether  speaking  or 
writing,  are  wont  to  begin  a  discussion  of 
any  subject  by  maintaining  its  vast  im- 
portance and  utility:  Mr.  Lewes  writes 
his  book  to  show  that  his  subject  is  of  no 
importance  or  utility  at  all.  Any  mterest 
which  philosophy  may  still  retain,  he  holds 
to  be  purely  historical.— Boyd,  Andrew 
K.  H.,  1857,  Recent  Metaphysical  Works, 
Fraser^s  Magazine,  vol.  56,  p.  659. 

Mr.  G.  H.  Lewes' "  History  of  Phflosophy'* 
is  in  some  respects  more  erudite  and  acute 
than  the  work  of  Mr.  Maurice,  but  it  is  writ- 
ten too  decidedly  in  the  negative  spirit  of  the 
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positive  school  to  inspire  entire  confidence, 
especially  as  it  is  a  cardinal  doctrine  of  this 
school  that  philosophical  speculation  is 
vain  and  profitless.—PoRTER,  Noah,  1870, 
Books  and  Reading,  p.  311. 

Mr.  Lewes  lacks  the  vocation  of  the 
scMar,  which  indeed  is  generally  wanting 
in  original  minds.  His  history  resembles 
rather  that  of  Hegel,  than  that  of  Hitter. 
His  review  of  the  labours  of  philosophers  is 
rather  occupied  with  that  which  they  have 
thought,  than  with  their  comparative  im- 
port^ce.  He  judges  rather  than  ex- 
pounds: his  history  is  fastidious  and 
critical.  It  is  the  work  of  a  clear,  precise, 
and  elegant  mind,  always  that  of  a  writer, 
often  witty,  measured,  possessing  no  taste 
for  declamation,  avoiding  exclusive  solu- 
tions; and  making  its  interest  profitable  to 
the  reader  whom  he  forces  to  think.  There 
are  many  ideas  in  this  book.  —  Ribot, 
Theodule,  1874,  English  Psychology,  p.  258. 

It  was  a  more  characteristically  auda- 
cious thing  to  attempt  to  cram  the  history 
of  philosophy  into  a  couple  of  medium- 
sized  volumes,  polishing  off  each  phi- 
losopher in  a  few  pages,  draining  him, 
plucking  out  the  heart  of  his  mystery  and 
system,  and  stowing  him  away  in  the  glass 
jar  designed  to  exhibit  him  to  an  e(tified 
\  class  of  students.  But  it  must  be  ad- 
mitted that  the  "History  of  Philosophy" 
is  a  genuine  and  a  valuable  study,  althoi^;h 
the  author,  not  then  in  the  calmer  maturity 
of  his  powers,  crumples  up  the  whole 
science  of  metaphysics,  sweeps  away  trans- 
cendental philosophy,  and  demoUshes  a 
priori  reasoning  in  a  manner  which  strongly 
reminds  one  of  Arthur  Pendennis  upsetting, 
in  a  dashing  criticism,  and  on  the  faith  of  an 
hoiu^s  reading  in  an  encyclopaedia,  some 
great  scientific  theory  of  which  he  had 
never  heard  before,  and  the  development 
of  which  had  been  the  life's  labor  of  a  sage. 
—McCarthy,  Justin,  1880,  A  History  of 
Our  Own  Times  from  the  Accession  of  Queen 
Victoria  to  the  Berlin  Congress,  vol.  iv,  ch. 
Ixvii. 

One  of  the  chief  notes  of  this  book— in  its 
earliest  and  latest  form  alike,  its  character- 
istic note— was  its  antipathy  to  philosoph- 
icsd  theology,  and  to  all  the  fundamental 
conceptions  on  which  it  rests.  Mr.  Lewes's 
idea  of  the  history  of  philosophy  was  very 
like  the  popular  notion  of  the  play  of  Ham- 
let with  the  part  of  Hamlet  missed  out. 
He  did  not  believe  in  any  higher  or  spirit- 


ual thought.  All  metaphysic  was  to  him 
an  absurdity.  It  was  merely  "the  art  of 
amusing  one's  self  with  method" — "Vart  de 
s'igarer  avee  m&hode."  No  definition  can 
be  wittier  or  truer,  he  thought.— TuL- 
LOCH,  John,  1885,  Movements  of  Religious 
Thought  During  the  Nineteenth  Century, 
p.  157. 

This  is  undoubtedly  a  work  of  great  im- 
portance and  of  considerable  merit.  The 
narrative  is  usually  careful  and  sufl^cienUy 
attractive,  and  the  judgments  for  the  most 
part  well  weighed  and  impartial.  Some  of 
the  earlier  articles  on  the  Greek  writers,  the 
chapter  devoted  to  the  Sophists  in  particu- 
lar, show  a  liveliness  of  style  which  brings 
us  quite  into  the  sphere  of  light  reading; 
but  there  is  plenty  of  good  heavy  solidity  to 
counterbalance  this.  Yet  the  information 
and  even  the  instruction  is,  as  a  rule,  pleas- 
antly conveyed.  — OuPHANT,  Margaret 
0.  W.,  1892,  The  Victorian  Age  of  English 
Literature,  p.  416. 

Though  occasionally  superficial,  and  too 
much  tinged  with  a  sort  of  second-hand 
Positivism,  had,  as  the  qualities  of  these  de- 
fects, an  excellent  though  sometimes  a 
rather  treacherous  clearness,  and  a  unity  of 
vision  which  is  perhaps  more  valuable  for 
fairly  intelligent  readers  than  desultory  pro- 
fundity. But  it  can  hardly  take  rank  as  a 
book  of  phUosophical  scholarship,  though 
it  is  almost  a  bnlliant  specimen  of  popu- 
lar phUosophical  literature.— Saintsbury, 
George,  1896,  A  History  of  Nineteenth 
Century  Literature,  p.  355. 

A  work  lacking  in  weight  and  authority 
in  the  philosophical  part,  but  undoubtedly 
interesting  in  its  sketches  of  famous  philoso- 
phers, ancient  and  modem,  from  Thales  and 
Pythagoras  to  Hegel  and  Comte. — Graham, 
Richard  D.,  1897,  The  Masters  of  Victorian 
Literature,  p.  233. 

LIFE  OF  GOETHE 
1855 

Read  m  Lewes's  "Life  of  Goethe," — ^a 
very  clever  and  judicious  book.  The  best 
we  have  had  as  yet,  giving  the  great  Ger- 
man as  he  really  was.— Longfellow, 
Henry  Wadsworth,  1855,  Journal,  Dec.  16; 
Life  by  Longfellow,  vol.  n,  p.  299. 

It  IS  by  th^  biography,  perhaps,  that  he  is 
best  known  to  general  readers.  As  a  crit- 
ical biography  of  one  of  the  great  heroes 
of  literature  it  is  almost  perfect.  It  is 
short,  easily  understood  by  common  read- 
ers, singularly   graphic,  exhaustive,    and 
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altogether  devoted  to  the  subject.  It  is  one 
of  these  books  of  which  one  is  tempted  to 
say,  tliat  he  who  had  it  before  him  to  read, 
is  to  be  envied.— Trollopb,  Anthony, 
1879,  George  Henry  Lewes,  Fartnightiy  Re- 
view,  vol  31,  p.  20. 

Perhaps  no  other  man  th^  living  could 
have  shown  himself  competent  to  deal 
with  Gk>ethe's  many-sidedness— to  discuss 
"Faust"  and  "Tasso,"  "Hermann  und 
Dorothea"  at  one  moment,  the  poet's  bio- 
logical and  botanical  discoveries  the  next, 
and  to  estimate  at  their  true  worth  the 
speculations  on  colours,  which  Goethe  held 
to  be  more  calculated  than  his  poems  to 
secure  him  inmiortality.  The  book  remains 
the  standard  life  of  the  great  Weimar  sage  in 
this  country,  and  is  popular  in  Germany, 
in  spite  of  a  vast  Goethe  literature  which 
has  been  published  since  its  appearance.— 
Shorter,  Clement  K.,  1897,  Victorian 
Liieratwre,  Sixty  Yean  of  Books  and  Book- 
men, p.  149. 

PROBLEMS  OF  LIFE  AND  MIND 
1874-79 

Although  Mr.  Lewes  has  retained  the 
name  of  Metaphysics,  and  offers  his  solu- 
tion of  what  are  universally  called  the  prob- 
lems of  Metaphysics,  he  shows  himself  from 
title-page  to  colophon  an  unflinching  ad- 
herent of  the  positive  methods,  and  never 
travels  a  hair's-breadth  from  his  canons 
which  bind  truth  to  experience.  In  his 
claim  to  have  swept  metaphysics  into  the 
fold  of  science,  he  is  never  found  to  be  using 
metempirical  expedients.  Whether  or  not 
he  has  domesticated  the  untamed  metephys- 
i<»l  Pegasus,  and  harnessed  him  to  the  car 
of  terrestrial  science,  we  leave  to  the  future 
to  decide;  but  we  can  say  at  once  that  he 
himself  has  never  mounted  the  wild  charger 
into  the  realms  of  cloudland,  and  if  he  has 
really  got  Pegasus  as  completely  in  hand  as 
he  ttiinks,  he  himself  is  certainly  safe  on 
mother  earth.~HARRi80N,  Fr£DERIC,1874, 
Mr.  Lewe^s  Problems  of  Life  and  Mind,  The 
FortnighUy  Review,  vol  22,  p.  92. 

In  the  last  chapter  Mr.  Lewes  considers 
the  place  of  sentiment  in  philosophy.  What 
he  has  to  show  is  that  Sentiment,  or  Emo- 
tion, is  one  important  source  of  knowledge. 
But  what  he  says  is  more  likely  to  impress 
his  readers  with  its  power  of  obscuring 
vision  and  obstructing  research.— Spalding, 
Douglas  A.,  1874,  liwes's  Problems  of  Life 
and  Mind,  Nature,  vol  10,  p.  2. 


In  the  first  volume  Mr.  Lewes  was  chiefly 
occupied  with  forging  new  weapons  for  the 
armoury  of  empirical  thought:  in  this  he 
shows  us  how  they  can  be  used.  Chief 
among  these  is  the  theory  of  abstraction: 
a  theory  more  or  less  perceived  and  acted 
upon  by  all  empirical  philosophers,  but  now 
wrought  into  a  finished  instrument  of 
various  application  and  exceeding  power. 
But  any  theory  of  abstraction,  it  may  be 
said,  must  be  still  only  an  affair  of  logic: 
and  how  shall  a  purely  logical  doctrine 
throw  light  upon  problems  such  as  those  of 
Matter,  Cause,  and  Things  in  Themselves? 
The  answer  is  short:  By  dispelling  logical 
illusions.  And  in  fact  Mr.  Lewes  lets  in 
light  upon  a  whole  series  of  metempirical 
phantoms  in  a  manner  of  which  we  can  here 
only  give  the  slightest  hints.  One  feels  at 
the  end  that  one  has  travelled  a  good  way 
along  the  road  which  Mr.  Lewes  truly  says 
that  the  scientific  study  of  metaphysic  has 
to  pursue,  namely  the  substitution  of  in- 
telligible for  unintelligible  questions.— Pol- 
lock, Frederick,  1875,  Problems  of  Life 
and  Mind,  The  Academy,  vol  7,  p,  533. 

These  five  volumes  ["Problems  of  Life 
and  Mind"]  conserve  the  well-matured 
thought  of  one  who  has  hardly  an  equal  in 
recent  philosophical  literature  in  breadth 
and  accuracy  of  knowledge,  and  to  whose 
restless  and  versatile  mind  originality  of 
conception  was  a  necessity.  Combining 
this  volume  of  special  knowledge,  biologi- 
cal, psychological,  historical,  and  literary, 
with  a  high  degree  of  generalising  power,  he 
has  struck  out  conceptions  which,  while 
closely  related  to  the  scientific  ideas  of  the 
hour,  are  also  far  in  advance  of  them.  Thus 
he  is  commonly  looked  on  as  heterodox  in 
biology,  though  some  of  his  ideas,  as,  for 
example,  that  of  the  fundamental  identity 
of  all  nervous  structures,  are  slowly  being 
taken  up  by  specialists.  Whether  such  a 
range  of  exact  special  information  as  Mr. 
Lewes  possessed  is  compatible  with  the 
highest  quality  of  philosophical  synthesis 
may  perhaps  be  doubted.  .  .  .  Through- 
out, the  writer  never  fails  to  be  luminous 
and  stimulating  in  thought  and  picturesque 
and  forcible  in  language.  No  student  of 
psychology  who  wants  to  be  abreast  with 
recent  researches  will  be  able  to  dispense 
with  a  repeated  reference  to  this  conclud- 
ing volume  of  the  series.  Though  deprived 
of  artistic  completeness,  it  is  a  worthy  con- 
clusion to  a  lit'Crary  activity  of  a  remarkable 
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range  and  of  a  uniformly  sustained  earnest- 
ness.—Sully,  Jambs,  1880,  ProbletM  of 
Life  and  Mind,  The  Academy,  vol  17,  pp. 
308,  310. 

GENERAL 

Execrable,  [''Rose  Blanche"]  that  is;  I 
could  not  have  suspected  even  the  ape  of 
writing  anything  so  silly.  Lady  H.  read  it 
all  the  way  down,  and  decided  it  was  ''too 
vulgar  to  go  on  with."  I  myself  should 
have  also  laid  it  aside  in  the  first  half  volume 
if  I  had  not  felt  a  pitying  interest  in  the 
man,  that  makes  me  read  on  In  hope  of  com- 
ing to  something  a  little  better.  Your 
marginal  notes  are  the  only  real  amuse- 
ment I  have  got  out  of  it  hitherto. — Car- 
LYLE,  Jane  Welsh,  1848,  To  Thomas  Car- 
lyle,  Apr.  13;  Letters  and  Memorials,  ed. 
Froude,  vol.  I,  p.  318. 

I  have  a  very  high  opinion  of  his  literary 
judgment.— Arnold,  Matthew,  1858,  To 
his  Mother,  Jan  3;  Letters  ed.  Russell,  vol.  i, 
p.  67. 

What  man  of  our  day  has  done  so  many 
things  and  done  them  so  well?  He  is  the 
biographer  of  Goethe  and  of  Robespierre; 
he  has  compiled  the  "History  of  Philoso- 
phy," in  which  he  has  something  really  his 
own  to  say  of  every  great  philosopher,  from 
Thales  to  Schelling;  he  has  translated 
Spinoza;  he  has  published  various  scientific 
works;  he  has  written  at  least  two  novels; 
he  has  made  one  of  the  most  successful  dra- 
matic adaptions  known  to  our  stage;  he  is 
an  accomplished  theatrical  critic;  he  was  at 
one  time  so  successful  as  an  amateur  actor 
that  he  seriously  contemplated  taking  to 
the  stage  as  a  profession,  in  the  full  convic- 
tion, which  he  did  not  hesitate  frankly  to 
avow,  that  he  was  destined  to  be  the  suc- 
cessor to  Macready.  .  .  .  There  was  a 
good  deal  of  inflation,  and  audacity,  and 
nonsense  in  it;  ["Ranthorpe"]  but  at  the 
same  time  it  showed  more  brains  and  artis- 
tic impulse  and  constructive  power  than 
nine  out  of  every  ten  novels  published  m 
England  to-day.— McCarthy,  Justin,  1872, 
Modem  Leaders,  George  Eliot  and  George 
Lewes,  pp.  141, 142. 

Almost  any  one  of  the  esssys  ["On  Act- 
ors and  the  Art  of  Acting"]  would  have 
sufficed  to  prove  that  Mr.  Lewes  was  a  com- 
petent theatrical  critic,  and  as  far  as  Mr. 
Lewes  is  personally  concerned,  the  whole 
volume  proves  little  more. — ^Wedmore, 
liiEDERiCK,  1875,  On  Actors  and  the  Art  of 
Acting,  The  Academy,  vol.  8,  p.  76. 


He  is,  I  think,  the  acutest  critic  I  know— 
and  the  severest.  His  severity,  however,  is 
a  fault.  His  intention  to  be  honest,  even 
when  honesty  may  give  pain,  has  caused 
him  to  give  pain  when  honesty  has  not  re- 
quired it.  He  is  essentially  a  doubter,  and 
has  encouraged  himself  to  doubt  till  the 
faculty  of  trusting  has  almost  left  him.  I 
am  not  speaking  of  the  personal  trust  which 
one  man  feels  in  another,  but  of  that  con- 
fidence in  literary  excellence  which  is,  I 
think,  necessary  for  the  fiiU  enjo3rment  of 
literature.— Trollope,  Anthony,  1882-83, 
An  Autobiography,  p.  112. 

Of  these  critical  writings  the  most  valu- 
able are  those  on  the  drama,  which  were 
afterwards  republished  under  the  title 
"Actors  and  Acting."  With  this  may  be 
taken  the  volume  on  "The  Spanish  Drama." 
The  combination  of  wide  scholarship,  philo- 
sophic culture,  and  practical  acquaintance 
with  the  theatre  gives  these  essays  a  high 
place  among  the  best  efforts  in  English 
dramatic  criticism.— Sully,  James,  1882, 
The  Enclyclop(Bdia  Britanniea,  vol.  xrv. 

Mr.  Lewes  was  not  only  an  accomplished 
and  practised  literary  critic,  but  he  was  also 
gifted  with  the  inborn  insight  accompany- 
ing a  fine  artistic  temperament,  which  gave 
unusual  weight  to  his  judgment.— Cross,  J. 
W.,  1884,  George  Eliot's  Life  as  related  in 
her  Letters  and  Journals,  p.  277. 

He  originated  no  special  line  of  thought. 
He  was  the  bold  usher  of  the  modem  scien- 
tific spirit,  and  his  influence  chiefly  con- 
sisted in  the  unalloyed  enthusiasm  with 
which  he  pushed  its  premisses  to  their 
legitimate  conclusion.  ...  He  had  ad- 
mirable gifts  as  a  writer,  whatever  we  may 
think  of  his  powers  as  a  thinker.  His  ex- 
position was  marked  by  a  rare  lucidity,  and 
had  the  charm  of  mterest,  even  when  least 
satisfactory.  Much  of  a  Frenchman  in 
many  of  his  ways,  he  had  the  French  gift  of 
facile  and  happy  expression.— TnUiOCH, 
John,  1885,  Movements  of  Religious  Thought 
in  Britain  During  the  Nineteenth  Century, 
p.  157. 

Of  course,  writing  thus  much  and  on  such 
a  great  variety  of  themes,  Lewes  was  not 
always  effective.  All  along,  indeed,  he  con- 
tributed more  to  "the  literature  of  knowl- 
edge" than  to  "the  literature  of  power." 
But  whatever  he  wrote  displayed  a  certain 
originality  of  view.  Whether  he  was  deal- 
ing with  literature,  philosophy,  or  science. 
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he  was  never  an  echo  of  his  predecessors  or 
contemporaries.  Lewes  was  no  worshipper 
of  great  names,  and  had  in  a  singular  de- 
gree the  courage  of  his  opinions.— Espin- 
ASSE,  Francis,  1893,  Literary  ReeoUectumi 
and  Sketches,  p.  276. 

He  was,  despite  his  freakishness,  prob- 
ably the  most  highly-trained  thinker  who 


ever  applied  himself  to  the  study  of  the- 
atrical art  in  England.  It  was  a  happy 
chance  which  superadded  to  his  other  gifts 
that  innate  passion  for  the  stage  which  is 
the  condition  precedent  of  helpful  dramatic 
criticism.— Archer,  Wiluam,  1896,  George 
Henry  Lewes  and  the  Stage,  The  Fortnightly 
Review,  vol  65,  p.  230. 


Jolin  Lord  Russell 

1792-1878 
First  Earl  Russell:  known  as  Lord  John  Russell  till  1861.  Bom  at  London,  Aug.  18, 
1792:  died  May  28,  1878.  An  English  statesman,  orator,  and  author:  third  son  of  the 
sixth  Duke  of  Bedford.  He  studied  at  Edinburgh;  entered  Parliament  in  1813;  began  his 
advocacy  of  Parliamentary  reform  in  1819;  advocated  Catholic  emancipation  in  1826,  and 
the  repeal  of  the  Test  Acts  in  1828;  became  paymaster  of  the  forces  in  1830;  introduced 
the  Reform  Bill  in  1831,  and  was  one  of  its  leading  champions  until  its  passage  m  1832; 
became  leader  of  the  Whig  party  in  1834:  was  home  secretary  1835-39,  secretary  for  war 
and  the  colonies  1839-41,  and  prime  minister  and  first  lord  of  the  treasury  1846-52;  pub- 
lished the  "Durham  Letter''  in  1850;  was  foreign  secretary  and  later  president  of  the 
council  1852-55;  represented  England  at  the  Vienna  Conference  in  1855;  was  colonial  sec- 
retary in  1855,  foreign  secretary  in  the  Palmerston-Russell  administration  1859-65;  and 
prime  minister  and  £^  lord  of  the  treasury  1865-66;  and  was  created  Earl  Russell  in  1861. 
He  edited  the  memorials  and  correspondence  of  Charles  James  Fox  (1853-57);  and  of 
Moore  (1852-56);  and  wrote  "Life  and  Times  of  Fox"  (1859-66),  "Recollections  and  Sug- 
gestions" (1875),  etc.— Smith,  Benjamin,  E.,  ed.  1894-97,  The  Century  Cyclopedia  of 
Names,  p.  847. 


PERSONAL 

Lord  John  Russell  was  bom  with  a  feeble 
intellect  and  a  strong  ambition.  He  was 
busied  with  the  battle  of  valets.  A  feeble 
Cataline,  he  had  a  propensity  to  degrade 
everythmg  to  his  own  mean  level,  and  to 
measure  ever3rthing  by  his  own  malignant 
standard.— DiSRAEU,  Benjabon  (Earl  of 
Beaconsfield),  1836,  Runnymede  Letters. 

Bennoch  pointed  out  Lord  John  Russell, 
a  small,  very  short,  elderly  gentleman,  in  a 
brown  coat,  and  so  large  a  hat— not  large 
of  brim,  but  large  like  a  peck-measure— 
that  I  saw  really  no  face  beneath  it.— Haw- 
thorne, Nathaniel,  1856,  English  Note- 
Books,  vol.  n,  p.  19. 

Who  does  not  know  the  personal  char- 
acteristics of  Lord  Russell?  Who  has  not 
seen  the  square  and  stunted  figure,  the  large 
head,  the  big  mouth,  the  pugnacious  nose? 
No  one  who  enters  the  House  of  Lords  can 
mistake  his  identity.  He  sits  below  the 
gangway  on  the  Liberal  side  of  the  House, 
his  head  and  features  almost  hidden  by  a 
huge  broad-brimmed  hat.  It  appears  to  be 
a  veritable  Cave  of  Adullam  which  he  has 
formed  for  himself  in  this  part  of  the  House. 
Here  he  is  joined  at  times  by  Lord  Clanri- 
carde.  Lord  Westbury,  or  other  discontented 


Liberals,  and  with  them  he  holds  frequent 
conversations  in  a  voice  which  almost 
drowns  that  of  the  man  who  is  supposed  to 
have  possession  of  the  House  for  the  time 
being.  When  he  rises  to  speak,  he  places  his 
hat  upon  the  seat  behind  him,  clasps  his 
hands  behind  his  back,  turns  away  from  the 
reporters,  and  says  what  he  has  to  say  in  a 
grumbling  monotone.  His  speech  has  be- 
come so  indistinct  now,  that  but  little  of 
what  he  says  reaches  the  peers  on  the  other 
side  of  the  House,  and  men  like  Lord  Grey, 
who  do  not  care  much  for  appearances,  and 
who  still  regard  Lord  Russell's  utterances  as 
important,  will  seat  themselves  close  to  him 
whilst  he  is  speaking,  and,  with  hand  to  ear, 
endeavor  to  catch  all  that  he  says.  It  does 
not  appear,  however,  that  it  is  from  inabil- 
ity to  speak  clearly  and  distinctly  that  he 
makes  his  speeches  in  this  unsatisfactory 
manner.  It  would  rather  seem  that  it  is 
from  sheer  contempt  for  the  people  he  is 
addressing;  since,  when  he  chooses,  he  can 
speak  out  in  such  a  manner  as  to  make  him- 
self heard  all  over  the  House.  When  he 
does  this,  he  allows  those  present  to  witness 
once  again  the  old-fashioned  peculiarities  of 
pronunciation.  —  Reid,  Thomas  Wemyss 
1872,  Cabinet  Portraits,  p.  124. 
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His  manner  was  singularly  cold  and  repel- 
ling. People  said  that  his  aristocratic  Aau/ettf 
was  indomitable.  The  joyous  bonhomie 
with  which  Palmerston  could  make  himself 
at  home  amid  a  group  of  rural  voters  was 
utterly  foreign  to  RusselFs  frigid  manner. 
Lord  John  was  said  to  be  miserably  par- 
simonious. He  seemed  only  a  formal,  blood- 
less, and  fishy  sort  of  little  man.  He  is  a 
very  little  man,  and  he  has  or  had  a  way  of 
folcUng  his  arms  and  expanding  his  chest 
and  deepening  his  voice,  and,  in  fact,  trying 
to  sweU  himself  into  physical  dignity,  which 
oddly  but  inevitably  reminded  one  of  a  frog 
trying  to  rival  the  ox.  .  .  .  RusseU's  voice 
is  at  once  weak  and  husky;  he  is  hardly 
taller  than  Louis  Blanc,  and  he  has  not  the 
bright  eyes  and  the  wonderfully  mobile  and 
expressive  features  of  the  French  orator. 
But  he  studied  the  ways  of  the  House  of 
Commons,  resolved  to  become  a  good  de- 
bater there,  and  he  succeeded.  He  always 
watched  with  keen  eyes  for  any  flaw  in  the 
reasoning  or  inconsistency  in  the  state- 
ment of  an  adversary,  and  he  made  cruel 
work  with  anything  of  the  kind.  He  was 
fluent  and  ready ~a  kind  of  slow  fluency,  a 
sort  of  forced  readiness;  but  however 
achieved,  the  result  was  there  in  a  capacity 
to  reply  on  the  spur  of  the  moment,  and  to 
speak  for  as  long  a  time  as  was  necessary. 
His  language  was  clear,  precise,  and  ex- 
pressive; there  was  a  cold  emphasis  about 
it  which  impressed  it  on  the  listener's  atten- 
tion like  the  steady  dropping  of  chilly  water. 
Russell  had  a  broad  and  general  knowledge 
of  history,  and  was  sure  to  remember  some- 
thing wUch  his  antagonist  had  forgotten  or 
did  not  know,  and  which  came  in  with  un- 
expected and  damaging  effect  as  an  argu- 
ment or  illustration.  He  brought  every- 
thing to  the  test  of  a  cold,  sharp  intelligence, 
and  had  no  pity  for  the  enthusiasm  or  the 
crotchets  of  anybody.— McCarthy,  Justin, 
1873,  Earl  RusseU,  The  Galaxy,  vol.  15,  p. 
IL 

The  practical  statesman  and  party  leader 
were  equally  blended  in  Earl  Russell.  He 
led  his  party  on  several  occasions  triumph- 
antly through  times  of  crisis;  and  if  occa- 
sionally he  brought  disaster  upon  it,  he  was 
exceedingly  clever  in  retrieving  its  fortunes. 
...  He  imbibed  much  of  the  spirit  and 
many  of  the  aspirations  of  his  ancestor. 
Lord  William  Russell,  and  in  the  history  of 
this  country  his  name  will  occupy  an  hon- 
oured and  a  distinguished  place.— Smith, 


George  Barnett,  1888,  The  Prime  Min- 
isters  of  Queen  Victoria,  pp.  173,  174. 

Lord  John  owed  but  a  small  debt  to 
Nature:  undersized,  undignified,  ungrace- 
ful; a  bad  speaker,  with  no  pretense  to 
eloquence  either  in  thought,  word,  or  action, 
he  yet  held  a  foremost  place  in  the  arena, 
for  more  than  half  a  century.  He  said  of 
himself,  "My  capacity  I  always  felt  was 
very  inferior  to  that  of  the  men  who  have 
attained,  in  past  time,  the  foremost  places 
in  our  Parliament,  and  in  the  councils  of 
our  Sovereign."— Hall,  Samuel  Carter, 
1883,  Retrospect  of  a  Long  Life,  p.  132. 

All  these  gifts— wit,  humour,  playfulness, 
high  spirits— were  the  graceful  accessories 
of  a  nature  essentially  warm,  tender,  and 
true.  To  his  wife  and  children,  and  to  those 
who  knew  him  well,  nothing  has  been  more 
amazing  than  the  prevalence  in  the  public 
mind  of  the  notion,  memorably  expressed 
by  Lord  Lytton  in  the  "  New  Timon, "  that 
his  temperament  was  cold  and  repellant. 
That  such  a  notion  should  ever  become 
current  is  an  illustration  of  the  unfortunate 
magic  of  manner.  It  is  touching  to  know 
that,  within  three  months  of  his  death,  he 
said  to  his  wife,  "I  have  sometimes  seemed 
cold  to  my  friends,  but  it  was  not  in  my 
heart. "  They  who  knew  that  heart  need  no 
such  assurance.— Russell,  George  W.  E., 
1889,  Lord  Ruseell,  The  Contemporary  Re- 
view, vol.  56,  p.  820. 

In  his  advocacy  of  great  legislative  meas- 
ures of  reform,  as  in  his  desire  to  find  prac- 
tical remedies  for  existing  grievances.  Lord 
John  showed  not  merely  a  mind  singu- 
larly free  from  prevailing  prejudice,  but  also 
a  firm  belief  in  the  ultimate  triumph  of  cer- 
tain political  principles.  There  was  nothing 
spasmodic  about  the  Liberalism  of  Lord 
John  Russell.  It  was  not  his  business,  it 
was  not  his  aspiration,  to  be  always  on  the 
crest  of  the  wave  of  popular  feeling.  He  is 
the  type  of  a  brave,  a  steadfast,  and  a  pa- 
triotic reformer,  in  fine  weather  and  in  foul 
alike  adhering  to  the  principles  he  pro- 
fessed; and  for  the  simple  reason  that  he 
believed  in  them.  There  was  in  him  noth- 
ing of  the  opportunist  or  of  the  agitator. 
Foresight,  steadfastness,  courage,  and  pa- 
triotism are  the  qualities  for  which,  amongst 
British  statesmen,  Lord  John  Russell  will 
always  be  remembered.— Elliot,  Arthur 
D.,  1890,  Lord  John  Rnssell,  MaemiUofCt 
Magazine,  vol.  61,  p.  145. 

His  physical  defects  prevented  him  from 
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becoming  an  orator.  His  voice  was  poor, 
and  he  had  an  awkward  manner.  Men  used 
to  say  that  "when  he  placed  his  left  elbow 
on  the  palm  of  his  right  hand,  the  house 
awaited  a  sentiment  in  favour  of  religious 
liberty."  His  weak  physique  and  delicate 
health  explain  also  why  Lord  John  Russell 
was  such  a  bad  party  leader.  His  manner 
to  his  supporters  was  cold  and  repellent;  he 
lacked  personal  nuignetism,  ana  ill-health 
prevented  him  from  properly  discharging 
those  social  functions  which,  under  the 
English  system,  are  so  important  to  the 
union  of  a  party.  His  coldness  was  of  man- 
ner only.  "The  popular  idea  of  Johnny," 
wrote  Motley,  "is  of  a  cold,  cynical,  reserved 
personage.  But,  in  his  own  home,  I  never 
saw  a  more  agreeable  manner. "  But  never- 
theless it  did  as  much  harm  among  his  sup- 
porters as  if  it  had  been  real.  To  the  same 
source  may  be  traced  that  unevenneu,  which 
is  so  often  a  characteristic  of  small  and 
weakly  men.  Lord  John's  personality 
lacked  the  massiveness  of  Peel  or  Falmer- 
ston.  When  he  was  great,  men  thought  him 
merely  clever;  when  he  was  moderate,  he 
somehow  failed  to  inspire  all  the  confidence 
he  deserved.  At  times  he  was  too  reticent; 
at  times  he  spoke  out  too  plainly,  and  was 
too  unrestnuned.  His  eternal  resignations, 
always  withdrawn  under  pressure,  pro- 
duced among  his  coUeagues  the  impression 
that  he  was  sometimes  weak,  and  thus, 
though  the  acknowledged  leader  of  his 
party,  he  was  not  always  at  the  head  of  the 
government.  To  the  ordmary  reader  of  his 
fife,  this  does  n«t  seem  altogether  natural 
to  his  character,  which  was  as  strong  and 
manly  as  it  was  simple  and  straightfor- 
ward. Perhaps  it  was  not  the  consequence 
of  character,  but  of  physique. — Tanner,  J. 
B.,  1891,  Walpok's  Life  of  Lard  John  Rus- 
UUy  English  Historical  Review,  vol  6,  p.  185. 

GENERAL 
Lord  John  Russell  has  sent  us  down  what 
he  calls  a  "tragedy"  the  other  day— and 
upon  a  subject  no  less  dangerous  than  the 
fate  of  Don  Carlos.  Schiller  and  Alfieri  yet 
live.  The  Newspapers  say  Lord  Byron  is 
greatly  obliged  to  hjs  brother  lord,  the  lat- 
ter having  even  surpassed  "Werner"  in 
tameness  and  insipidity;  so  that  Byron  is 
no  longer  Author  of  the  dullest  tragedy 
ever  printed  by  a  lord.  This  is  very  foul  to 
Byron;  for  though  I  fear  he  will  never  write 
a  good  play,  it  is  impossible  he  can  ever 
write  anything  so  truly  innocent  as  this 

lOF 


"  Don  Carlos. "  I  would  have  sent  it  to  you ; 
but  it  seemed  superfluous.  There  is  great 
regularity  in  the  speeches,  the  lines  have  all 
ten  syllables  exactly— and  precisely  the 
same  smooth  ding-dong  rhythm  from  the 
first  page  to  the  last;  there  are  also  little  bits 
of  metaphors  scattered  up  and  douD  at 
convenient  intervals,  and  very  fair  whig 
sentiments  here  and  there;  but  the  whole 
is  cold,  flat,  stale,  and  unprofitable,  to  a 
degree  that  "neither  gods  nor  men  nor 
columns  can  endure."  You  and  I  could 
write  a  better  thing  in  two  weeks,  and  then 
bum  it.  Yet  he  dmlicates  to  Lord  Holland, 
and  seems  to  say  like  Correggio  in  the  Vati- 
can, ed  io  anehe  son  pittore.  Let  us  be  of 
courage!  we  shall  not  be  hindmost  any  way. 
— Carlyle,  Thomas,  1822,  To  Miss  Welsh, 
Dee.  25;  Early  Letters,  ed.  Norton,  p.  254. 

They  [Speeches]  afford  a  fair  example  of 
his  Parliamentary  oratory,  and  are  in  every 
way  worthy  of  his  mat  reputation.  In- 
deed, he  may  well  be  content  to  rest  his 
fame  on  them,  for  he  could  not  appear  to 
greater  advantage;  and  the  student  of 
political  histoiy  will  find  them  full  of  sug- 
gestive materials.  .  .  .  They  are  replete 
both  with  study  and  with  thought.  Re- 
flection, earnestness,  nobility,  and  breadth 
of  sentiment,  coupled  with  a  refined  and 
cultivated  power  of  expression,  are  the 
characteristics  of  his  style;  and  lurking  be- 
neath, and  only  rarely  rising  to  the  surface, 
is  the  latent  fire—the  true  uispiring  eeniua 
of  the  orator.  .  .  .  Indeed,  alongside  any 
of  his  contemporaries,  his  publishea  speeches 
need  not  fear  comparison.  Brougham 
soared  a  flight  beyond  him,  though  im- 
pulsive and  erratic;  but  though  Lord  Rus- 
sell had  not  the  lively  and  sonorous  cadence 
of  Canning,  nor  the  powerful  ponderous 
precision  of  Peel,  he  has  more  depth  than 
the  first,  and  more  versatility  of  thought 
than  the  last.  The  metal  rings  true  through- 
out, nor  do  the  solid  and  valuable  materiids 
.  of  which  they  are  composed  lose  anything 
in  the  setting.  Above  all,  he  had  the  true 
gift  of  eloquence— eamesbiess.  He  knew 
what  he  wanted,  and  he  felt  it,  a  spell  which 
no  arts  of  rhetoric  can  buy. — Moncrieff, 
J.,  1870,  Earl  Russell's  Speeches,  Edinburgh 
Review,  vol.  131,  p.  580. 

The  attempt  of  Earl  Russell  to  become  a 
poet,  by  his  tragedy  of  "  Don  Carlos,  or  Per- 
secution," was  for  the  time  rather  success- 
ful; at  least  the  poem  went  through  several 
editions  in  the  course  of  a  year,  but  it  seems 
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ever  after  to  have  been  remembered  only  to 
the  noble  author's  ridicule.  I  have  not 
read  it  myself,  and  I  do  not  know  anybody 
who  has.  This  tragedy  was  written  at  the 
time  when  Lord  John  Russell  was  in  in- 
timate relationship  with  the  poets,  scholars, 
and  wits  who  frequented  Holland  House, 
and  was  doubtless  fired  with  an  ambition 
to  do  something  which  should  entitle  him  to 
be  regarded  as  one  of  their  number.  I 
fancy  those  poets,  scholars,  and  wits  must 
have  knowingly  or  unintentionally,  and  out 
of  mere  good  nature,  flattered  our  young 
lord  a  good  deal,  and  made  him  think  much 
more  of  himself  than  the  public  outside  were 
likely  to  think  of  him.— McCarthy,  Justin, 
1873,  Earl  RumU,  The  Oalaxy,  vol  15,  p.  8. 

He  was  a  writer  from  his  earlier  youth, 
and  though  he  cannot  be  said  to  have  any 
stable  place  in  En^ish  literature,  it  is 
something  to  have  tried  his  abilities  as  a 
dramatist,  essayist^  and  historian.  .  .  . 
The  good  temper  and  general  moderation 
of  these  pages  do  not  extend  to  the  record 
of  the  party  divisions  that  broke  up  the 
Government  to  which  Lord  Russell  suc- 
ceeded on  the  Death  of  Lord  Palmerston. 
—  MiLNBS,  Richard  Monckton  (Lord 
Houghton),  1875,  ReeoUeetions  and  Sugges- 
Hans,  The  Academy,  vol.  7,  pp.  105, 106. 

On  public  grounds  Lord  John  stands  be- 
fore posterity  in  a  double  capacity.  He  was 
not  merely  a  distinguished  statesman;  he 
was  a  voluminous  author.  If,  indeed,  he 
had  deserted,  as  he  once  thought  of  aban- 
doning, politics  for  literature,  it  is  not  Ukely 
that  he  would  have  acquired  fame.  His  best 
works  would,  no  doubt,  have  brought 
credit  to  any  writer.  But  their  warmest 
admirers  will  hardly  number  them  among 
the  classics.  Those  of  Lord  John  RusseU's 
books  which  still  survive  are  read  because 
they  were  written  by  Lord  John  Russell; 
and  the  light  which  the  author  sheds  is 
lustre  borrowed  from  the  eminence  of  the 
statesman.  It  is  as  a  man  of  action,  and  not 
as  a  man  of  letters,  that  Lord  John  will  de- 
scend to  posteri^;  and  it  is  by  his  achieve- 
ments in  Parliament,  and  not  by  the  pro- 
ductions of  his  pen,  that  he  must  ultimately 
be  judged.— Walpolb,  Spencer,  1889,  The 
Life  of  Lord  John  Russell,  vol  ii,  p.  455. 

From  youth  to  age  Lord  John  not  merely 
possessed  the  pen  of  a  ready  writer,  but  em- 
ployed it  freely  in  history,  biography, 
criticism,  helles4ettrez,  and  verse.  His  first 
book  was  published  when  George  III.  was 


King,  and  his  last  appeared  when  almost 
forty  years  of  Queen  Victoria's  reign  had 
elapsed.  The  Liverpool  Administration 
was  in  power  when  his  biography  of  his 
famous  ancestor,  William,  Lord  Russell, 
appeared,  and  that  of  Mr.  Disraeli  when  the 
veteran  statesman  took  the  world  into  his 
confidence  with ''  Recollections  and  Sugges- 
tions." .  .  .Literature  often  claimed  his 
pen,  for,  besides  many  contributions  in 
prose  and  verse  to  periodicals,  to  say  noth- 
ing of  writings  which  stiU  remain  in  manu- 
script and  prefaces  to  the  books  of  other 
people,  he  published  about  twenty  works, 
great  and  small.  Yet,  his  strength  lay  else- 
where. His  lit^ary  pursuits,  with  scarcely 
an  exception,  represent  his  hours  of  relaxa- 
tion and  the  manner  in  which  he  sought 
relief  from  the  cares  of  State.  .  .  .  The 
"Essay  on  English  Government"  is,  in  fact, 
not  the  confessions  of  an  inquiring  spirit  en- 
tangled in  the  maze  of  political  speculation, 
but  the  conclusions  of  a  young  statesman 
who  has  made  up  his  mind,  with  the  help  of 
Somers  and  Fox.  .  .  .  Though  it  must  be 
admitted  that  he  performed  some  parts  of 
it  in  rather  a  perfunctory  manner,  the 
eight  volumes  which  appeared  between 
1853  and  1856  of  the  ''Memoirs,  Journal, 
and  Correspondence  of  Thomas  Moore" 
represent  a  severe  tax  upon  friendship,  as 
well  as  no  ordinary  labour  on  the  part  of  a 
man  who  was  always  more  or  less  im- 
mersed in  public  affairs.— Reid,  Stuart  J., 
1895,  Lord  John  RusseU,  pp.  273,  275,  278. 

The  excellence  of  Russell's  literary 
achievement  was  not  prdportioned  to  its 
quantity.  His  historical  work,  entitied 
"Memoirs  of  the  Affaus  of  Europe"  (1824), 
is  but  a  fragment,  and  is  more  than  a  cred- 
itable compilation.  Mr.  Gladstone  has, 
however,  affirmed  that  "Burke  never  wrote 
anything  better"  than  some  passages, 
especially  that  running  "When  I  am  asKed 
if  such  or  such  a  nation  is  fit  to  be  free,  I 
ask  in  return,  is  any  man  fit  to  be  a  despot?" 
Russell's  "E^y  on  the  English  Constitu- 
tion" (1821)  is  the  best  work  from  his  pen, 
while  that  containing  the  "Letters  of  the 
Fourth  Duke  of  Bedford"  (3  vols.,  1842-3- 
6),  with  an  historical  introduction,  is  the 
most  successful  and  interesting.  .  .  .  His 
literary  skill  is  most  marked  in  his  episto- 
lary writing,  and  his  speeches  and  writings 
abound  in  happy  and  telling  phrases.— Rae, 
Fraser,  1897,  DieHonary  of  National  Biog- 
raphy, vol.  EC,  p.  462. 
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1813-1878 

Born,  at  Gainsborough,  linoolnshire,  15  Sept.  1813.  Family  removed  to  Derby,  1815. 
At  Grantham  Grammar  School,  1822-28.  Matric.  Oriel  Coll.,  Oxford,  1  July  1830;  B.  A., 
1834;  English  Essay  Prize,  1835;  M.  A.,  1838:  Fellow  of  Magdalen  Ck)ll.,  1840-56;  B.  D., 
1846;  D.  D.,  1871.  Intimacy  with  Pusey  at  Oxford.  Contrib.  to  "British  Critic,"  and 
"  Guardian. "  Part  editor  of "  Christian  Remembrancer, "  1845-55.  Rector  of  Old  Shore- 
ham,  Sussex,  1856-78.  Married  Amelia  Ogle,  July  1856.  Bampton  Lecturer,  Oxford, 
1865;  Select  Preacher,  1869.  Canon  of  Worcester,  1869-71.  Regius  Prof,  of  Divinity, 
Oxford,  and  Canon  of  Ch.  Ch.,  1871-78.  Died,  at  Shoreham,  4  Jan.  1878.  Warkt:  "The 
Influence  of  Ancient  Oracles,"  1836;  "Observations  on  the  Propositions  to  be  submitted 
to  Convocation"  (anon.),  1845;  "A  Treatise  on  the  Augustinian  Doctrine  of  Predestina- 
tion," 1855;  "The  Primitive  Doctrine  of  Baptismal  Regeneration,"  1856;  "A  Review  of 
the  Baptismal  Controversy,"  1862;  "Subscription  to  the  Articles,"  1863;  "Eight  Lectures 
on  Miracles,"  1865;  "Observations  on  the  Colonial  Church  Question,"  1867;  "The  Roman 
CouncU,"  1870  [1869];  "The  Principle  of  Causation,"  1872;  "Sermons  preached  before  the 
UniversityofOxford,"  1876; "Ruling  Ideas  in  Early  Ages,"  1877;  Po«<Attmw«;" Essays 
Historical  and  Theological,"  ed.  by  his  sister,  1878;  "The  Theory  of  Development"  (from 
"Christian  Remembrancer"),  1878;  "Sermons,  Parochial  and  (Occasional,"  1879;  "Lect- 
ures, and  other  Theological  Papers,"  1883;  "Letters,"  ed.  by  his  sister,  with  life  1885 
[1884].— Sharp,  R.  Farquharson,  1897,  A  Dictionary  of  Engluh  Auihan,  p.  207. 


PERSONAL 
Among  Dr.  Mozley's  youthful  character- 
istics were  simplicity  of  habits,  warm  but 
undemonstrative  affections,  sincerity  of 
thought,  an  almost  stem  purity  of  mind, 
carelessness  of  worldly  advancement  or 
distinction,  and  a  deliberate  desire  to  at- 
tach himself  to  a  worthy  object  of  life.  .  .  . 
He  was  fond  of  his  friends  and  of  society, 
conscious  of  his  own  powers,  without  valu- 
ing hiniself  on  them,  and  ready  and  liberal 
in  his  appreciation  of  others.  But  partly 
from  the  modesty  of  a  man  who  had  before 
him  a  high  standard  of  excellence,  partly 
because  he  could  not  easily  do  himself 
justice  in  spoken  words,  partly  because  it 
was  a  kind  of  serious  amusement  to  him  to 
observe  and  ponder,  he  did  not  talk  much 
in  company.  If  he  spoke,  he  seemed  to 
speak  because  there  was  something  which 
ought  to  be  said,  and  nobody  else  to  say  it; 
expressing  himself  in  short  and  even  abrupt 
sentences  and  well-chosen  words,  which 
showed  even  a  critical  or  eager  interest  in 
what  was  going  on;  but,  when  this  was  done 
falling  back  into  his  normal  state  of  amused 
or  inquiring  attention,  like  a  man  who  has 
discharged  a  duty  and  is  glad  to  have  done 
with'  it.  He  was  not  an  artist  or  a  writer  of 
poems,  but  he  had  a  keen  and  somewhat  an- 
alytical appreciation  of  what  was  beautiful 
to  the  eye  or  ear,  whether  severe  or  florid, 
and  his  writings  show  that  his  sense  of 
things  was  as  vigorous  in  point  of  humour 
and  poetry  as  in  point  of  phUosophy.  Pomp 


he  respectfully  appreciated,  as  on  proper 
occasions  a  fitting  instrument  for  the  adorn- 
ment of  truth,  and  he  was  fully  aware  that  a 
battle  of  principle  may  occasionally  have 
to  be  fought  on  a  point  of  detail.  But  he 
was  quite  superior  to  the  trivialitv  which 
agitates  itself  about  prettinesses,  the  pom- 
posity which  feels  itself  exalted  by  being 
part  of  a  ceremonial,  or  the  captiousness 
which  finds  occasion  for  petty  quarrel.  Of 
cant  or  pretentiousness  he  was  intolerant,  of 
unction  implacable  perhaps  to  a  fault,  so 
that  those  who  did  not  know  him  might 
imagine  him  dry.  He  had  not  the  special 
excellences  or  the  defects  of  a  great  preacher, 
and,  with  all  his  power  of  thought  and 
imagery,  could  scarcely,  I  think,  have  be- 
come one,  even  had  his  delivery  been  better 
than  it  was.  He  was  wholly  genuine.— 
Blachpord,  Lord,  1879,  Mozley's  Essays, 
Historied  and  Theological,  The  Nineteenth 
Century,  vol.  5,  p.  1013. 

From  infancy  his  mind  busied  itself  with 
grave  thoughts,  which  took  such  hold  of 
him  that  he  was  from  the  first  ready  to  be 
their  champion.  It  is  told  of-  him  that  in 
the  nursery  he  did  battle  for  free  will  against 
his  nurse,  who,  led'  away  by  a  popular 
curate,  had  adopted  fatalistic  opinions.  The 
controversial  spirit,  by  which  is  meant  not 
partisanship,  but  the  willingness  to  combat 
for  what  he  believed  to  be  great  truths, 
went  with  him  through  life.  The  thoughts 
and  interests  with  which  he  b^an  it,  he 
held  to  its  close,  whatever  variation  in  form 
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and  colour  they  might  be  forced  to  assume. 
The  strong  grip  of  great  truths— intense 
tenacity  of  thought  and  of  affection — ^that 
was  James  Modey's  main  characteristic 
from  first  to  last.— Shairp,  John  Campbell, 
1880,  The  Late  Canon  Mozky,  Prater's  Ma^f- 
asAne,  vol.  101.  p.  174. 

He  was  always  critical  of  his  own  work  as 
though  he  had  an  ideal  he  had  never  reached. 
He  had  to  be  persuaded  into  the  due 
amount  of  satisfaction.  His  real  lasting 
pleasure  in  his  friends'  praise  was  because 
it  came  from  them.— Mozley,  Anne,  1884, 
Letters  of  the  Rev.  J.  B.  Mozley,  p.  350. 

So  much  of  Dr.  Mozley's  power  depended 
upon  his  self-restraint,  that  he  himself  is 
almost  impenetrable.  If  his  intimate  letters 
had  been  entirely  held  back  we  would  have 
hardly  known  him  at  all.  As  it  is,  perhaps 
the  first  impression  is  that  he  is  very  hard 
to  know.  He  tells  us  much  less  both  of 
himself  and  of  others  than  the  author  of 
"  Reminiscences  of  Oriel. "  From  one  point 
of  view  this  reserve  is  attractive.  Few 
thoughtful  persons  of  the  present  century 
have  solved  Carlyle's  problem  of  consuming 
their  own  smoke  so  completely. — SiMCOX, 
George  Augustus,  1884,  Letters  of  ike  Rev. 
J.  B.  Mozky,  The  Academy,  vol.  26.  p.  370. 

GENERAL 
They  [Bampton  Lectures]  are  an  example, 
and  a  very  fine  one,  of  a  mode  of  theological 
writing  which  is  characteristic  of  the  Church 
of  England,  and  almost  peculiar  to  it.  The 
distinguishing  features  of  it  are  a  combi- 
nation of  intense  seriousness  with  a  self-re- 
strained, severe  calmness,  and  of  very 
vigorous  and  wide-ranging  reasoning  on  the 
realities  of  the  case  with  the  least  amount  of 
care  about  artificial  symmetry  or  scholastic 
completeness.  Admirers  of  the  Roman 
style  call  it  cold,  indefinite,  wanting  in  dog- 
matic coherence,  comprehensiveness,  and 
grandeur.  Admirers  of  the  German  style 
find  little  to  praise  in  a  cautious  bit-by-bit 
method,  content  with  the  tests  which  have 
most  affinity  with  common  sense,  incredu- 
lous of  exhaustive  theories,  leaving  a  large 
margin  for  the  unaccountable  or  the  unex- 
plained. But  it  has  its  merits,  one  of  them 
being  that,  dealing  very  solidly  and  very 
acutely  with  large  and  real  matters  of  ex- 
perience, the  interest  of  such  writings  en- 
diu'es  as  the  starting-point  and  foundation 
for  future  work.  .  .  .  It  is  marked  through- 
out with  the  most  serious  and  earnest  con- 


viction, but  it  is  without  a  single  word, 
from  first  to  last,  of  asperity  or  insinuation 
against  opponents;  and  this,  not  from  any 
deficiency  of  feeling  as  to  the  importance  of 
the  issue,  but  from  a  deliberate  and  reso- 
lutely maintained  self-control,  and  from  an 
overruling  ever-present  sense  of  the  duty, 
on  themes  like  these,  of  a  more  than  judicial 
calnmess.  —  Church,  Richard  William, 
1866-97,  Mozley's  Bampton  Lectures,  Ocea- 
sional  Papers,  pp.  85, 132. 

We  have  here  a  mind  instinct  with  the 
best  temper  of  Butler's  school,  living  and 
active  in  mature  vigor  in  presence  of  the 
questions  of  our  own  day :  and  the  influence 
of  such  a  mind  is  likely  to  perpetuate  that 
temper,  as  the  writings  of  the  master  seem 
now  to  fail  to  do,  because  those  who  are  ex- 
cited about  questions  of  the  day,  and  feel 
rightly  that  they  have  an  importance  not 
of  the  day  only,  are  yet  unable  to  recognise 
the  same  questions  as  they  appeared  to  a 
different  generation.  It  is  seldom  that  an 
author  with  so  vigorous  a  personality  as 
Dr.  Mozley's  can  be  so  adequately  char- 
acterized by  referring  him  to  a  particular 
school.  He  is  too  thoughtful  a  writer  to 
allow  us  to  suppose  that  he  has  learnt  noth- 
ing except  what  he  learnt  from  Butler:  still 
more  unjust  would  it  be  to  describe  him  as 
merely  an  old-fashioned  Churchman.  But 
that  intellectual  self-restraint  which  is  one 
of  the  best  and  most  constant  features  of 
the  school  has  been  exercised  by  him  in  the 
repression  of  those  opinions  which  are  in- 
dividual with  him,  and  not  direct  out- 
growths of  the  Anglican  spirit  or  the  But- 
lerian  method.— SiMCOX,  Wiluam  Henry, 
1876,  University  and  Other  Sermons,  The 
Academy,  vol.  10,  p.  127. 

It  is  not  often  that  a  collection  of  miscel- 
laneous writings  bears  throughout  so  genu- 
ine and  strong  an  impress  of  the  writer's 
personality.  Dr.  Mozley  led  a  retired  life, 
and  only  in  the  latter  portion  of  it  came  to 
be  widely  known;  but  he  seems  to  have 
made  a  deep  impression  upon  those  who 
were  brought  into  personal  contact  with 
him,  and  this  impression  will  be  shared  by 
all  who  become  acquainted  with  him 
through  these  pages.  Even  without  the 
help  of  the  affectionate  and  appreciative 
sketch  which  opens  the  volumes  it  would 
be  impossible  not  to  arrive  at  the  conclu- 
sion that  the  author  was  a  very  able,  a  very 
sincere,  and  a  very  honest  man;  a  man 
equally  strong  m  his  convictions,  tenacious 
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in  his  grasp,  and  independent  in  arriving  at 
his  conclusions.  .  .  .  His  strongest  in- 
tellectual bent  was  in  the  line  of  metaphysi- 
cal enquiry;  when  dealing  with  philosophi- 
cal principles  his  grasp  was  always  vigor- 
ous. Combined  with  his  marked  analytic 
faculty  was  a  cognate  disposition  to  study 
the  workings  of  human  character,  a  dis- 
position in  his  case  so  strong  that  the  habit 
of  searching  beneath  the  external  act  for  the 
hidden  motive  amounted  almost  to  an  in- 
stinct. We  are  told  that  he  habituallv 
speculated  on  the  character  of  all  with 
whom  he  came  in  contact,  a  fact  which  ac- 
counts for  the  distinctive  merits  and  dis- 
tinctive defects  of  the  volumes  before  us.~ 
DiMAN,  J.  L.,  1879,  Mozley't  Es$ay9,  The 
Nation,  vol  28,  p.  169. 

Since  the  day,  now  nearly  five  and  thirty 
years  ago,  when  the  Rev.  J.  H.  Newman  left 
the  Church  of  England,  there  has  not  arisen 
within  it  any  so  solid  and  powerful  theologi- 
cal teacher  as  James  B.  Mozley,  the  late 
Professor  of  Divinity  in  the  University  of 
Oxford.  A  teacher  I  call  him,  though  it 
was  by  the  pen,  rather  than  by  the  living 
voice,  that  he  taught  his  fellow-men.  Look- 
ing back  over  the  long  interval  that  has 
elapsed  since  that  great  crisis,  among  the 
many  able  preachers  and  teachers  in  the 
Church  of  England,  no  one  appears  with  a 
mind  so  massive  and  so  profound  as  his. 
His  voice,  indeed,  was  seldom  heard  from 
the  pulpit,  or  in  any  public  place;  he 
took  little  or  no  outward  part  in  the  move- 
ments of  ecclesiastical  affairs;  yet  from  the 
retirement  of  his  study  he  furnished  his 
Church  and  his  country  with  a  body  of 
thought  larger  and  more  substantive,  he 
produced  more  work  that  will  be  a  per- 
manent possession,  than  any  other  con- 
temporary teacher  of  the  Church  to  which 
be  belonged. —Shairp,  John  Campbell, 
1880,  The  Laie  Canon  Mozley,  Fraser*8 
Magazine,  vol.  101,  p.  174. 

One  cannot  read  Mozley's  writings  with- 
out feeling  some  smprise  that  a  man  of 
such  gifts  did  not  exercise  a  greater  in- 
fluence during  his  lifetime.  From  1871 
until  his  death,  he  was  Regius  Professor  of 
Divinity  in  Oxford,and  his  biographer  tells 
that  he  possessed  every  qualification  for  the 
post  except  the  faculty  of  popular  teaching. 
But  why  should  a  man  who  was  almost 
equaUy  gifted  with  ratiocinative  and  im- 
aginative powers  have  been  destitute  of  the 
faculty  of  popular  teaching?    We  can  only 


account  for  it  on  the  supposition  that  he 
did  not  possess  the  power  of  awakening  en- 
thusiasm. He  possessed  himself,  as  his 
writings  show,  the  power  of  being  stirred 
to  entnusiasm  by  high  thoughts,  but  he 
may  have  wanted  the  power  of  taking  his 
hearers  into  his  sympathy.  A  certain  in- 
tellectual hauteur  seemed  to  have  kept  him 
apart  from  the  mass  of  men,  and  prevented 
him  either  from  leading  a  party,  or  gather- 
ing disciples  around  him.  A  reserved,  dis- 
tant tone  is  perceptible  in  all  his  writings. 
This  is  visible  in  his  language,  whether  he  is 
speaking  of  God,  or  his  fellow-men.  He 
wrote  an  essay  on  Luther,  in  which  he  shows 
an  almost  personal  aversion  to  the  reformer, 
and  a  strange  want  of  appreciation  of  his 
greatness.  But  it  was  just  what  he  most 
disliked  in  Luther  that  he  himself  most 
wanted.  Had  his  relidon  and  his  humanity 
been  of  a  somewhat  less  reserved  and  dis- 
tant character,  had  he  possessed  a  greater 
stock  of  homely  sympathies,  he  would  have 
assuredly  gained  a  wider  personal  recog- 
nition while  he  was  still  living  to  enjov  it. 
The  two  large  volumes  of  ^says,  which 
were  published  after  his  death,  nused  his 
reputation  as  a  writer  and  as  a  thinker,  but 
in  some  respects  they  disappointed  those 
who  had  been  accustomed  to  regard  him  as 
a  rare  example  of  an  impartial  religious 
thinker.  They  contain  passages  of  great 
bciauty,  and  they  show  how  versatile  he 
was;  but,  in  some  of  his  historical  estimates,' 
he  manifests  a  narrow-minded  prejudice,  an 
unfair  animus,  such  as  we  expect  in  writers 
of  the  level  of  Dean  Hook.— Gibb,  John, 
1881,  Theohgianeof  the  Day—Canon  Mozley, 
The  Catholic  Presbyterian,  vol.  5,  p.  88. 

Mozley  treated  hackneyed  themes  with 
the  vigour  and  freshness  which  can  only  be 
attained  by  a  genuine  thinker;  he  is  never  a 
mere  retailer  of  the  conunonplaces  of  others. 
...  We  can  hardly  turn  over  a  page  of 
what  Mozley  has  written  without  meeting 
with  some  striking  thought,  and  we  are 
everywhere  conscious  of  the  perfect  good 
faith  and  sincerity  which  animated  him. 
But  we  cannot  fail  also  to  be  reminded  not 
unfrequentl^  of  the  fact  that  he  generally 
presented  himself  as  an  advocate,  though  a 
perfectly  sincere  advocate,  and  not  as  a 
judge  or  a  philosopher.  Hence  he  not  un- 
commonly states  questionable  propositions 
as  if  they  admitted  of  no  question;  and,  in 
pushing  on  a  vigorous  front  attack,  he  is 
not  always  aware  that  he  has  uncovered  his 
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flank.— Cheetham  S.,  1883,  Lectures  and 
other  Theological  Papers,  The  Academy,  vol. 
23,  p.  127. 

As  exhibited  in  his  works  the  theology  of 
Canon  Mozley  is  fragmentary.  It  is  not 
seen  as  a  system  well  proportioned,  each 
part  fitly  adjusted  to  every  other.  This 
characteristic  is  due,  however,  simply  to 
the  fact  that  his  published  writings  relate 
in  the  main  to  a  few  particular  doctrines. 
His  views  in  reference  to  doctrines  not  thus 
considered  can  be  gathered  only  crumb  by 
crumb,  by  inference  and  suggestion. — 
Thwing.  Charles  F.,1884,  Theology  of  Can- 
on Mozley,  Bibliotheca  Sacra,  vol.  41,  p.  287. 

I  am  surprised  that  you  do  not  appre- 
ciate J.  Mozley,  a  different  animal  ge- 
nerieaUy,  I  should  say,  from  Tom,  though 
like  them  both.  And  surely,  as  to  style, 
Jem  had  both  imagination  and  acuteness, 


two  strong  gifts,  though  he  had  but  little 
humour,  and  was  apt  to  analyze  too  much. 
—Lake,  Wiluam  Charles,  1885,  Letter  to 
Dean  Merivale,  Jan.  17;  Memorials,  ed.  his 
Widow,  p.  269. 

A  very  acute  and  striking  theological 
writer  as  well  as  critic. — Ouphant,  Mar- 
garet 0.  W.,  1892,  The  Victorian  Age  of 
English  Literature,  p.  325. 

Although  his  manner  of  delivery  was 
somewhat  lifeless  and  uninteresting  owing 
to  weakness  of  voice,  the  matter  of  his  pro- 
fessorial lectures  were  excellent,  and  one  of 
his  best  works  consisted  of  a  course  de- 
livered to  graduates,  mostly  themselves 
engaged  in  tuition,  and  entitled  ''Ruling 
Ideas  in  early  Ages,  and  their  relation  to  the 
Old  Testament  Faith."— Greenhill,  W.  A. 
1894,  Dictionary  of  National  Biography,  vol. 
XXXIX,  p.  250. 


George  QilflLllan 

1813-1878 
Critic  and  essayist,  was  bom  in  the  pleasant  village  of  Comrie,  Perthshire,  where  his 
father,  who  wrote  under  the  nom  de  plume  of  "Leumas,"  his  own  Christian  name  spelt 
backwards,  was  a  minister  of  the  Secession  Church.  GilfiUan  himself  was  ordained  as 
minister  of  a  United  Presbyterian  congregation  in  Dimdee  in  1836,  where  he  remained  till 
his  death.  In  1846  he  collected  some  sketches  originally  written  for  his  friend  Thomas 
Aird's  paper,  the  Dumfries  Herald,  into  a  volume  called  "A  Gallery  of  Literary  Portraits." 
In  1843  he  published  a  sermon  on  ''Hades,  or  the  Unseen,"  which  gave  great  offence  to 
many  of  his  clerical  brethren,  as  seeming  to  admit  a  kind  of  purgatory  in  the  future  world; 
and  in  1869  a  book  on  **  Christian  Heroism, "  in  which  he  affirmed  that  the  standards  of  the 
Church  were  "Seen  now  to  contain  many  blunders."  Both  these  works  somewhat 
estranged  Mr.  Gilfillan  from  his  brethren,  and  it  was  some  time  before  he  could  satisfy 
them  of  his  orthodoxy.  In  1854  he  brought  out  "The  Grand  Discovery,  or  the  Father^ 
hood  of  God,"  followed  the  next  year  by  "The  Influence  of  Burns  on  Scottish  Poetry  and 
Song. "  Mr.  Gilfillan  was  the  author  of  numerous  other  works,  and  at  his  death  he  was  en- 
gaged on  the  "History  of  British  Poetry."  In  1881  appeared  some  of 'his  "Sketches, 
Literary  and  Theological,"  under  the  editorship  of  Mr.  Frank  Henderson,  M.  P.— Saot)- 
ERS,  Lloyd  C,  ed.  1887,  Celebrities  of  the  Century,  p.  481. 

PERSONAL 

His  funeral,  17  Aug.,  at  Balgay  cemetery, 
was  attended  by  a  procession  two  miles 
long.  Gilfillan's  many  friends  acknowl- 
edged that  success  never  spoilt  him,  and  all 
recognised  his  generosity  and  sincerity. 
Though  living  so  busy  a  life,  he  found  time 
in  vacations  for  much  foreign  travel. — Ebs- 
WORTH,  J.  W.,  1890,  Dictionary  of  National 
Biography,  vol.  xxi,  p.  351. 


GENERAL 
A  poor,  meritorious  Scotchman,  a  burgher 
minister  in  Dundee,  of  the  name  of  Gil- 
fillan, has  published  a  book— I  believe  at  his 


own  expense  too,  poor  fellow—under  the 
title  "Gallery  of  Literary  Portraits,"  or 
some  such  things;  and  is  about  sending,  as 
in  duty  bound,  a  copy  to  the  quarterly.  1 
know  not  whether  this  poor  book  ^ill  in 
the  least  lie  in  your  way ;  but  to  prevent  you 
throwing  it  aside  without  so  much  as  look- 
ing at  it,  I  write  now  to  bear  witness  that 
the  man  is  really  a  person  of  superior  parts; 
and  that  his  book,  of  which  I  have  read 
some  of  the  sections,  first  published  in  a 
country  newspaper  that  comes  to  me,  is 
worthy  of  being  looked  at  a  little  by  you, — 
that  you  may  decide  then,  with  cause 
shown,  whether  there  is  anything  to  be  done 
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with  it.  I  am  afraid  not  very  much!  A 
strange,  oriental,  scriptiiral  style;  full  of 
fervour,  and  crude  gloomy  fire— a  kind  of 
iypiuM  style.  However,  you  must  look  a 
little,  and  say.— Carlyijb,  Thomas,  1845, 
Letter  to  LockhaH,  Nov.  20;  The  Life  and 
Letters  of  John  Otbson  LockhaH,  ed.  Lang, 
vol.  n,  p.  240. 

With  all  due  charity,  and  largest  allow- 
ances for  his  peculiar  temperament,  we  must 
aver  that  Mr.  Gilfillan  is  the  most  flagrant 
example  of  the  ''episodical"  that  we  ever 
happened  upon.  No  leap  is  too  magnificent 
forhinL  Had  he  power  equal  to  Us  wish, 
he  would  swim  the  Hellespont,  and,  with- 
out taldng  breath,  hurry  up  the  loftiest  of 
the  Olympus,  and  then  at  a  boimd,  clear 
half  the  countnes  of  the  Orient,  and  alight 
on  the  snows  that  gird  the  mountains  of  the 
moon:  and  this,  for  pastime  merely,  while 
making  a  promenade  from  the  Tuileries  to 
the  Place  de  Vendome.  When  we  took  up 
his  book,  and  traced  him  through  the  sketch 
of  Jeffrey,  we  rather  liked  him;  but  after 
bearing  with  his  "sophomorics"  to  the 
sketch  of  Coleridge,  we  lost  all  patience,  and 
wrote  him  down  an  ass.  Yes,  poor  Dog- 
berry had  not  half  done  justice  to  himself 
had  he  been  George  Gilfillan.  Not  that  this 
same  writer  has  not  a  considerable  share  of 
a  certain  sort  of  genius,  ...  yet  so  vain  is 
he  and  "  protrusive, "  that  it  requires  a  large 
degree  of  Christian  charity  to  segregate  his 
faults  from  his  excellences,  and  give  the 
latter  their  full  weight  in  the  balance  of  our 
judgment.— Bacon,  R.  H.,  1847,  OiljUlan's 
Literary  Portraits,  American  Review,  vol.  5, 
p.  387. 

I  hear  that  you  have  had  the  misfortune 
to  be  publicly  praised  by  that  coxcomb  of 
coxcombs,  GUfillan.— Patmorb,  Coventry, 
1850,  Letter  to  William  AUingham. 

He  is  beyond  all  doubt,  one  of  those 
'^second-sighted''  men,  "who  see  a  sight  we 
cannot  see,  and  hear  a  voice  we  cannot 
hear."  ...  We  have  read  the  book,  which 
is  introduced  to  us  by  a  title  so  repulsive  to 
our  taste,  with  mingled  emotions.  There  are 
some  passages  in  it,  and  many  single  ex- 
pressions, which  convey  vivid  ideas,  and 
present  pleasing  images.  We  concede  to 
him  fancy,  imagination,  and  a  very  con- 
siderable acquaintance  with  sources  of 
poetical  iniagery.  But  these  are  not  the 
only  qualifications  that  are  needed,  to 
write  instructively  on  Hebrew  Poetry. 
...  We  go  to  that  garden  for  nutritious 


vegetables  and  salutary  fruits.  But  we  are 
presented  by  Mr.  Gilfillan  with  pretty  nose- 
gays and  splendid  boquets.  We  go  looking 
for  healthful  nourishment,  and  we  are  told 
to  lie  down  among  the  pinks  and  tulips  and 
jessamines  and  roses,  and  that  we  shall,  by 
so  doing,  be  better  satisfied  than  by  any 
common-place  affair  of  eating.  ...  We 
say  in  all  simplicity  and  earnestness,  that 
we  are  sorry  so  noble  a  theme  and  so  good  a 
design  should  be  so  painfully  marred  by 
glaring  conceits  and  accumulated  pretti- 
nesses.— Stuart,  Moses,  1851,  GUfillan's 
Bards  of  the  Bible,  North  American  Review, 
vol.  73,  pp.  240,  241,  258. 

Mr.  Nichol  of  Edinburgh  was  by  no  means 
fortunate  in  his  choice  of  an  editor  for  a 
series  of  the  English  poets,  when  he  selected 
this  gentleman  to  preface  every  volume 
with  "a  critical  dissertation."  He  is  well 
known  as  a  productive  and  very  lively 
author,  a  sort  of  literary  conjuror  in  the 
sober  walks  of  criticism,  who  never  appears 
without  a  blaze  of  fireworks  about  his  head. 
He  carries  what  is  called  fine  writing  to  an 
excess  which  quite  outdistances  the  usual 
range  of  sophomoric  effort  in  that  direction. 
Like  Sir  Hudibras, 

"For  rhetoric,  he  could  not  ope 
His  mouth,  but  out  there  flew  a  trope." 
He  is  a  standing  example  of  the  evil  of  pos- 
sessing too  much  fancy,  too  much  sublimity, 
too  much  excitability,  and  too  ready  a  com- 
mand of  the  English  and  Scottish  vocabu- 
laries. His  metephors  are  entirely  out  of 
proportion  with  the  necessities  and  fitnesses 
of  his  subjects.  There  are  quite  too  many  of 
them  to  be  genuine.  We  see  the  prettiness, 
and  admire  the  sparkle,  but  think  the  dis- 
play too  extensive  to  be  real.— Duyckinck, 
E.  A.,  1854,  Edward  Young,  North  Ameri- 
can Review,  vol.  79,  p.  270. 

He  possesses  one  of  the  most  dangerous  of 
arts  for  any  one  who  would  achieve  solid 
and  lasting  reputation,  —  that  of  great 
verbal  facUity,  approaching  to  conver- 
sational familiarity.  He  is  sometimes 
happy  in  his  metaphors  and  apt  in  his  allu- 
sions, but  is  more  likely  to  be  extravagant 
in  the  one  and  grotesque  in  the  other;  re- 
minding us  forcibly  of  the  bombast  and 
egotism  so  generally  observable  in  the  pre- 
vailing style  of  second-rate  American 
writers.  Mr.  Gilfillan  is  by  no  means  de- 
void of  talent;  and  it  is  well  worth  his  while 
by  a  course  of  wholesome  discipline  of  his 
natural  abilities,  to  correct  the  errors  of  a 
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critical  pen  which  sometimes  displays  more 
passion  than  judgment  and  more  vigour  of 
language  than  depth  of  thought.  .  .  . 
Whatever  other  charges  Mr.  Gilfillan's 
crities  may  bring  against  him,  he  certainly 
cannot  be  accused  of  indolence,  as,  in  addi- 
tion to  his  professional  duties,  he  contributes 
to  no  less  than  five  or  six  periodicals.  It  is 
no  slight  commendation—but  one  to  which 
lie  may  justly  lay  claim — that  a  high  moral 
purpose,  a  kindly  spirit,  and  a  hearty  ap- 
preciation of  the  good,  the  right,  and  the 
true,  are  prominent  characteristics  of  his 
writings.—ALLiBONE,  S.  Austin,  1854-58, 
A  Critical  Dictixmary  of  English  Literature 
ml  I,  p.  670. 

He  has  been  a  very  voluminous  writer,  but 
has  been  more  ambitious  of  quantity  in  his 
productions  than  of  quality.  A  dangerous 
facility  of  expression,  unrestrained  by  a 
severe  taste,  has  led  him  too  often  into 
what  certainly  approaches  bombast.— 
Hart,  John  S.,  1872,  A  Manual  of  English 
Literature,  p.  602. 

The  industry  of  Mr.  GQfillan  is  a  remark- 


able and  honourable  feature  in  his  char- 
acter; and  his  writings,  though  too  often 
disfigured  by  rash  judgments  and  a  gaudy 
rhetorical  style,  have  an  honest  warmth 
and  glow  of  expression  which  attests  the 
writer's  sincerity,  while  they  occasionally 
present  striking  and  happy  illustrations. 
Prom  his  very  unequal  pages,  many  felici- 
tous images  and  metaphors  might  be  se- 
lected.—Chambers,  Robert,  1876,  Cyda- 
pcedia  of  English  Literature,  ed.  Carrumrs, 
p.  215. 

Gilfillan's  glowing  papers,  always  elo- 
quent while  not  undiscriminating,  excited 
considerable  attention  in  their  contrast  to 
the  general  tameness  (occasionally  flavoured 
by  C3micism)  of  English  criticism.— Espin- 
ASSE,  Francis,  1893,  Literary  ReeoUee- 
tions  and  Sketches,  p.  373. 

Last  of  all,  "The  National  Bums,"  edited 
by  the  Rev.  George  GilfiUan  is  mainly  nota- 
ble for  the  GUfiUanism  of  its  gifted  Editor. — 
Henley,  William  Ernest,  and  Hender- 
son, Thomas  F.,  1896,  ed.  The  Poetry  of 
Robert  Bums,  vol,  n,  p.  290,  note. 


Richard  Henry  Dana 

1787-1879 
Richard  Henry  Dana,  the  Elder.  An  American  poet  and  essasdst;  bom  at  Cambridge, 
Mass.,  Nov.  15,  1787;  died  Feb.  2,  1879.  His  lectures  on  Shakespeare's  characters,  de- 
livered in  the  principal  cities  of  the  Atlantic  coast  (1839-40)  awakened  a  deep  public  in- 
terest. His  principal  poems  are:  "The  Change  of  Home"  (1824);  "The  Dying  Raven" 
(1825);  "The  Buccaneers"  (1827),  specially  noteworthy  for  its  magnificent  descriptions  of 
the  vicissitudes  of  ocean  scenery.  To  a  periodical  publication.  The  Idle  Man  (N.  Y.,  1821- 
22),  of  which  he  was  editor,  he  contributed  critical  papers  and  several  short  stories;  among 
them  "Paul  Fenton,"  and  "Edward  and  Mary."— Warner,  Charles  Dudley,  ed.  1897, 
Library  of  the  World* s  Best  Literature,  Biographical  Dictionary,  vol.  xxix.,  p.  130. 

light  only  a  few  days  before  his  death.  And 
so  I  found  him  the  youngest  old  man  I  have 
ever  met.  His  conversation  was  as  fresh  as 
salt-sea  spray;  it  was  racy;  it  sparkled.  I 
never  met  a  man  who  put  more  meaning 
into  words'.  .  .  .  His  religious  life,  if  less 
prominent  than  his  literary  life,  was  what 
was  chief  and  best  in  him.  He  took  the 
conservative  side  in  the  famous  contro- 
versy in  which  his  cousin.  Dr.  Channing, 
led  the  liberal  side.  His  opinions  were 
broad  and  strong;  they  were  his  own.  He 
was  not  satisfied  with  the  Calvinism  of  his 
day,  and  finally  found  his  home  in  the 
Episcopal  church,  in  which  communion  he 
henceforth  lived  and  in  which  he  died.  He 
was  one  of  the  original  founders  of  the 
Church  of  the  Advent,  and  as  long  as  it 


PERSONAL 
The  most  charming  way  to  see  Dana  was 
on  his  own  coast,  on  the  rocks,  under  a  gray 
sky,  as  the  small  black  figure  moved  slowly 
up  and  down  the  beach,  with  the  face  to  the 
sea.  ...  He  sat  beneath  his  portrait,  the 
work  of  William  M.  Hunt,  and  as  I  cast  my 
eyes  at  the  portrait  the  thought  came  that 
this  was  an  octogenarian,  but  as  he  drew  me 
into  conversation  upon  current  literatures  I 
could  not  but  feel  that  I  was  talking  with  a 
man  of  my  own  age.  To  one  who  was 
specially  intimate  with  him  he  recently  said 
"  I  never  remember  I  am  old.  I  feel  young." 
In  fact,  he  never  grew  old.  His  beard  grew 
to  be  silver  gray,  but  he  never  used  glasses, 
and  even  the  print  of  the  London  Guardian 
was  not  too  close  for  him  to  read  by  gas- 
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kept  to  its  old  position  was  warmly  at- 
tached to  it,  and  worshipped  there  to  the 
last.— Ward,  Julius  H.,  1879,  Richard 
Henry  Dana,  AtlanHc  Monthly,  vol.  43.  pp. 
522, 523, 524. 

He  was  under  the  usual  height,  broad- 
shouldered  but  slight,  stUl  holchng  himself 
tolerably  erect,  with  sight  and  hearing  un- 
impaired, his  eloquent  and  expressive  eyes 
undimmed,  and  his  pale  countenance  and 
fine  regular  features  presenting  a  mingled 
air  of  sadness  and  unmistakable  refinement, 
combined  with  the  sweet,  high-bom  courtesy 
of  the  old  school  of  gentlemen.  His  silvery 
hair,  reaching  to  his  shoulders,  and  his  full, 
flowing  beard  and  long  mustache  of  the  same 
color,  assisted  in  making  him  in  his  UnU 
entembU  one  of  the  finest  living  pictures 
that  I  have  ever  seen  of  noble  and  venerable 
age.  I  stood  in  the  presence  of  Richard 
Henry  Dana,  the  patriarch  of  American 
poets.  Although  over  ninety  years  of  age, 
he  was  still  in  the  possession  of  a  fair  meas- 
ure of  health  and  strength,  and  in  the  en- 
joyment of  a  serene  and  sunny  old  age. — 
Wilson,  Richard  Grant,  1879,  Richard 
Henry  Dana,  Seribnefi  Monthly,  vol.  18,  p. 
106. 

In  the  old  churchyard  of  his  native  town, 
And  in  the  ancestral  tomb  beside  the  wall, 
We  laid  him  in  the  sleep  that  comes  to  all. 
And  left  him  to  his  rest  and  his  renown. 
The  snow  was  falling,  as  if  Heaven  dropped 
down 
White  flowers  of  Paradise  to  strew  his  pall; — 
The  dead  around  him  seemed  to  wake,  and 
call 
His  name,  as  worthy  of  so  white  a  crown. 

— Longfellow,  Henry  Wadsworth,  1880, 
The  Burial  of  the  Poet,  Ultima  Thule,  p.  53. 

THE  BUCCANEER 
1827 
"The  Buccaneer,"  is  a  story  of  super- 
natural agency,  founded,  as  the  author  says 
in  his  Preface,  on  a  tradition  relating  to  an 
island  off  the  New  England  coast.  It  is  a 
narrative  of  a  murder  committed  by  a 
piratical,  hardhearted  man,  of  whom  the 
whole  island  stood  in  awe,  and  who  at  last 
comes  to  a  strange  and  horrible  end.  .  .  . 
The  incidents  are  strongly  conceived,  and 
brought  before  the  reader,  with  great  dis- 
tinctness of  painting.  It  seems  to  us,  how- 
ever, that  the  rough  brutality  of  the  Buc- 
caneer's character  is  sometimes  brought  out 
so  broadly,  as  to  have  rather  an  unpleasing 
effect.  Yet  nothing,  it  seems  to  us,  can  be 
better  in  its  way,  than  the  passage  in  which 


his  remorse  is  described,  after  it  had  finally 
mastered  and  subdued  his  spirit.— Brtant, 
William  Cullen,  1828,  Dana's  Poems, 
North  American  Review,  vol.  26,  pp.  243, 244. 

There  is  a  boldness  in  the  outline  of  this 
poem,  and  a  strength  of  conception  in  the 
incidents,  which  bespeak  genius  of  no  com- 
mon stamp.  The  elements  of  the  work  are 
of  a  description  to  put  to  a  rigorous  test  the 
powers  of  the  writer.  The  feelings  engen- 
dered in  the  darkest  recesses  of  the  human 
heart,  and  the  workings  of  the  stronger  and 
sterner  passions  of  our  nature,  demand 
great  boldness  m  the  mind  that  would  ex- 
plore then*  mysteries,  and  superior  skill  in 
the  hand  that  would  subdue  them  to  the  pur- 
poses of  poetry.  The  spirits  of  the  air  come 
not  at  the  bidding  of  common  mortals;  it  is 
only  the  potent  wand  of  the  true  enchanter 
which  can  summon  them  from  theu"  abodes 
and  command  them  to  do  his  pleasures. 
Mr.  Dana  has  approached  this  subject  evi- 
dently with  a  correct  appreciation  of  the 
daring  nature  of  his  attempt,  and  the  execu- 
tion of  his  task  indicates  a  careful  study  of 
his  materials.  His  subject  is  one,  which  in 
its  main  features,  has  been  turned  to  fre- 
quent use  in  poetry,  yet  he  has  treated  it  in 
a  manner  peculiarly  his  own.  .  .  .  The  most 
striking  effects  of  the  poem  relate  more  to 
the  manner,  than  the  matter.  There  is  an 
abruptness  in  the  progress  of  the  narrative, 
which  sometimes  appears  like  a  want  of  con- 
nection in  the  incidents,  as  if  the  minor  de- 
velopments, here  and  there,  yet  remained 
to  be  supplied.  The  style  is  remarkable  for 
its  plainness  and  severity;  it  has  no  labored 
elevation  or  brilliancy,  but  is  at  the  same 
time  neat  and  expressive.  The  language  is 
on  the  whole  in  good  keeping  with  the  sub- 
ject. Its  simplicity  is  well  adapted  to  the 
representation  of  vehement  passions,  and  is 
suited  to  the  service  and  naked  grandeur  of 
those  feelings  which  it  is  the  object  of  the 
narrative  to  depict.  Notwithstanding  the 
deficiency  of  ornament  in  the  style,  the  de- 
scriptions are  in  a  high  degree  striking  and 
picturesque.  —  Kettell,  Samuel,  1829, 
Specimens  oj  American  Poetry,  pp.  2, 3. 

The  characters  in  this  poem  are  not  elab- 
orately drawn  and  filled  out.  A  few  bold 
touches,  and  a  sketch  of  living  power  starts 
into  being  before  the  reader's  eye.  A  word, 
an  expression,  a  line,  open  deep  glances  into 
the  inmost  hiding-places  of  the  soul,  like  a 
flash  of  lightning  suddenly  let  in  upon  the 
recesses  of  some  gloomy  cavern.    On  these 
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daring  pencUlings,  if  we  may  be  allowed  a 
term  from  a  kmdred  art,  the  shading  of 
supernatural  incidents  is  made  to  fall  with 
startling  effect,  and  here  and  there  a  trait  of 
softest  light,  mingles  sweetly  with  the  gen- 
eral sternness  of  the  piece..  The  style  is  terse 
and  strong.  Few  words,  chosen  with  con- 
summate art,  and  constructed  with  singular 
power,  each  being  necessary  te  give  the  full 
meaning,  and  not  always  doing  that,  form 
its  leading  characteristic— FMiTON,  CoR- 
NEUTJS  Conway,  1834,  Dana's  Poems  and 
Prose  Writings,  Christian  Examiner,  vol.  15, 
p.  397. 

The  poetical  literature  of  our  country  can 
scarcely  be  said  to  have  a  longer  date  than 
that  of  a  single  generation.  Aa  a  matter  of 
fact,  the  very  fathers  of  it  are  still  living.  It 
really  commenced  with  Bryant's  "Thana- 
topsis"  and  Dana's  "Buccaneer."  The 
grave,  philosophic  tone,  chaste  simplicity  of 
language,  freedom  of  versification,  and 
freshness  and  truth  of  illustration,  which 
marked  the  former  poem,  and  the  terse  real- 
ism of  the  "Buccaneer,"  with  its  stem 
pictures  of  life  and  nature  drawn  with  few 
strokes  sharp  and  vigorous  as  those  of 
Retzsch's  outlines,  left  the  weak  imitators 
of  an  artificial  school  without  an  audience. 
— Whittier,  John  Greenleaf,  1875,  ed. 
Songs  of  Three  Centuries,  Preface,  p.  iv. 

"The  Buccaneer"  is  remarkable  for  its 
representation,  equally  clear,  of  external 
objects  and  internal  moods  of  thought  and 
passion.  In  one  sense  it  is  the  most  "ob- 
jective" of  poems;  in  another,  the  most 
•'subjective."  The  truth  would  seem  to  be 
that  Dana's  over-powering  conception  of 
the  terrible  reality  of  sin— a  conception  al- 
most as  strong  as  that  which  was  fixed  in 
the  imagination  of  Jonathan  Edwards— in- 
terferes with  the  artistic  disposition  of  his 
imagined  scenes  and  characters,  and  touches 
even  some  of  his  most  enchanting  pictures 
with  a  certain  baleful  light.— WrappLE,  Ed- 
win Percy,  1876-86,  American  Literature 
and  Other  Papers,  ed,  Whittier,  p.  40. 

"Dana's  imagination  has  none  of  the 
frisky  lightness  and  celerity  of  an  Ariel,  but, 
combining  something  of  the  wild  grandeur 
of  a  Salvator  with  the  imposing  darkness  of 
a  Rembrandt,  is  intent  upon  transferring  to 
his  sombre  canvas  the  effect  of  crime  to  be- 
get more  appalling  crime,  to  dry  up  the 
founts  of  human  feeling  in  the  soul,  to  blast 
the  springing  shoots  of  tenderness  and  man- 
liness and  honor  in  the  heart,  to  render  the 


man  more  cruel  as  he  becomes  more  cal- 
lous, to  banish  him  from  the  circle  of  hu- 
man sympathies  and  affections,  and  to  sep- 
arate him  from  the  companionship  of  his 
kind  by  the  solitariness  of  his  unparalleled 
atrocities,  till  he  becomes  unendurable  even 
to  himself;  and  at  last,  stung  by  the  ghost  of 
unbidden  memories,  prey^  upon  by  re- 
morse, and  maddened  by  spectral  fears  and 
terrors,  he  plunges  beneath  the  angry  waves 
of  black  despair."— Deshler,  Charles  D., 
1879,  Afternoons  with  the  Poets,  p.  277. 

"  The  Buccaneer, "  on  which  Dana's  repu- 
tation rests,  is  a  very  striking  and  graceful 
poem,  dealing  with  a  ghastly  story  of  crime 
on  the  high  seas  which  is  a  little  out  of  keep- 
ing with  a  style  as  cold  and  severe  as  that  of 
Akenside.  It  is  written,  moreover,  in  an 
unattractive  stanza,  of  which  this  is  an  ex- 
ample:— 

"A  sweet,  low  voice,  on  starry  nights, 
Chants  to  his  ear  a  plaining  song; 

Its  tones  come  windmg  up  the  heights, 
Telling  of  woe  and  wrong; 

And  he  must  listen,  till  the  stars  grow  dim, 

The  song  that  gentle  voice  doth  sing  to  him." 

But  the  poem  is  well  composed,  and  must  be 
judged,  not  by  the  standard  of  to-day,  but 
by  that  of  the  "Corsairs"  and  "Jacquelines" 
in  competition  with  which  it  was  written. 
In  Dana's  other  poems  he  shows  himself  a 
tamer  and  less  stately  Bryant,  always  grace- 
ful, and  sometimes  very  felicitous,  prefer- 
ring, however,  the  heroic  measure  to  Bry- 
ant's eighteenth-century  blank  verse. — 
GossE,  Edmund,  1879,  Mr.  Richard  Henry 
Dana,  Senior,  The  Academy,  vol.  15,  p.  144. 

In  depicting  the  strongest  human  feel- 
ings and  emotions,  such  as  avarice  and 
cruelty,  bravado  and  cowardice,  defiance 
and  remorse,  the  poem  possesses  a  certain 
power  that  both  fascinates  and  repels  the 
reader.  There  are  passages  of  remarkable 
beauty  that  are  almost  sublime,  yet  one 
finishes  its  perusal  with  the  feeling  that  the 
poet's  execution  falls  short  of  the  high  de- 
sign. There  is  a  lack  of  melody  in  spite  of 
its  elaborate  finish,  as  well  as  a  lack  of  those 
essentials  that  appeal  to  the  sympathies  of 
the  reader,  and  leave  indelible  impressions 
upon  his  memory.  It  is  neither  a  great  nor 
beautiful  poem.  .  .  .  The  great  Scotch 
critic  was  perhaps  correct  in  declaring,  '*We 
pronounce  it  by  far  the  most  powerful  and 
original  of  American  poetic  compositions." 
— Ondbrdonk,  James  L.,  1899-1901,  His- 
tory  of  American  Verse,  p.  124. 
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GENERAL 

Notwithstanding  the  cold  reception  it 
["  The  Idle  Man  "]  met  with  from  the  public, 
we  look  upon  as  holding  a  place  among  the 
first  productions  of  American  literature.  It 
will  be  referred  to  hereafter,  we  doubt  not, 
as  standing  apart  from  the  crowd  of  contem- 
porary writings,  and  distinguished  by  a 
character  of  thought  and  expression  pecu- 
liarly its  own.  .  .  .  He  seems  to  have  fixed 
his  attention  only  upon  what  he  thought, 
the  permanent  qualities  of  literatiu^,  and 
his  work  is  one  which  will  be  read  with  the 
same  pleasure  a  century  hence,  as  at  the 
present  time.  .  .  .  The  style  of  "The  Idle 
Man"  is  genuine  mother  English,  formed 
from  a  study  of  the  elder  authors  of  the 
language,  with  now  and  then  a  colloquial 
expression  of  the  humblest  kind,  elevated 
into  unexpected  dignity,  or  an  obsolete 
word  or  phrase  revived,  as  if  on  purpose  to 
excite  the  distaste  of  the  admirers  of  a 
stately  or  a  modernized  diction.  It  is  free 
from  all  commonplace  ornaments,  from  all 
that  multitude  of  stock  metaphors  and 
Ulustrations  which  have  answered  the  uses 
of  authors  from  time  immemorial.— Bry- 
ant, WiLUAM  CuLLEN,  1828,  Dana's  Poem, 
North  American  Review,  vol  26,  p.  239. 

In  attempting  to  compress  his  language 
he  is  sometimes  slightly  obscure,  and  his 
verse  is  occasionally  harsh,  but  never  feeble, 
never  without  meaning.  ...  All  the  writ- 
ings of  Dana  belong  to  the  permanent  liter- 
ature of  the  country.  His  prose  and  poetry 
will  find  every  year  more  and  more  readers. 
— Gmswold,  Rufus  Wilmot,  1842,  The 
Poets  and  Poetry  of  America,  p.  65. 

Mr.  Dana  is,  perhaps,  our  most  original 
poet.  No  American  productions,  with 
which  we  are  acquainted,  are  characterized 
by  such  intense  subjectiveness,  or  bear  so 
deep  an  impress  of  individuality,  as  those 
of  the  author  of  the  "  Buccaneer. "  We  feel 
in  reading  them,  that  the  inward  life  of  the 
man  has  found  utterance  in  the  rugged 
music  of  the  poet.  He  seems  never  to  have 
written  from  hearsay,  or  taken  any  of  his 
opinions  at  second-hand.  Perhaps  this  is 
to  be  attributed,  in  a  great  degree,  to  his 
habits  of  retirement.  ...  In  description, 
he  excels,  perhaps,  all  his  American  con- 
temporaries.— Whipple,  Edwin  Percy, 
1844,  Poets  and  Poetry  of  America,  Essays 
and  Reviews  vol.  I,  pp.  44,  46. 

I  fear,  owing  a  very  large  portion  of  his 
reputation  to  1^  quondam  editorial  connec- 


tion with  the  "North  American  Review."— 
PoE,  Edgar  Allan,  1846,  The  Literati, 
Works,  ed.  Stedman  and  Woodberry,  vol.  vin. 

Mr.  Dana  is  a  writer  of  great  purity  and 
power,  of  much  acuteness  and  el^ance  in 
other  walks  than  in  those  of  philosophic 
sentiment,  or  of  sentimental  description; 
but  in  those  he  is  a  master,  and  ranks  first 
among  his  contemporaries  and  country- 
men. He  has  vast  power  in  depicting  the 
struggles  of  the  darker  passjpns,  jealousy, 
hatred,  suspicion  and  remorse.  "Paul  Fel- 
ton"  has  touches  of  Byronic  force,  and  dis- 
closes a  similar  vein  to  that  so  fully  opened, 
and  with  such  popular  effect,  in  the  works 
of  Godwin  and  Charles  Brockden  Brown. 
In  "Paul  Felton,"  Mr.  Dana  has  exhibited 
power  in  depicting  passion,  as  well  as  senti- 
ment; and  the  same  criticism  applies  to  his 
"Thornton,"  though  in  a  much  inferior  de- 
gree. Yet  he  is  most  at  home  in  pictures  of 
domestic  life;  in  describing  the  charm  of 
home-scenes,  in  realizing  the  ideals  of  con- 
jugal felicity.  Strange  that  the  author  who, 
as  a  man,  is  so  enthusiastic  on  such  a  theme, 
should,  as  a  poet  (for  he  is  one,  as  much  in 
"Tom  Thornton"  and  "Paul  Felton,"  as  in 
the  "Buccaneer"),  delight  in  pictures  also  of 
gloom,  of  crime,  of  remorse.  ...  A  writer, 
equally  excellent  in  prose  and  poetry,  seems 
to  be  regarded  as  a  sort  of  intellectual  biga- 
mist. The  narrowness  of  vulgar  judgments 
will  no  more  allow  a  twofold  excellence  than 
the  law  will  allow  of  more  than  one  wedded 
wife.  It  is  hence,  perhaps,  the  poetry  of 
Dana  has  been  underrated.  His  prose  fic- 
tion is  so  powerful  and  fine,  his  criticism  so 
acute  and  searching,  his  moral  writing  so 
deep  and  subtle,  that  with  most  critics  his 
poetry  must  suffer  in  proportion.  Mr. 
Griswold  has  pointed  out  its  principal  de- 
fect, occasionsLl  harshness,  (almost  insepa- 
rable from  vigorous  earnestness),  while  he 
has  dwelt  justly  upon  its  depth  and  rich- 
ness of  thought  Mr.  Dana  is  essentially  a 
philosophic  poet,  with  perhaps  more  of 
thought  than  imagination;  a  reflective 
rather  than  a  creative  genius,  we  mean  in 
degree  and  relatively.  Most  of  his  poetry 
is  grave,  and  much  of  it  religious.  There 
is  a  spirituality  about  it,  highly  character- 
istic of  the  writer  and  the  man.  Do- 
mestic life,  and  childhood,  and  feminine 
purity,  are  his  favorite  and  frequent  themes. 
—Jones,  W.  A.,  1847,  The  Writings  and 
Literary  Character  of  R.  H.  Dana,  Amer- 
ican  Review,  vol.  5,  pp.  270,  271. 
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Here  comes  Dana,  abstractedly  loitering  along, 

Involved  in  a  paido-post  future  of  song, 

Who'll  be  going  to  write  what '11  never  be  writ- 
ten 

Till  the  Muse,  ere  he  thinks  of  it,  gives  him  the 
mitten, — 

Who  is  so  well  aware  of  how  things  should  be 
done. 

That  his  own  works  displease  him  before  they're 
begun, — 

Who  so  well  all  that  makes  up  good  poetry 
knows, 

That  the  best  of  his  poems  is  written  in  prose; 

All  saddled  and  bridled  stood  Pegasus  waiting, 

He  was  booted  and  spurred,  but  he  loitered  de- 
bating; 

In  a  very  grave  question  his  soul  was  im- 
mersed,— 

Which  foot  in  the  stirrup  he  ought  to  put  first, 

And,  while  this  point  and  that  he  judicially 
dwelt  on, 

He,  somehow  or  other,  had  written  Paul  Felton ; 

Whose  beauties  or  faults,  whichsoever  you  see 
there. 

You'll  allow  only  genius  could  hit  upon  either. 

That  he  once  was  the  Idle  Man  none  will  de- 
plore. 

But  I  fear  he  will  never  be  anything  more; 

The  ocean  of  song  heaves  and  glitters  before 
him. 

The  depth  and  the  vastness  and  longing  sweep 
o'er  him, 

He  knows  every  breaker  and  shoal  on  the  chart, 

He  has  the  Coast  Pilot  and  so  on  by  heart. 

Yet  he  spends  his  whole  life,  like  the  man  in  the 
fable. 

In  learning  to  swim  on  his  library  table. 

—Lowell,  Jambs  Russell,  1848,  A  Fabk 
far  CrUiet. 

There  are  a  simplicity  and  individuality 
about  Dana's  writings,  which  give  him  the 
decided  impress  of  being  a  man  of  more  or- 
iginality than  he  really  possesses.  There  is 
less  reliance  upon  foreign  sources  for  his 
subjects;  he  likewise  treats  them  in  a  man- 
ner of  his  own,  which  compels  the  reader  to 
respect  him  for  his  intention,  if  he  cannot 
applaud  him  for  the  successful  result  of  his 
experiment.— Powell,  Thomas,  1850,  The 
Living  Authors  of  America,  p.  248. 

The  contents  of  the  ''Idle  Man"  have 
b  ^n  long  known  to  the  lovers  of  Mr.  Dana's 
writings.  It  is  now  nearly  thirty  years  since 
that  little  publication  was  suspended,  and 
nearly  twenty,  since  its  stories  were  col- 
lected, together  with  the  poetry,  and  pub- 
lished in  a  single  duodecimo  volume.  The 
most  powerful  of  the  fiction  is  *Taul  Felton," 
—a  terrible  delineation  of  the  course  of  a 
highly  sensitive  and  educated  mind,  the 
victim  of  morbid  feelings,  perverting  the 


good  and  innocent  into  causes  of  suspicion 
and  jealousy,  and  dragged,  as  by  the  power 
of  fiends,  along  its  wretehed  path  of  misery 
to  murder,  exhaustion,  and  death.  To  de- 
pict such  scenes  demands  very  high  powers, 
— a  profound  insight  into  the  heart,  and  a 
certain  experience  of  the  sorrows  of  a  mor- 
bidly sensitive  mind.— Brown,  S.  G.,  1851, 
Dana's  Poems  and  Prose  Writings,  North 
American  Review,  vol.  72,  p.  131. 

Dana  was  really  the  first  poet  who  pos- 
sessed power  enough  to  delineate  the 
natural  peculiarities  of  his  country  and  to 
discover  the  romantic  treasures  lying  hid  in 
its  history.— Scherr,  J.,  1874,  A  History  of 
English  Literature,  tr.  M.  V.,  p.  300. 

The  life  of  Richard  Henry  Dana  has 
special  interest  for  all  Americans,  from  the 
circumstance  that  it  includes  the  entire 
literary  history  of  the  nation,  not  excepting 
Barlow's  "Vision  of  Columbus,"  which  ap- 
peared about  the  time  of  his  birth.  He  has 
seen  the  whole  achievement,  of  which  he  is 
an  honored  part.  His  own  contribution  to 
it  is  none  the  less  important,  because  so  un- 
obtrusively made.  He  has  never  been  one 
of  those  who  attach  themselves  to  the 
structure  as  a  flying  buttress,  or  seek  to 
shoot  aloft  at  an  ornate  and  conspicuous 
pinnacle;  but  when  we  examine  the  founda- 
tions, we  shdl  find  his  chisel-mark  on  many 
of  the  most  enduring  blocks. — Taylor, 
Bayaju),  1877,  Richard  Henry  Dana,  Essays 
and  Notes,  p.  278. 

The  general  impression  which  the  poetry 
of  Richard  Henry  Dana  leaves  upon  the 
mind  is  that  he  is  not  so  much  a  poet  as  a 
man  of  vigorous  intellect  who  had  deter- 
mined to  be  a  poet,  and  that  he  reached 
this  determination  too  late  in  life.  He  moves 
like  one  who  is  shackled  by  his  measures, 
whether  they  are  simple,  as  in  "The  Buc- 
caneer," or  of  a  higher  order,  as  in  "The 
Husband  and  Wife's  Grave"  and  "The 
Dying  Raven."  The  literary  career  of 
Richard  Henry  Dana  may  be  said  to  have 
practically  ended  with  the  publication  of 
the  little  volume  containing  "The  Buc- 
caneer" (1827),  though  he  after^^ard  added 
to  it  as  many  more  poems  as  were  con-  . 
tained  therein  (nine  in  all),  and  brought  out 
a  collected  edition  of  his  works  in  two 
volumes.— Stoddard,  Richard  Henry, 
1879,  Richard  Henry  Dana,  Harper's  Maga- 
zine, vol.  58,  p.  775. 

Brown's  influence  is  apparent  in  two 
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novels  of  Richard  Henry  Dana,  "Tom 
Thornton"  and  "Paul  Felton,"  in  which 
a  more  graceful,  if  still  somewhat  abrupt, 
style  is  employed,  with  almost  equal  vigour, 
if  inferior  originality,  to  illustrate  similar 
monstrosities  of  character,  on  the  basis  of 
inddents  almost  equally  unnatural,  and 
directed  to  a  moral  purpose  with  such  in- 
tensity that  they  are  said  to  have  rather 
frightened  than  amused  their  readers.— 
NiCHOL,  John,  1882-85,  Ajneriean  lAter- 
ature,  p.  162. 

The  reader  will  not  go  to  Dana  for  any 
original  work  in  prose.  He  was  a  reader  and 
lover  of  books,  and  brought  good  ones  to 
America;  wrote  about  them  in  the  "Re- 
view;" and,  with  the  Channings — who  were 
his  cousins— with  the  Everetts,  and  Sparkses 
and  Walkers,  made  a  good  centre  about 
which  a  new  literary  culture  formed  itself; 
but  after  the  literature  began  to  grow,  he 
was  easily  distanced  by  the  young  men  who 
reverenced  and  outgrew  him.  Except  for 
that  rare  and  brilliant  genius,  William  El- 
lery  Channing,  brought  up  in  part  like  him- 
self in  Newport,  he  was  the  oldest  of  the 
group  that  welcomed  Wordsworth  and  the 
"Lake"  people,  and  blessed  them  because 
they  loved  Nature— the  only  poetical  thing, 
except  his  fireside  and  his  liberty,  which  the 
New  Englander  then   found  to   love.— 


Morse,  James  Herbert,  1887,  JZtcAord 
Henry  Dana,  Sr.,  The  Critic,  vol.  11,  p.  239. 

His  poems,  published  in  1827,  under  the 
title  of "  The  Buccaneer,  and  Other  Poems," 
were  too  psychological  to  be  popular:  but 
they  picture  with  striking  vividness  both 
the  outward  and  the  inward  world,  and 
show  a  truly  Calvinistic  conception  of  the 
reality  of  sin.  Their  power  is  greater  than 
their  art:  and  their  beauty  is  overshadowed 
by  their  gloom.  Dana  was  one  of  those  men 
who  gave  glimpses  of  powers  apparently 
equal  to  any  achievement,  but  who  never 
—for  whatever  reason— achieve  quite  what 
is  expected  of  them.— Hawthorne,  Julian, 
AND  Lemmon,  Leonard,  1891,  American 
Literature,  p.  116. 

Wrote  better  prose  than  verse.  "The 
Buccaneer"  is  based  on  a  finely  poetical 
sea-superstition,  but  is  awkwardly  told; 
all  his  poems  seem  manufactured,  and  most 
are  dull.  His  reviews  of  Brown,  Irving,  and 
others,  in  The  North  American,  are  sensible, 
and  the  style  is  clear  and  strong.  The  tales, 
"Tom  Thornton"  and  "Paul  Felton"  (in 
his  periodical,  The  Idle  Man,)  have  con- 
siderable power,  although  the  didactism  of 
the  first  is  too  obvious  and  the  second  is  a 
rather  violent  imitation  of  Brown. — Bron- 
80N,  Walter  C,  1900,  A  Short  History  of 
American  LdteratVTe,  p.  170. 


Williani  Lloyd  Q-arrison 

1805-1879 
Journalist  and  abolitionist,  was  bom  at  Newburyport,  Mass.,  December  10, 1805.  He 
was  apprenticed  to  the  printer  of  the  "Newburyport  Herald,"  and  at  seventeen  began  to 
write  for  it.  In  1824  he  became  editor  of  the  "Herald,"  and  in  1829  joint  editor  of  the 
"Genius  of  Universal  Emancipation,"  published  in  Baltimore.  The  vigorous  expression 
of  his  anti-slavery  views  led  to  his  imprisonment  for  libel;  but  friends  paid  his  fine.  He 
delivered  emancipation  lectlu^es  in  New  York  and  other  places,  and  returning  to  Boston,  in 
1831  started  the  "Liberator,"  a  paper  which  he  carried  on  until  slavery  was  abolished  in 
the  United  States.  For  the  first  few  years  he  was  constantly  threatened  with  assassina- 
tion and  prosecution,  and  was  even  subjected  to  personal  violence,  but  he  persevered.  In 
1833, 1846,  and  1848  he  visited  Great  Britain,  and  on  his  first  return  organised  the  Anti- 
slavery  Society,  of  which  he  was  president.  In  1865,  after  the  total  abolition  of  slavery, 
Garrison's  friends  presented  him  with  30,000  dollars.  He  died  at  New  York,  24th  May 
1879.  He  published  "Sonnets  and  Other  Poems"  (1847).  See  Lives  by  his  children  (4 
vols.  1885-89;  new  ed.  1893),  Johnson  (1881,)  Grimke  (1891),  and  (Joldwin  Smith  (1892). 
—Patrick  and  Groome,  ed$.,  1897,  Chaniben's  Biographical  Dictionary,  p.  397. 


PERSONAL 

Champion  of  those  who  groan  beneath 

Oppression's  iron  hand: 
In  view  of  penury,  hate,  and  death, 

I  see  thee  fearless  stand. 
Still  bearing  up  thy  lofty  brow. 

In  the  steadfast  strength  of  truth, 


In  manhood  sealing  well  the  vow 
And  promise  of  thy  youth. 

— WHTmER,  John  Grebnleaf,  1833,  To 
W.  L.  G. 

The  haters  of  Garrison  have  lived  to  re- 
joice in  that  grand  world-movement  which, 
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«very  age  or  two,  casts  out  so  masterly  an 
agent  for  good.  I  cannot  speak  of  that 
gentleman  without  respect.  —  Emerson, 
Ralph  Waldo,  1844,  Journal;  A  Memoir 
of  Ralph  Waldo  Emenon^  ed.  Cabot,  vol.  n, 
f,  430. 
In  a  small  chamber,  friendless  and  unseen, 

Tolled  o'er  his  types  one  poor,  unlearned 
young  man; 
The  place  was  dark,  unfumitured,  and  mean; — 

Yet  there  the  freedom  of  a  race  began.  .  . 
O  small  beginnings,  ye  are  great  and  strong. 

Based  on  a  faithful  heart  and  weariless  brain  I 
Ye  build  the  future  fair,  ye  conquer  wrong, 

Ye  earn  the  crown,  and  wear  it  not  in  vain. 

—Lowell,  James  Russell,  1848,  To  W.  L. 
Garrison. 

He  never  trilBed,  made  no  account  of 
^harp  points  or  minute  particulars,  was  sel- 
dom humorous,  not  oft^n  sarcastic,  and 
«ared  little  for  studied  phrases.  Although, 
to  the  surprise  of  most  men,  probably, 
there  are  more  epigrammatic  and  pithy  say- 
ings in  his  speeches— ''hits,"  as  Brougham 
somewhat  irreverently  calls  such  bursts — 
mots  which  will  pass  into  literature— than 
can  be  culled  from  the  orations  of  Webster. 
His  tone  was  that  of  a  grave  and  serious  in- 
dictment; his  whole  soul  freighted  his  words. 
Entirely  forgetting  himself,  an  intense 
earnestaess  melted  everyone  into  the  hot 
current  of  his  argument  or  appeal,  and  the 
influence,  strong  at  the  moment,  haunted  the 
hearer  afterward,  and  was  doubled  the 
next  day.  He  was  master  of  a  style  of  sing- 
ular elevation  and  dignity.  Windham  said 
the  younger  Pitt  "Could  speak  a  king's 
speech  off-hand. "  So  far  as  dignity  of  tone 
was  concerned.  Garrison  could  have  done  it. 
No  American  of  our  day  could  state  a  case, 
or  indite  a  public  document,  with  more 
wary  circumspection,  impressive  serious- 
ness, or  grave  dignity  than  he  could.  The 
''Declaration  of  Sentiments"  by  the  con- 
vention which  formed  the  American  Anti- 
slavery  Society,  and  that  Society's  state- 
ment of  its  reasons  for  repudiating  the 
United  States  Constitution,  have  a  breadth, 
dignity,  and  impressive  tone  such  as  are 
found  in  few,  if  any,  of  our  state  papers 
since  the  Revolution,  when  Dickinson,  Jay, 
Hamilton,  and  Adams  won  such  emphatic 
pnuse  from  Lord  Chatham.  —  Philups, 
Wendell,  1879,  NorOi  American  Review, 
vol.  129,  p.  150. 

He  sbuids  out  in  the  same  distinct  re- 
lief among  his  contemporaries  as  against  his 
predecessors;  for  while  others  of  his  own 


party  equaled  or  surpassed  him  in  genius, 
wit,  eloquence,  personal  attractiveness,  so- 
cial position,  ingenuity  of  attack,  brilliancy 
of  defense;  yet  by  his  clearness  and  integ- 
rity of  nature  he  surpassed  them  aU,  and 
was  the  natural  leader  of  all.  However 
keen  others  might  be  in  moral  discern- 
ment, he  was  keener;  however  ably  others 
might  deal  with  a  sophist,  his  exposition 
was  sure  to  be  the  most  cogent  and  con- 
vincing. To  preserve  this  mastery  among 
his  associates  he  used  no  manoeuvres,  ex- 
erted no  devices,  asked  no  favors.  He  never 
attitudinized,  and  he  never  evaded;  but  his 
power  in  his  own  circle  was  as  irresistible  as 
the  law  of  gravitation.  He  was  never  hur- 
ried or  disconcerted  or  even  vexed;  indeed, 
he  did  not  expend  himself  on  special  con- 
tests or  fret  about  particular  measures. 
Where  others  fought  to  win  he  simply  bore 
his  testimony,  which  in  the  end  proved  the 
path  to  winning.  I  well  remember  how,  at 
the  height  of  some  fugitive-dave  case,  when 
it  seemed  to  his  associates  as  if  the  very 
gate  of  freedom  turned  on  keeping  that 
particular  slave  from  bondage,  he  would  be 
found  at  his  compositor's  desk— for  he  al- 
ways set  up  his  own  editorials— as  equable 
as  ever,  and  almost  provokinglyrUndisturbed 
by  the  excitement  of  that  fleeting  hour.— 
HiGGiNsoN,  Thomas  Wentworth,  1885, 
WiUiam  Lloyd  Garrison,  Century  Magazine, 
vol  30,  p.  588. 

I  never  saw  my  father  draw  even  a  dia- 
gram, and  he  had  not  the  least  training  in 
drawing;  yet  his  penmanship  was  hand- 
some, and  wonderfully  persistent  in  its  uni- 
formity. It  was  always,  however,  very 
labored  and  inflekible,  and  latterly  he  wrote 
much  in  pencil,  having  begun  with  quills, 
then  taken  to  steel  nibs,  and  sometimes  used 
a  gold  pen.  .  .  .  His  ambidextrousness 
abided  with  him  to  the  end:  he  shaved  him- 
self with  great  facility,  using  either  hand;  at 
table  he  held  tus  knife  in  his  left.  He  was 
what  would  be  called  a  handy  man  about 
the  house,  though  not  fertile  in  contri- 
vances. He  hung  the  window-«hades  and  the 
pictures  — the  latter  with  a  good  eye  to 
symmetry,  squareness,  and  general  effect. 
He  helped  in  everything.  ...  He  had 
neither  a  Scientific  nor,  strictiy  speaking,  a 
poetic  love  of  nature.  He  had  no  botanical 
knowledge  whatever,  and  small  cognizance 
of  the  varieties  of  trees  or  flowers.  A  soli- 
tary walk  in  the  country  could  hardly  have 
been  congenial  to  him,  at  least  as  an 
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habitual  diversion.  .  .  .  My  father's  love  of 
pets  never  forsook  him — or,  rather,  of  cats: 
towards  dogs  he  had  an  aversion.  .  .  .  The 
love  of  a  pretty  face  was  inextinguishable 
in  my  father.  It  pleased  him,  as  it  does 
many  a  man,  more  than  any  other  beauti- 
ful thing  in  nature.  His  sesthetic  sense  in 
general  was  uncultivated,  but  it  would  have 
repaid  cultivating.  He  had  a  great  fond- 
ness for  pictures,  with  but  little  artistic  dis- 
crimination, his  modest  purchases  being 
often  dictated  by  pure  sentiment.  His 
visit  to  the  Louvre  gave  him  pleasure,  in 
spite  of  much  that  seemed  to  him  rubbish, 
while  the  scenes  of  gory  battle  canvases  at 
Versailles  offended  bis  moral  sensibilities. 
He  took  real  delight  and  lingered  long  in  the 
art  section  of  the  Paris  Exposition  of  1867, 
of  which  he  especially  enjoyed  the  statuaiy 
where  the  intent  was  chaste.  It  fell  to  his 
lot  to  befriend  artists  among  other  strug- 
gling and  impecunious  fellow-lyings,  and  his 
charity  to  them  was  undoubt^y  rein- 
forced by  his  love  of  art.  To  music  he  was 
attuned  from  infancy,  and  he  never  ceased 
to  sing.— Garrison,  Wendell  Philups, 
1889,  William  Uoyd  Garrison,  The  Story  of 
his  Life  Told  by  his  Children,  pp.  309,  311, 
312. 

I  was  a  frequent  visitor  at  the  home  of 
William  Lloyd  Garrison  [1844].  Though  he 
had  a  prolonged  battle  to  fight  in  the  rough 
outside  world,  his  home  was  always  a  haven 
of  rest.  Mrs.  Garrison  was  a  sweet-tem- 
pered, conscientious  woman,  who  tried, 
under  all  circumstances,  to  do  what  was 
right.  She  had  sound  judgment  and  rare 
common  sense,  was  tall  and  fine-looking, 
with  luxuriant  brown  hair,  large  tender 
blue  eyes,  delicate  features,  and  affable 
manners.  They  had  an  exceptionally  fine 
family  of  five  sons  and  one  daughter.  Fanny, 
now  the  wile  of  Henry  Villard,  the  financier, 
was  the  favorite  and  pet.  All  the  children, 
in  their  maturer  years,  have  fulfilled  the 
promises  of  their  childhood.  Though  al- 
ways in  straitened  circumstances,  the  Gar- 
risons were  very  hospitable.  It  was  next  to 
impossible  for  Mr.  Garrison  to  meet  a  friend 
without  inviting  him  to  his  house,  especially 
at  the  close  of  a  convention.— Stanton, 
EiJZABETH  Cady,  1897,  Eighty  Years  and 
More,  p.  128. 

It  happened  that  I  met  hini  at  one  of 
Parker's  Sunday  evenings  at  home.  I  soon 
felt  that  this  was  not  the  man  for  whom  I 
had  cherished  so  great  a  distaste.     Gentle 


and  unassuming  in  manner,  with  a  pleasant 
voice,  a  benevolent  countenance,  and  a  sort 
of  glory  of  sincerity  in  his  ways  and  words,  I 
codd  only  wonder  at  the  falsehoods  that  I 
had  heard  and  believed  concerning  him. — 
Howe,  Julia  Ward,  1899,  Reminiscences, 
1819-1899,  p.  153. 

There  never  was  a  more  benevolent  face 
than  William  Lloyd  Garrison's.  He  had  a 
kindly  eye,  a  winning  smile,  a  gentleness  of 
way,  a  crisp,  straightforward  way  of  talk- 
ing, and  a  merciless  movement  in  straight 
lines  of  thought.  —  Pond,  Major  James 
Burton,  1900,  Eceentrieities  of  Genius, 
p.  13. 

GENERAL 
Next,  your  turning  Author.  You  have 
no  doubt  read  and  heard  the  fate  of  such 
characters,  that  they  generally  starve  to 
death  in  some  garret  or  place  that  no  one  in- 
habits; so  you  may  see  what  fortune  and 
luck  belong  to  you  if  you  are  of  that  class  of 
people.  Secondly,  you  think  your  time  was 
wisely  spent  while  you  was  writing  political 
pieces.  I  cannot  join  with  you  there,  for 
had  you  been  searching  the  scriptures  for 
truth,  and  praying  for  direction  of  the  holy 
spirit  to  lead  your  mind  into  the  path  of 
holiness,  your  time  would  have  been  far 
more  wisely  spent,  and  your  advance  to  the 
heavenly  world  more  rapid.  But  instead  of 
that  you  have  taken  the  Hydra  by  the  head, 
and  now  beware  of  his  mouth;  but  as  it  is 
done,  I  suppose  you  think  you  had  better 
go  and  seek  the  applause  of  mortals.  But, 
my  dear  L.,  lose  not  the  favour  of  God;  have 
an  eye  single  to  his  glory,  and  you  will  not 
lose  your  reward.  —  Garrison,  Fannt 
Lloyd,  1823,  Letter  to  William  Lloyd  Garri- 
son, June  3. 

Garrison  is  so  used  to  standing  alone  that, 
like  Daniel  Boone,  he  moves  away  as  the 
world  creeps  up  to  him,  and  goes  farther 
into  the  wilderness.  He  considers  every 
step  a  step  forward,  though  it  be  over  the 
edge  of  a  precipice.  But,  with  all  his  faults 
(and  they  are  the  faults  of  his  position),  he 
is  a  great  and  extraordinary  man.  His 
work  may  be  over,  but  it  has  been  a  great 
work.  Posterity  will  forget  his  hard  words 
and  remember  his  hard  work.  I  look  upon 
him  already  as  an  historical  personage,  as 
one  who  is  in  his  niche.  You  say  it  is  a  merit 
of  Theodore  Parker's  letter  that  there  is  no 
"  Garrisonism  "  in  it.  Why,  it  is  full  of  Gar- 
risonism  from  one  end  to  the  other.     But 
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for  Garrison's  seventeen  years'  toil,  the  book 
had  never  been  written.  I  love  you  (and 
love  includes  respect);  I  respect  Garrison 
(respect  does  not  include  love).  There  never 
has  been  a  leader  of  Reform  who  was  not 
also  a  blackguard.  Remember  that  Garri- 
son was  so  long  in  a  position  where  he  alone 
was  right  and  all  the  world  wrong,  that 
such  a  position  has  created  in  him  a  habit  of 
mind  which  may  remain,  though  circum- 
stances have  wholly  changed.— Lowell, 
James  Russell,  1848,  To  C.  F.  Briggs, 
Marek  26;  Letters,  ed.  Norton,  vol  I,  p.  125.  • 

Garrison  will  be  recognised  hereafter,  not 
only  as  at  present,— as  the  Moses  of  the  en- 
slaved race,  leading  them  out  of  their  cap- 
tivity,—but  as  more  truly  the  founder  of 
the  Republic  than  Washington  himself.— 
Martineau,  Harriet,  1855-77,  Auto- 
biography,' ed.  Chapman,  vol.  i,  p.  373. 

We  ought  to  rejoice  that  he  whose  life  has 
just  closed  has  left  to  us  an  example  grand 
like  the  hill-tops  against  a  clear  evening 
sky.  It  stands  out  to  be  a  guide  and  direc- 
tion to  all  of  us  who  come  after  him.  I  can 
think  of  no  funeral  in  the  history  of  the 
world  where  those  left  behind  had  so  much 
reason  to  rejoice.  When  we  look  back  over 
his  life  of  more  than  three-score  years  and 
ten,  and  see  it  filled  with  beneficient  work,  a 
work  that  leaves  its  mark  on  this  age  and  on 
the  ages  to  come,— it  seems  to  me,  instead 
of  sorrowing  we  can  rejoice  that  this  ex- 
ample is  left  us.  With  the  full  possession  of 
his  powers,  this  friend  has  completed  his 
work.— Stone,  Lucy,  1879,  Tributes  to 
William  Lloyd  Garrison  at  the  Funeral  Ser- 
vices, May  28,  p.  17. 

If  America  had  produced  no  other  men  of 
action  besides  Washington  and  Garrison, 
she  would  have  gained  the  right  to  place 
these  men  amongst  the  very  greatest  of  the 
race.  Garrison  is  one  of  those  men  who 
have  shown  forth  the  living  power  of  that 
religion  which  holds  the  Bible  as  the  charter 
of  human  liberty  and  the  source  of  our  di- 
vinest  hopes.  He  gained  his  influence  over 
men  through  the  appeal  which  he  made  to 
their  consciences  as  believers  in  that  Book. 
He  was  a  moral  reformer  to  the  end,  and 
during  many  years  of  the  struggle  left  such 
of  his  friends  as  were  inclined,  to  wage  the 
battle  in  the  political  arena.  As  for  him,  his 
arguments,  his  inspiration,  and  bis  en- 
coiu*agement  were  drawn  from  sources  to 
which  the  politician  might,  or  might  not 
choose  to  repair.    That  single-hearted,  in- 


trepid, clear-eyed  printer's  boy,  fastening 
his  heart  upon  high  enterprises,  looks,  to 
our  mind,  far  greater  than  a  Hannibal  or  a 
Wellington;  and  only  those  who  have  been 
the  greatest  benefactors  of  the  poor,  the 
weary,  and  the  sad,  have  a  right  to  be  men- 
tioned beside  him  when  the  story  of  his 
brave  life  is  recalled  for  the  instruction  and 
encouragement  of  mankind.  —  Dorling, 
WiLUAM,  1880,  William  Lloyd  Garrison, 
The  Modem  Review,  vol.  1,  p.  374. 

"An  Appeal  to  South  Carolina,"  tells  the 
real  story  of  the  time  to  an  intelligent  reader 
and  is  historically  significant.  Mr.  Garri- 
son, as  author  of  the  pamphlet,  comes  be- 
fore us  as  a  narrator  of  plain  facts,  revealing 
virtually  the  growth  of  this  South-Caroli- 
nian element,  and  prophetic  of  startling  is- 
sues: hence  it  seemed  to  me  that  we  should 
accept  the  two  sets  of  facts  with  their  par- 
ticular meanings,  discriminating  between 
good  and  evil,  and  avoid  confounding  things 
that  differ.  In  view  of  this  state  of  things, 
it  must  be  evident,  even  to  the  youngest 
reader,  that  when  Mr.  Garrison,  through 
"The  Liberator,"  denouncing  slaveholding 
as  a  sin  against  God  and  humanity,  called 
upon  the  nation  for  repentance  of  that  sin, 
and  immediate  abjuration  of  it,  there  was  a 
power  of  truth  and  right  in  his  appeal  that 
touched  millions.— Hague,  William,  1887, 
Life  Notes,  p.  152. 

He  wrote  poetry  throughout  his  marvel- 
ous career,  and  some  of  his  sonnets  are 
hardly  excelled  in  depth  of  feeling  and  poetic 
beauty.— Perley,  Sidney,  1889,  The  Poet$ 
of  Essex  County  Massachusetts,  p.  58. 

"I  began  the  publication  of  the  'Libera 
ator'  without  a  subscriber,  and  I  end  it — it 
gives  me  unalloyed  satisfaction  to  say — 
without  a  farthing  as  the  pecuniary  result  of 
the  patronage  extended  to  it  during  thirty- 
five  years  of  imremitted  labors."  These 
were  Garrison's  words  when  he  brought  his 
editorship  to  a  close.  The  contrast  is  curi- 
ous between  the  barrenness  of  the  Aboli- 
tionist journalism  and  the  immensely  profit- 
able circulation  of  the  Abolitionist  novel. — 
Smith,  Gold  win,  1892,  The  MoralCrusader, 
William  Lloyd  Garrison,  p.  193. 

The  writings  of  Garrison,  although  very- 
voluminous,  would  not  in  themselves  give 
their  author  literary  distinction.  They  were 
simply  a  means  te  an  end,  a  by-product 
from  a  career  devoted  fixedly  to  the  accom- 
plishment of  a  great  purpose.    His  ringing 


GARRISON— TURNER 


161 


orations  and  scathing  paragraphs  are  now 
as  dead  as  the  issue  that  called  them  forth. 
Yet  Garrison  will  ever  hold  a  high  place  in 
the  history  of  American  thought  and  liter- 
ature.   While  it  is  yet  too  early  to  estimate 


the  true  ejctent  of  his  influence  on  the  spirit 
of  his  times,  it  can  with  safety  be  said  that 
this  influence  was  widespread  and  vital. — 
Pattee,  Fred  Lewis,  1896,  A  Hiitory  of 
American  Ldteraiure,  p,  326. 


Chiarle's  Tennyson  Turner 

1808-1879 
Bom,  at  Somersby,  Lines.,  1808.  Educated  at  Louth  Grammar  School  till  1820;  at 
home,  1820-28.  Matric,  Trin  Coll.,  Camb.,  1828;  Bell  Scholarship,  1828;  B.  A.,  1832. 
Ordained  Deacon,  1835.  Curate  of  Tealby,  1835.  Vicar  of  Grasby,  Lines.,  1835-79. 
Married  Louisa  Sellwood,  1837.  Took  additional  surname  of  Turner,  on  succeeding  to 
estate  of  his  great-uncle,  1838.  Contrib.  poems  to  "Macmillan's  Mag., "  1860.  Died,  at 
Cheltenham,  25  April  1879.  Works:  "Poems  by  Two  Brothers"  (with  Alfred  and  Fred- 
wick  Tennyson),  1829;  "Songs  and  Fugitive  Keces,"  1830;  "Sonnets,"  1864;  "Sonneta, 
Lyrics,  and  Translations, "  1873.  Poithuntous:  '*  Collected  Sonnets,  old  and  new, "  1880.— 
Sharp,  R.  Fabquharson,  1897,  A  Dictionary  of  English  Authors,  p.  278. 

and  inspired  strains  which  wUl  probably 
take  place  hereafter,  many  of  them,  among 
the  memorable  utterances  of  our  time.    He 
was  always  original;  his  thoughts  and  lan- 
guage, both,  were  always  his  own,  whether 
they  had  been  used  by  others  or  not;  and 
his  range  was  wide.— Spbdding,  James, 
1879,  Charles  Tennyson  Turner,  Nineteenth 
Century,  vol.  6.  pp.  467, 470. 
With  wreaths  of  love  we  crown  thy  natal  day, 
Though  thou  hast  vanished  from  thy  fellowmen, 
The  sweet  voice  silenced,  and  the  ready  pen, 
With  all  it  might  have  painted,  put  away. 
Never  again  to  us  will  light-winged  lay 
New  beauties  waft,  caught  by  the  subtle  ken, 
Nor  to  our  longing  ears  ever  again 
New  music  from  thy  cunning  harp  will  stray. 
But  still  thy  gentle  presence  seems   to  brood 
O'er  the  dim  distance  of  the  azure  wold, 
O'er  summer  cornfield,  and  o'er  lonely  wood: 
Still  in  thy  books  conununion  I  can  hold 
With  all  that  is  most  lovely,  true,  and  good, 
And  feel  thy  spirit  stir  me  as  of  old. 

—Wilton,  Richard,  1879,  In  Memory  of 
Charles  Tennyson  Turner,  July  4. 

A  mere  obituary  sketch  scarcely  admits 
of  detail,  otherwise  many  anecdotes  might 
be  told  of  his  delight  in  his  garden,  of  his 
fondness  for  his  dogs,  of  his  training  his 
horses  to  obey  his  voice  rather  than  rein  or 
whip,  and  of  his  playful  gentleness  with 
children.  No  one,  however,  who  reads  his 
poems,  can  well  fail  to  perceive  the  ''alma 
beata  e  bella''  breathing  through  them ;  and 
those  who  best  knew  him  feel  that  in  these 
he  almost  lives  again  as  he  was  in  his  daily 
life.  Yet,  when  I  talked  with  him  a  year 
ago,  nothing  of  what  he  had  written  seemed 
to  me  to  represent  in  full  measure  that  sim- 
plicity of  the  man— at  once  childlike  and 


PERSONAL 

Midnight — in  no  midsunmier  tune 

The  breakers  lash  the  shores : 
The  cuckoo  of  a  joyless  June 

Is  calling  out  of  doors : 
And  thou  hast  vanished  from  thine  own 

To  that  which  looks  like  rest. 
True  brother,  only  to  be  known 

By  those  who  love  thee  best. 
Midnight — ^and  joyless  June  gone  by, 

And  from  the  deluged  park 
The  cuckoo  of  a  worse  July 

Is  calling  thro'  the  dark; 
But  thou  art  silent  undei^ground, 

And  o'er  thee  streams  the  rain, 
True  poet,  surely  to  be  found 

When  Truth  is  foimd  again. 

—Tennyson,   Alfred,    1879,   Midnight, 
June  30. 

His  ideal  was  high,  his  opinion  of  himself 
low;  he  was  not  stunulated  to  self-assertion 
by  any  disputes  or  jealousies— if  he  ever 
thought  ill  of  anybody  but  himself  (which  I 
doubt),  he  never  acted  upon  the  thought:— 
in  such  cases  a  sensitive  mind  will  turn  to 
self-criticism  and  fall  into  delusions;  and  as 
a  foreign  enemy  is  the  best  cure  for  internal 
dissension,  it  may  well  be  that  when  he 
called  in  his  genius  to  defend  his  creed,  his 
old  quarrel  with  it  for  want  of  originality 
was  forgotten,  and  he  consented  to  employ 
it  again  in  its  proper  work.  ...  He  was  a 
scholar,  a  reader,  and,  though  not  a  great 
traveler,  he  had  seen  strange  lands.  His 
memory  was  well  stored  with  classical  im- 
agery. The  great  events  and  great  biogra- 
phies of  the  past,  the  struggles  of  the  na- 
tions and  the  victories  of  humanity  in  the 
present,  and  the  hidden  future  of  his  coun- 
try and  his  race,  filled  him  with  emotion, 
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heroic— Tennyson,    Hallam,    1880,   ed. 
Collected  SonneU  Old  and  New,  p.  x. 

In  reading  the  sonnets  we  can  see  him 
moving  about  in  his  parish,  succouring  the 
poor,  consoling  the  sick,  cheering  the  aged 
folk,  and  speaking  kincUy  to  the  children; 
thinking,  as  he  goes,  of  the  news  that  had 
that  day  reached  him  from  the  great  world, 
and  with  an  eye  ever  open  to  new  beauties 
and  new  phases  of  nature.  One  who  knew 
Charles  Tennyson  well,  could  not  help  re- 
garding Dr.  Johnson's  Latin  epigram  on  Par- 
nell  as  especially  applicable  to  him,  and 
thus  turned  it  into  English  verse,  and  wrote 
it  in  the  fly-leaf  of  his  sonnet-book:— 
"Poet  and  Priest  alike,  in  neither  least, 
In  both  complete,  though  far  too  meek  to  know 

it; 
For  not  the  Poet's  sweetness  lacks  the  Priest 
And  not  the  Priestly  holiness  the  Poet." 
The  slightest  incident,  the  most  ordinary 
event  of  his  daily  life,  is  enough  to  stir  his 
retiring  muse;  the  first  budding  green  of  the 
spring,  the  later  yellowing  leaves  of  autumn 
still  clinging  to  the  trees,  the  harvest- 
field,  the  first  note  of  cuckoo  or  nightingale, 
the  coming  of  the  swallows,  the  &^t  ice  in 
winter,  the  beautiful  play  of  light  through 
the  lattice,  the  setting  free  of  a  prisoned 
bird,  the  impression  made  on  his  children 
by  some  new  book,— these  are  his  themes; 
and  he  treats  them  with  such  simplicity, 
grace,  and  occasional  sustained  beauty  of 
phrase,  never  affected  or  overdone.— J app, 
Alexander  H.,  1892,  The  Poets  and  the 
Poetry  of  the  Century,  Frederick  Tennyson 
to  A.  H.  Clough,  ed.  Miks,  p.  47. 

GENERAL 

In  the  present  age  it  is  next  to  impossible 
to  predict  from  specimens,  however  favour- 
able, that  a  young  man  will  turn  out  a  great 
poet,  or  rather  a  poet  at  all.  Poetic  ^te, 
dexterity  in  composition,  and  ingenious  im- 
itation, often  produce  poems  that  are  very 
promising  in  appearance.  But  genius,  or 
the  power  of  doing  something  new,  is  an- 
other thing.  Mr.  Tennyson's  sonnets,  such 
as  I  have  seen,  have  many  of  the  character- 
istic excellencies  of  those  of  Wordsworth 
and  Southey.— Coleridge,  Samuel  Tay- 
lor, 1830,raifc  Talk,ed.  Ashe,  Apr.  18,  p. 61. 

I  read  last  month  C.  Tennyson  Turner's 
''Sonnets,"  than  which  there  are  none  in 
the  language  more  beautiful  in  their  sin- 
cerity and  truth.— Taylor,  Sir  Henry, 
1869,  To  Mrs.  Edward  VUliers,  Jan.  24; 
Correspondence,  ed.  Dowden,  p.  287. 


The  dominant  charm  of  all  these  Sonnets 
is  the  pervading  presence  of  the  writer's  per- 
sonality, never  obtruded,  but  always  im- 
palpably  diffused.  The  light  of  a  devout, 
gentle,  and  kindly  spirit,  a  delicate  and 
graceful  fancy,  a  keen,  if  not  very  broad, 
intelligence,  irradiates  their  thoughts,  while 
to  the  language  in  which  they  are  condensed, 
Art  lends  a  power  that 

''Consolidates  the  flame, 
And  keeps  its  colours,  hardening  to  a  gem." 

—Hewlett,  Henry  G.,  1873,  English  Son- 
neteers: Mr.  Charles  Turner,  Contemporary 
Review,  vol.  22,  p.  637. 

I  dare  to  say  that  Charles's  share  in  the 
volume  of  1830,  and  his  onward  all-too- 
widely  sundered  and  timidly-put-forth 
triplet  of  volumes,  will  satisfy  whosoever 
cares  to  take  pains  to  master  them,  that  if 
he  had  elected  to  be  Poet  rather  than  Cleric, 
he  might  have  run  neck-to-neck  in  the 
glorious  race  and  crown-winning  of  our 
Laureate.  Nay,  more.  There  are  elements 
of  poetic  inspiration  and  moHf  in  Charles, 
that  the  world  had  been  the  richer  for  had 
they  been  shared  by  Alfred;  for  where  the 
younger  brother  is  hazy  and  indefinite,  and 
growingly  inarticulate  on  the  deepest  facts 
and  problems,  the  elder  is  open-eyed  and 
clear-spoken,  and  that  not  professionally  or 
because  he  is  a  parson,  but  from  the  inevit- 
ablenesses  of  his  whole-brained,  whole- 
hearted, though  unclamorous  godliness. — 
Grosart,  Alexander  B.,  1875,  The  Rev. 
Charles  (Tennyson)  Turner,  Leisure  Hour, 
vol.  24,  pp.  711,  716. 

Although  strikingly  original,  both  m  sub- 
ject and  treatment,  Mr.  l\imer's  muse  can- 
not fail  to  suggest  the  piety,  purity,  and 
simplicity  of  Cowper;  the  deep,  calm,  re- 
flective vein,  with  spirit  analogies  and  teach- 
ings from  nature,  which  is  characteristic  of 
Wordsworth;  and  also  the  condensation, 
felicitous  epithet,  and  the  exquisitely  pol- 
ished, careful  art-finish  of  his  brother—the 
poet  laureate.— Symington,  A.  J.,  1875, 
Charles  (Tennyson)  Turner,  International 
Review,  vol.  2,  p.  602. 

Like  Violets,  I  say:  to  be  overlooked  by 
the  "madding  Crowd,"  but  I  believe  to 
smell  sweet  and  blossom  when  all  the  gaudy 
Growths  now  in  fashion  are  faded  and  gone. 
He  ought  to  be  known  in  America — every- 
where.—FitzGerald,  Edward,  1878,  To 
C.  E.  Norton,  Dec.  15;  Letters,  ed.  Wright, 
vol.  I,  p.  433. 

Charles  Turner  has  a  clear  and  loving  eye 
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for  outward  Nature  and  her  ways,  but  his 
bias  was  not  towards  the  inner  essence  of 
her  delicate  idealism,  nor  was  he  enraptured 
into  grave  and  mystic  adoration  in  her  ven- 
erable presence.  He  delighted  in  sunshine 
and  shadow,  he  reflected  on  the  singular 
powers  of  flying  rain  and  tossing  breeze,  he 
was  much  with  the  sights  and  sounds  of 
moorland  and  lea;  but  aU  these  and  their  like 
were  for  him  subordinate  and  instrumental, 
not  so  much  guiding  to  ideal  retreats  and 
spiritual  forces  hidden  away  within  and  be- 
hind themselves,  as  co-operating  with  the 
individual  soul  towards  the  highest  culture 
and  the  energies  of  pure  B^ing.  Nor  is  his 
attitude  simply  that  of  a  morsJ  disciplinari- 
an or  an  ingenious  artist  of  didactic  allego- 
ries. To  leave  such  an  impression  as  that 
would  be  to  entirely  misrepresent  the  poet. 
His  strength  lies  in  that  pure,  healthy  senti- 
ment which  depends  on  close  and  energetic 
association,  and  is  illustrated  rather  in 
meditative  gravity  than  in  conclusive  and 
axiomatic  dogma.  Undoubtedly  there  is  a 
moral  bias  in  these  sonnets,  but  it  never 
degenerates  into  monotonous  advocacy  or 
morbid  appeal.  Nature's  impressions  on 
the  poet's  mind  are  sharp  and  decisive,  and 
they  are  invariably  depicted  so  as  to  arrest 
and  hold  the  reader;  they  are,  moreover,  in- 
spiring and  suggestive,  and  the  feelings  and 
reflections  that  arise  out  of  them  are  natiu*al 
and  of  pure  and  sterlhig  quality.— Baynb, 
Thomas,  1881,  Charles  Tennyson  Turner, 
Frasefs  Magazine,  vol  104,  p.  795. 

The  gnuseful  and  finished  compositions. 
.  .  .  Reminding  one  of  no  other  person  in 
his  own  family  or  out  of  it. — DoYLE,  Sir 
Francis  Hastings,  1886,  Reminiscences 
and  Opinions,  p.  76. 

Charming,  even  permanently  beautiful  as 
many  of  his  sonnet-stanzas  are,  their  form 
cannot  be  admired:  if  we  have  been  correct 
in  considering  the  so-called  pure  types  to  be 
the  true  expression  of  certain  metrical  laws, 
then  certainly  these  compositions  of  his  are 
not  sonnets,  but  only  (to  repeat  Mr.  Ash- 
croft  Noble's  appropriate  term  for  similar 
productions)  sonnet-stanzas.  The  rhythm 
is  much  broken  up,  and  the  charm  of  as- 
sured expectancy  is  destroyed.— Sharp, 
WiLUAM,  1886,  erf.  Sonnets  of  this  Century, 
Introduction,  p.  Iv. 

He  is  delightfully  single-minded,  disin- 
clined to  any  resource  that  may  seem  merely 
artistic  or  self-conscious.  His  mind  is  like  a 
crystal  to  take  the  shape  and  colour  of  what 


is  presented  to  it,  and  seen  in  that  crystal 
all  is  transformed,  beautified.  He  did  not 
need  to  travel  far— ''to  trundle  back  his 
soul  a  thousand  years"— to  find  subjects 
for  poetic  treatment;  the  events,  the  sights, 
the  scenes  of  every  day,  in  his  quiet  rural 
parish,  were  enough.  The  book  thus  be- 
comes a  faithful  mirror  of  a  good  man's  life, 
whose  wealth  of  good  wiU  and  charity  are 
not  exhausted  in  it.  In  few  cases  have 
poems  been  more  directly  written  from  the 
heart  and  personal  feeling.— Japp,  Alex- 
ander H.,  1892,  The  PoeU  and  the  Poetry  of 
the  Century,  Frederick  Tennyson  to  A.  H. 
Clough,  ed.  Miks,  p.  53. 

Apart  from  the  main  stream  of  poetry, 
there  were  separate  streams  which  repre- 
sented distinct  passages  in  the  general 
movement.  The  "Sonnets"  of  Charles 
Tennyson  Turner,  which  began  in  1830, 
stand  by  their  grace  and  tenderness  at  the 
head  of  a  large  production  of  poetry  which 
describes  with  him  the  shy,  sequestered,  ob- 
servant life  of  the  English  scholar  and  lover 
of  nature,  of  country  piety  and  country 
people.— Brooke,  Stopford  A.,  1896,  Eng- 
lish Literature,  p.  246. 

This  poet's  sympathy  was  so  gracious,  so 
all-pervading,  that  it  has  dy^  with  its 
own  colours  not  only  the  landscape  with  all 
its  smaller  features,— birds  and  flowers,  but 
also  the  very  tools  of  the  labourer,  the 
steam-thresher,  the  distant  railway— the 
poet's  imagination  not  only  personifying, 
but  ensouling  them  with  human  life,  under 
pressure  of  a  strange  personal  energy. 
Henry  Vaughan,  two  centuries  before,  has 
shown  the  same  power,  which  is  quite  dis- 
tinct from  the  gift  of  vivid  description.— 
Palgravb,  Francis  Turner,  1896,  Land- 
scape  in  Poetry,  p.  273. 

Both  as  to  fame,  and  probably  as  to  his 
own  productiveness,  Charles  Tennyson  Tur- 
ner was  crushed,  as  it  were,  under  lus  greater 
brother.  He  wrote  little  more,  though  he 
carefully  revised  and  in  some  respect  de- 
cidedly improved  his  sonnets.  It  is  by 
virtue  of  them  that  he  takes  his  place 
among  English  poets.  They  are  graceful 
and  sweet,  but  the  substance  is  not  always 
worthy  of  the  form.  They  reveal  every- 
where the  interests  and  the  pursuits  of  the 
Vicar  of  Grasby,  and  the>  are  honourable  to 
his  peaceful  piety.  It  is  evident  that  both 
Charles  and  Frederick  Tennyson,  and 
especially  the  latter,  might  have  been  dis- 
posed to  adapt  to  themselves  the  humorous 
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complaint  of  the  second  Duke  of  Welling- 
ton, and  exclaim, "  What  can  a  man  do  with 
such  a  brother?"— Walker,  Hugh,  1897, 
The  Age  of  Tennyson,  p.  53. 

Like  the  only  other  master  of  the  sonnet 
with  whom  he  can  be  compared,  Words- 
worth, he  wrote,  or  rather  I)rinted,  too 
many  for  his  fame.  Some  are  on  topics  such 
as  the  questions  at  issue  between  orthodoxy 


and  scepticism,  which  are  wholly  unfitted 
for  declamatory  treatment  in  the  sonnet 
form,  while  others  are  of  inadequate  inter- 
est or  workmanship.  But  when  all  deduc- 
tions are  made  there  remains  a  considerable 
body  of  sonnets  of  rare  distinction  for  deli- 
cate and  spiritual  beauty,  combined  with 
real  imagination.— Ainqer,  Alfred,  1899, 
Dictionary  of  Nationa'  Biography,  vol.  LVil. 


Cliarles  Jeremiah  Wells 

1800-1879 
In  his  youth  became  acquainted  with  the  Keats  brothers,  and  with  R.  H.  Home.  In 
1822  he  published,  anonymously,  ''Stories  after  Nature,"  and  in  1824,  "Joseph  and  His 
Brethren,  a  Scriptural  Drama:  in  Two  Acts, "  using  the  pseudonym  " H.  L.  Howard. "  This 
was  revived  in  1876,  with  an  introduction  by  Mr.  Swinburne.  Practised  law  early  in  life, 
and  at  one  time  held  a  professorship  at  Quimper.  His  closing  years  were  passed  at  Mar- 
seilles.—Stedman,  Edmund  Clarence,  ed.,  1895,  A  Victorian  Anthology,  p.  709. 


PERSONAL 

Anybody  could  see  that  Wells  was  fond 
of  field  sports  and  all  out-of-door  exercises. 
He  was  a  fair  horseman,  a  pretty  good  shot; 
and  he  liked  to  talk  about  fishing,  though  I 
seldom  heard  of  his  taking  anything,  at  any 
rate  before  he  left  England.  He  under- 
stood floriculture,  and  would  have  been  a 
really  good  gardener  but  for  his  impatient 
habit  of  now  and  then  pulling  up  plants  to 
see  how  the  roots  were  getting  on,  carefully 
putting  them  back  again.  He  would  do  this 
early  in  the  morning,  before  anybody  else 
was  up,  Mrs.  Wells  told  me.— Hornb,  Rich- 
ard Hengist,  1879,  Charles  Wells,  The 
Academy,  vol.  15,  p.  349. 

It  was  somewhere  between  1845  and- 
1847.  ...  A  healthy,  ruddy-faced,  weather- 
hardened,  fieshless  man,  bright  and  cheery, 
foxy-loolong  (if  it  may  be  said  without  prej- 
udice), the  very  type  of  a  why  sporting 
squire,  who  looked  as  if  he  lived  always  ou^ 
of-doors,  and  had  too  keen  a  relish  for  fresh 
air  and  following  the  hounds  to  have  ever 
dreamed  upon  the  side  of  Parnassus.  His 
talk  even  was  not  of  poetry,  but,  as  chiefly 
recurs  to  me,  of  Brittany  and  (he  had  be- 
come a  Catholic)  of  the  good  Breton  eurS:  a 
character  which  I  suppose  neither  Scott  nor 
myself  had  much  cared  to  discuss,  but  in 
which  he  greatly  interested  us.— Linton, 
William  James,  1879,  Charles  Wdls,  The 
Academy,  vol.  15,  p.  325. 

GENERAL 
"Joseph"  is,  perhaps,  the  solitary  in- 
stance, within  our  period,  of  poetry  of  the 
very  first  class  falling  quite  unrecognised 


and  continuing  so  for  a  long  space  of  years. 
Its  time,  however,  will  most  assuredly  still 
come.  It  is  impossible  here  to  make  any 
but  a  passing  allusion  to  it,  as  affording,  in 
its  command  of  various  character,  includ- 
ing even  the  strongest  and  most  earthly 
passion,  but  all  working  within  a  circle  of 
spiritu^d  infiuence, — a  perfect  parallel  i^ith 
the  productions  of  Blake's  genius,  though 
rather,  perhaps,  with  ite  more  complete  de- 
velopment in  painting,  than  its  always 
somewhat  fragmentary  written  expression. 
— RossETTi,  Dante  Gabriel,  1863,  The 
Life  of  William  Blake  by  Alexander  Gil- 
Christ,  SupplemcTitary  Chapter,  vol.  i,  p.  381. 
In  whatever  degree  the  undeniable  pres- 
ence of  minor  faults  and  mere  stains  of  care- 
lessness may  excuse  the  neglect  of  Mr. 
Wells's  prose  stories,  no  such  plea  of  pas- 
sing defect  can  extenuate  the  scandal  of  the 
fact  that  to  this  day  his  great  dramatic  poem 
remains  known  perhaps  on  the  whole  to 
about  half  a  dozen  students  of  English  art. 
.  .  Only  once  before  had  such  a  char- 
acter been  given  with  supreme  success,  and 
only  by  him  who  has  given  all  things  rightly, 
in  whom  there  was  no  shadow  of  imperfec- 
tion or  shadow  of  failure.  In  the  Cleo- 
patra of  Shakespeare  and  in  the  heroine  of 
the  present  play  there  is  the  same  imperious 
conscience  of  power  by  right  of  supreme 
beauty  and  supreme  strength  of  will;  the 
same  subtle  sweetness  of  speech;  the  same 
delicately  rendered  effect  of  perfection  in 
word  and  gesture,  never  violated  or  made 
harsh  even  by  extreme  passion;  the  same 
evidence  of  luxurious  and  patient  pleasure 
found  in  all  things  sensually  pleasant;  the 
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same  capacity  of  bitter  shame  and  wrath, 
dormant  mitil  the  insult  of  resistance  or  re- 
bellion has  been  offered;  the  same  contemp- 
tuous incapacity  to  understand  a  narrower 
passion  or  a  more  external  morality  than 
their  own;  the  same  rapid  and  supple  power 
of  practical  action.  All  women  in  literature 
after  these  two  seem  coarse  or  trivial  when 
they  touch  on  anything  sensual;  but  in  their 
passion  there  is  nothing  common  or  un- 
clean; nothing  paltry,  no  taint  of  vulgar 
sin  or  more  ^gar  repentance,  can  touch 
these  two.  And  this  the  later  poet,  at  least, 
has  made  out  of  the  slightest  and  thinnest 
material  possible;  his  original  being  not 
only  insuflScient— the  very  bare  bones  of 
conjecture,  the  suggestion  of  a  skeleton 
character— but  actually,  as  far  as  it  was 
anything  at  all,  so  associated  with  ideas 
simply  ludicrous  and  base  that  the  very 
name  of  ''Potiphar's  wife"  has  the  sound  of 
a  coarse  by-word.--SwiNBURNB,  Algernon 
Charles,  1875,  An  Unknovm  Poet,  Fartr 
ntgMy  Review,  vol  23,  p.  219,  222. 

After  making  all  allowance  for  the  ex- 
ceeding fertility  of  literature,  which  in  this 
century  has  resembled  a  tropical  forest  where 
bird  of  rarest  plumage  or  plant  of  strangest 
hue  may  lurk  unnoticed  mid  the  prodigality 
of  fair  things  around  it,  the  neglect  of  the 
poem  is  still  inexplicable.  If  it  be  great 
work  in  the  true  sense  of  that  term,  as  I  for 
one  think  it  is,  then  it  is  as  great  as  dra- 
matic work— not,  indeed,  as  a  drama  to  be 
acted,  for  no  one  who  has  read  it  will  conceive 
that  it  could  be  brought  successfully  upon 
the  stage,  but  as  a  poem  distinguished  by 
dramatic  situations,  by  dramatic  imagery, 
bv  the  ch*amatic  marking  and  sustaining  of 
character.— Symonds,  John  Addinqton, 
1876,  Joseph  and  his  Brethren,  The  Academy, 
vol.  9,  p.  375. 

The  adventures  of  his  one  known  book 
form  an  extraordinary  page  of  literary  his- 
tory. "  Joseph  and  his  Brethren  "  came  into 
the  world  unnoticed,  as  veritable  a  still- 
birth of  genius  as  ever  occurred.  Hazlitt, 
it  is  true,  said  the  book  was  "more  than  or- 
iginal, aboriginal,  and  a  mere  experiment  in 
comparison  with  the  vast  things"  Wells 
could  do;  but  Hazlitt  forebore  to  review  it, 
and  even  constantly  dissuaded  the  young 
poet  from  writing.  About  1838  another 
neglected  writer,  Thomas  Wade,  author  of 
''Mundi  et  Cordis  Carmina,"  spoke  out  in 
loud  conunendation  of  the  pseudonymous 
and  forgotten  drama.     In  1844  Mr.  R.  H. 


Home,  writing  his  charming  "  New  Spirit  of 
the  Age, "  made  space  for  a  clear  and  gener- 
ous sUtement  that  ''Joseph  and  his  Breth- 
ren'' was  ''full  of  the  elements  of  true  poe- 
try—rich in  passion,  in  imagination,  and  in 
thoughts  resulting  fh>m  reason,  experience, 
and  understiinding''— but  in  vain.  At  last 
it  happened  to  fall  into  the  hands  of  Mr.  D. 
G.  Rossetti,  and  in  1863,  while  writing  of 
Blake,  he  paid  a  princely  tribute  to  Wells. 
The  tide  now  turned  at  last;  "Joseph  and 
his  Brethren"  became  a  kind  of  Shibboleth 
— a  rite  of  initiation  into  the  true  poetic 
culture— but  still  the  world  at  large  knew 
nothing  of  it.  Finally,  however,  &&.  Swin- 
burne, who  is  never  tired  of  indulging  in  the 
"noble  pleasure  of  praising,"  and  whose 
eye  is  ever  open  to  excellence  of  any  kind, 
made  it  a  duty  to  resuscitate  the  forgotten 
poet,  and  the  results  were  his  eloquent 
article  in  the  FartnighUy  Review,  and  the 
reprint  of  the  drama  issued  by  Messrs. 
Chatto  and  Windus  in  1876.-~Gos8E,  Ed- 
mund, 1879,  CharUi  J.  WelU,  The  Academy, 
vol.  15,  p.  189. 

But  anything  more  unchastened  than 
"Joseph  and  his  Brethren"  it  has  been  the 
lot  of  but  few  poets  to  bring  to  the*  birth. 
Although  for  outpourings  of  pure  poetry, 
the  results  of  first-hand  observation  of  life 
and  nature,  the  work  challenges  the  highest 
comparison,  there  was  no  serious  attempt  to 
endow  its  teeming  beauties  with  a  compact 
and  fitting  form,  very  little  care  concerning 
such  details  as  spelling  and  punctuation-- 
which  seem  to  have  been  left  to  some  one,  as 
Wells  says,  "more  ignorant  than  himself" 
•—and  not  too  much  attention  to  grammar 
or  metrical  exactness.  Indeed  it  is  said  that 
Wells  positively  would  not  see  the  work 
through  the  press,  and,  once  having  written 
it  and  found  a  publisher,  seemed  to  regard 
the  whole  thing  very  much  as  a  joke.  .  .  . 
Wells's  discrimination  of  character  through- 
out the  work,  whether  in  its  fir^t,  its  second, 
or  its  final  state,  is  of  the  very  essence  of  the 
dramatic  faculty.  The  earthly  scenes  be- 
tween Joseph  and  his  brothers,  however 
little  adapted  for  representation,  are 
masterly  both  in  the  individual  handling  of 
the  several  characters,  and  in  the  vivid  per- 
ception of  surroundings.  The  character  of 
Pharaxanor,  the  wife  of  Potiphar,  is  a  still 
higher  flight  of  creation:  she  is  of  the  great 
unflinching  women  of  all  literature:  she  lives 
in  that  strenuous  sense  in  which  Medea, 
Clytemnestra,  Cleopatra,  Brynhild,  Gudrun, 


166 


WELLS-HAVERGAL 


and  Hallgerda  Long-coat  live.  The  un- 
published version  depicts  her  in  her  fall  and 
degradation,  as  well  as  in  her  power,  and 
leaves  her  the  same  complete  and  consistent 
character,  once  Imown,  never  to  be  for- 
gotten. There  are  few  pages  of ''  Joseph  and 
his  Brethren"  that  are  not  instinct  with 
high  criticism  of  life  and  vitalized  by  poetic 
utterances,  in  which  true  thought  is  recorded 
with  rare  felicity  of  expression. — Forman, 
H.  Buxton,  1894,  The  Poets  and  the  Poetry 
of  the  Century,  John  Keats  to  Edward  Lord 
Lytton,  ed.  Miks,  pp.  363,  368. 

Wells's  "Stories  after  Nature,"  published 
anonymously  in  1822  (London,  12mo) 
are  the  nearest  approach  to  the  Italian 
novelette  that  our  literature  can  show. 
Simple  in  plot,  yet  generally  founded  on 
some  striking  idea,  impressive  in  their  con- 
ciseness, and  highly  imaginative,  they  are 
advantageously  distinguished  from  their 
models  by  a  larger  infij^ion  of  the  poetical 
element,  but  fall  short  of  them  in  artistic 
structure  and  narrative  power,  and  the 
style  is  occasionally  florid.  They  would 
have  been  highly  appreciated  in  the  Eliza- 
bethan age,  but  the  great  subsequent  en- 
richment and  expansion  of  the  novel  left 
little  room  for  them  in  Wells's  day.  .  .  . 


"Stories  from  Nature"  being  but  a  slight 
though  a  charming  book,  Wells's  reputa- 
tion must  rest  chiefly  upon  his  dramatic 
poem.  It  is  truly  poetical  in  diction,  and 
often  masterly  in  the  delineation  of  char- 
acter; but  its  especial  merit  is  the  fidelity 
with  which  the  writer  reproduces  the  grand 
Elizabethan  manner  with  no  approach  to 
servility  of  imitation.  He  is  as  much  a  bom 
Elizabethan  as  Keats  is  a  bom  Greek;  his 
style  is  that  of  his  predecessors,  and  yet  it 
seems  his  own.  It  must  have  been  impos- 
sible for  him  to  draw  Potiphar's  spouse 
without  having  Shakespeare's  Cleopatra 
continually  in  lus  mind,  and  yet  his  Farax- 
anor  is  an  original  creation.  The  entire 
drama  conveys  thQ  impression  of  an  emana- 
tion from  an  opulent  nature  to  which  pro- 
duction was  easy,  and  which  under  the 
stimulus  of  popular  applause,  might  have 
gone  on  producing  for  an  indefinite  period. 
The  defect  which  barred  the  way  to  fame 
for  him  was  rather  moral  than  literary;  he 
had  no  very  exalted  standard  of  art  and  lit- 
tle disinterested  passion  for  it,  and  when  its 
reward  seemed  unjustly  withheld,  it  cost 
him  little  to  relinquish  it.— Garnett,  Rich- 
ard, 1899,  Dictionary  of  National  Biography, 
vol.  LX,  pp.  225,  226. 


Frances  Ridley  Havergal 

1836-1879 
An  English  religious  writer  and  poet;  bom  at  Astley,  Worcestershire,  Dec.  14, 1836;  died 
at  Swansea,  Wales,  June  3, 1879.  She  began  to  write  hymns  and  letters  in  verse  at  the  age 
of  seven,  but  did  not  publish  anything  until  1860.  She  was  a  frequent  contributor  to 
Good  Words.  Among  over  30  publications,  which  once  enjoyed  considerable  popularity, 
may  be  noticed:  "The  Four  Happy  Days"  (1873);  "Under  the  Surface"  (1874),  poems; 
"Royal  Graces  and  Loyal  Gifts"  (6  vols.  1879);  "Under  His  Shadow"  (1879);  and  a  num- 
ber  of  posthumous  works  by  various  editors. — Warner,  Charles  Dudley,  ed.,  1897,  Li- 
brary  of  the  World's  Best  Literature,  Biographical  Dictionary,  vol.  xxix,  p.  253. 

PERSONAL 
She  received  her  education  at  English 
and  German  boarding-schools,  and  enjoyed 
exceptional  advantages  of  culture  and 
travel.  In  the  midst  of  it  all  her  Christian- 
ity became  her  predominant  characteristic, 
and  her  piety  was  as  attractive  as  it  was  pro- 
found. She  mastered  languages  with  great 
ease.  French,  (German,  Italian,  Latin, 
Greek,  and  Hebrew  were  among  her  ac- 
quirements. She  even  learned  enough 
Welsh  from  her  donkey-girl  to  take  part  in 
the  Welsh  church  services.  The  scholarly 
instinct  was  strong  within  her,  and  her 
Bible— noted  and  underlined— was  one  of 
the  best  of  proofs  that  she  applied  herself 


earnestly  to  the  noblest  themes.  She  was 
also  finely  musical— a  performer,  vocalist 
and  composer,  whom  Heller  was  glad  to 
approve— and  the  "Songs  of  Grace  and 
Glory"  furnish  good  proof  of  this.— DuF- 
held,  Samuel  Willoughby,  1886,  Eng- 
lish Hymns,  p.  189. 

The  last  nine  years  of  her  life  were  very 
sad.  She  lost  her  father  and  beloved  step- 
mother, and  became  an  invalid  herself, 
suffering  fearfully  from  a  painful  and  mortal 
disease.  When  very  near  her  end  her  physi- 
cian said,  "Good-bye,  I  shall  not  see  you 
again. "  She  asked,  "  Do  you  really  think  I 
am  going?"  When  he  said,  "Yes,  prob- 
ably to-day,"  she  smiled  and  exclauned. 
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''Beautiful;  too  good  to  be  tarue.  It  is  splen- 
did to  be  so  near  the  gates  of  heaven. "  She 
was  thrown  into  fearful  convulsions;  when 
they  ceased,  she  nestled  down  in  the  pillows, 
folded  her  hands  on  her  breast  and  said, 
"  There  now,  it  is  all  over— blessed  rest!" — 
Rutherford,  M.,  1890,  English  Avihort. 

GENERAL 
In  her  little  book  of  poems,  entitled 
'Under  the  Surface,"  we  have  groups  of 
doctrinal  verse,  which  ring  out  in  all  their 
clearness,  and  tell  of  "true  metal;"  while, 
in  her  little  books  of  prose,  we  search  in  vain 
to  find  even  one  doubtful  or  meretricious 
sentence.  Solid  simple  truth,  offered  to  us 
in  the  attractive  language  of  a  child  bring- 
ing us  a  message  from  her  father;  this  is  the 
general  style  of  her  writing,  and  as  such  we 
prize  it.  .  •  .  Oh  I  that  the  inspired  mantle 
of  spiritual,  prayerful,  praisefid  song  might 
descend  on  some  heart  amongst  us,  for  the 
continuation  of  the  great  work  begun,  by 
God's  almighty  power,  through  the  gifted 

S^n  and  hallowed  life  of  Frances  Ridley 
avergal!— Hope,  E.  R.,  1879,  Frances 
Ridley  Havergd,  Catholie  Presbyterian,  vol. 
2,  pp.  275,  277. 

T^Hiilst  it  is  true  that  Miss  Havergal 
learned  in  suffering  what  she  taught  in  song, 
it  is  also  true  that  she  had  made  her  poetic 
purpose  a  subject  of  much  reflection.  It 
was  owing  to  the  fact  that  she  very  early 
apprehended  that  her  poetical  efforts  must 
be  strictly  commensurate  with  her  poetical 
strength,  and  that  she  correctly  gauged  her 
poetical  capabilities,  that  we  have  received 
at  her  hands  those  hymns  which  for  the  rich 
quality  of  their  music  have  not  been  sur- 
passed; and  which  for  chastity  of  thought, 
reverence  of  spirit,  and  piety  of  feeling, 
have  not  been  excelled  by  any  religious 
writer  since  the  days  of  Keble.  Her  ''song 
chalice"  might  be  frail,  but  not  less  sure 
was  she  that  it  was  a  work  divine.  .  .  .  The 
"Ministry  of  Song,"  however,  showed  that 
Miss  Havergal  was  not  merely  a  writer  of 
devotional  l3Tics,  but  a  close  observer  of 
human  life  and  character.  If  the  book 
made  it  apparent  that  a  new  lyrist  had 
arisen,  it  made  it  also  distinctly  apparent 
that  one  was  moving  in  society  who,  having 
meditated  a  great  deal  on  various  problems 
of  human  life,  was  industriously  taking  notes 
of  all  she  heard  and  saw  therein.  Her  secu- 
lar pieces  bring  us  into  direct  contact  with 
those  subtle  and  hidden  forces  which  go  to 
the  moulding  and  upbuilding  of  character; 


they  also  give  language  to  those  great  un- 
seen griefs  and  those  terrible  unuttered 
agonies  that  lie  immediately  below  the  sur- 
face of  apparently  tranquil  lives.  To  this 
class  of  her  writing  belongs  her  fine  poem 
"Wounded."  Although  it  is  only  the  rec- 
ord of  a  drawing-room  experience,  yet  it  is 
impossible  not  to  be  struck  by  its  inimitable 
literary  precision,  its  animated  force,  and 
its  truthful  picturing  of  a  too  common  in- 
cident.—Anton,  P.,  1880,  Frances  Ridley 
Havergal,  Frasefs  Magazine,  vol.  102,  p. 
482,484. 

Reverting  again  to  the  devotional  Ipics 
of  the  present  day,  those  of  Frances  Ridley 
Havereal  take  high  rank,  alike  for  their 
poetic  Deauty,  their  freshness  and  religious 
fervor.  Her  productions,  which  have  been 
worthily  collected  into  a  volume,  remind  us 
sometimes  of  the  muse  of  Keble  and  anon 
of  Faber  and  of  Adelaide  Procter, — Saund- 
ers, Fredebick,  1885,  Evenings  with  the 
'  Saered  Poets,  p.  492. 

In  poetry  she  was  intensely  religious,  in- 
tensely subjective,  and  mtensely  sensitive 
to  all  beautiful  or  inspuing  things.  Many 
of  her  verses  (like  the  "Moonlight  Sonata," 
of  which,  by  the  way,  she  was  an  almost 
unrivalled  interpreter)  are  really  auto- 
biographic. —  DuFFiELD,  Samuel  Wil- 
OUGHBT,  1886,  English  Hymns,  p.  189. 

Her  religious  poetry  became  exceedingly 
popular  in  evangelical  circles,  and  her  hymns 
are  to  be  found  in  all  collections.  In  her 
poetical  work  there  is  a  lack  of  concentra- 
tion, and  a  tendency  to  meaningless  repeti- 
tion of  phrase,  but  some  of  her  hymns  are 
excellent,  and  will  permanently  preserve 
her  name.  Her  autobiography  was  pub- 
lished in  "Memorials  of  Frances  Ridley 
Havergal,  by  her  Sister.  M.  V.  G.  Haver- 
gal," 2nd  edition,  1880.  The  influence  of 
this  book  has  been  as  remarkable  as  that  of 
Miss  Havergal's  poems.  It  presents  a  strik- 
ing picture  of  an  unusually  eager,  if  some- 
what narrow,  spiritual  life. — Bayne,  Ron- 
ald, 1891,  Dictionary  of  National  Biography 
vol  XXV,  p.  180. 

Among  the  writers  of  religious  verse  and 
song  no  one  has  won  a  more  enduring  place 
in  the  homes  and  hearts  of  En^ish  speak- 
ing people  than  Frances  Ridley  Havergal. 
.  .  .  She  learned  through  suffering  to  dedi- 
cate her  gifts  and  her  life  to  the  service 
of  Christianity  and  many  a  soul  has  found 
the  long  needed  help  and  comfort  through 
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her  words.— Rentoew,  Carrie,  1895,  Fran- 
ces Ridley  Havergai,  The  Magazine  of  Poetry, 
vol  7,  p.  339. 

Miss  Havergal's  verse  owes  its  popularity 
more  to  its  religious  teaching  than  to  its 
poetic  merit— teaching  which  has  been 
aptly  described  as  "mildly  Calvinistic  with- 
out the  severe  dogmatic  tenet  of  reproba- 
tion. ''  Without  making  any  pretensions  to 
the  rdle  of  a  poet,  she  gave  lyrical  expres- 
sion to  her  own  spiritual  experiences  and 
aspirations,  and  in  doing  so  voiced  the  feel- 
ings and  desires  of  others  less  able  to  ex- 
press themselves.  In  this,  though  it  cannot 
be  said  that  she  showed  any  marked  origi- 
nality of  thought  or  felicity  of  expression, 
she  at  least  fulfilled  one  of  the  offices  of 
poetry.    Many  of  her  hymns  have  become 


widely  popular,  and  have  been  included  in 
various  hymn-books  in  England  and  Amer- 
ica. Her"  Consecration  Hynm,"  beginning 

Take  my  life,  and  let  it  be 

Consecrated,  Lord,  to  Thee, 
has  been,  as  we  imagine  she  would  have  de- 
sired it  to  be,  one  of  the  most  popular. 
Whatever  qualities  her  verse  may  lack, 
there  can  be  no  doubt  as  to  its  sincerity; 
and  this  is  a  quality  not  always  found  in  re- 
ligious verse.  The  entire  consecration  she 
sought  to  make  included  her  powers  of  versi- 
fication; and  had  they  been  much  greater 
than  they  were,  they  would  doubtless  have 
been  devoted  as  unreservedly  to  Christian 
service.— Miles,  Alfred  H.,  1897,  The 
Poets  and  the  Poetry  of  the  Century,  Sacred, 
Moral,  and  Religious  Verse,  p.  635. 


James  Clerk  Maxwell 

1831-1879 
Physicist,  bom  at  Edinburgh,  June  13, 1831,  was  educated  there  at  the  Academy  and  the 
University,  and  ere  he  was  fifteen  wrote  papers  of  scientific  value.  At  Cambridge  he  was 
(1845)  second  wrangler  and  bracketed  with  the  senior  wrangler  for  the  Smith's  prize.  In 
1856  he  became  a  professor  in  Marischal  College,  Aberdeen,  in  1860  in  King's  College, 
London,  and  in  1871  professor  of  Experimental  Physics  at  Cambridge.  He  died  Novem- 
ber 5, 1879.  In  the  great  work  of  his  life  "Electricity  and  Magnetism"  (2  vols.  1873),  he 
constructed  a  theory  of  electricity  in  which  "action  at  a  distance"  should  have  no  place. 
He  was  the  first  to  make  colour-sensation  the  subject  of  actual  measurement.  He  ob- 
tained the  Adams  prize  for  his  splendid  discussion  of  the  dynamical  conditions  of  stability 
of  the  ring-system  of  Saturn.  But  he  was  best  known  to  the  public  by  his  investigations 
on  the  kinetic  theory  of  gases.  His  Bradford  "Discourse  on  Molecules"  is  a  classic.  Be- 
sides many  papers,  he  published  a  text-book  of  the  "Theory  of  Heat"  and  a  little  treatise 
on  "  Matter  and  Motion. "  In  1879  he  edited  Cavendish's  "  Electrical  Researches."  See  his 
"Scientific  Papers"  edited  by  Niven  (8  vols.  1890);  his  Life  by  Lewis  Campbell  and  Gar- 
nett  (1882);  and  Glazebrook's  "Clerk-Maxwell  and  Modem  Physics  (1896).— Patrick 
AND  Groome,  eds.,  1897,  Chambers's  Biographical  Dictionary,  p.  645. 

ing  up  new  fields  for  research.— Garnett, 
William,  1879,  James  Clerk  Maxwell,  Na- 
ture, vol  21,  p.  45. 

One  gp*eat  charm  of  Maxwell's  society  was 
his  rea(Sness  to  converse  on  almost  any  topic 
with  those  whom  he  was  accustomed  to 
meet,  although  he  always  showed  a  certain 
degree  of  shyness  when  introduced  to 
strangers.  He  would  never  tire  of  talking 
with  boyish  glee  about  the  d— 1  on  two 
sticks  and  simUar  topics,  and  no  one  ever 
conversed  with  him  for  five  minutes  with- 
out having  some  perfectly  new  ideas  set  be- 
fore him;  sometimes  so  startling  as  to  utterly 
confound  the  listener,  but  always  such  as  to 
well  repay  a  thoughtful  examination.  Men 
have  often  asked,  after  listening  to  a  con- 
versation on  some  scientific  question, 
whether  Maxwell  were  in  earnest  or  joking. 


PERSONAL 
As  a  professor  he  was  wonderfully  ad- 
mired by  those  who  were  truly  his  dis- 
ciples. He  had  not  the  power  of  making 
himself  clearly  understood  by  those  who 
listened  but  casually  to  his  pithy  sentences, 
and  consequently  he  was  not  a  so-called 
popular  lectiu'er;  nor  was  he  a  most  success- 
ful teacher  of  careless  students.  But  when 
he  had  those  about  him  who  could  enter 
into  his  mind,  and,  receiving  the  golden 
truths  from  his  lips,  could  alloy  them  in 
such  a  way  as  to  make  them  acceptable  to 
the  ordinary  student,  no  better  teacher 
could  be  desired,  even  for  the  most  ele- 
mentary instruction.  His  wonderful  im- 
agination was  of  ^eat  value,  not  only  in 
supplying  illustrations  for  didactic  pur- 
poses, but  in  suggesting  analogies  and  open- 
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The  charm  of  his  conversation  rendered  it 
very  difficult  to  carry  on  any  independent 
work  when  he  was  present,  but  his  sugges- 
tions for  future  work  far  more  than  com- 
pensated for  the  time  thus  spent.  .  .  .  The 
leading  note  of  Maxwell's  character  is  a 
grand  simplicity.  But  in  attempting  to 
analyse  it  we  find  a  complex  of  qualities 
which  exist  separately  in  smaller  men.  Ex- 
traordinary gentleness  is  combined  with 
keen  penetration,  wonderful  activity  with 
a  no  less  wonderful  repose,  personal  humil- 
ity and  modesty  with  intellectual  scorn, 
lus  deep  reserve  in  common  intercourse 
was  commensurate  with  the  fulness  of  his 
occasional  outpourings  to  those  he  loved. 
.  .  .  Great  as  was  the  ran^e  and  depth  of 
MaxweU's  powers,  that  which  is  still  more 
remarkable  is  the  unity  of  his  nature  and  of 
his  life.  This  unity  came,  not  from  circum- 
stances, for  there  were  breaks  in  his  out- 
ward career,  but  from  the  native  strength 
of  the  spirit  that  was  m  himu  In  the  eyes  of 
those  who  knew  him  best,  the  whole  man 
gained  in  beauty  year  by  year.  As  son, 
friend,  lover,  husband;  in  science,  in  so- 
ciety, in  religion;  whether  buried  in  retire- 
ment or  immersed  in  business— he  is  abso- 
lutely single-hearted.  This  is  true  of  his 
mental  as  well  as  his  emotional  being,  for 
indeed  they  were  inseparably  blended.  And 
the  fixity  of  his  devotion  both  to  persons  and 
ideas  was  compatible  with  all  but  universal 
sympathies  and  the  most  fearless  openness 
of  thought.— Campbell,  Lewis,  and  Gar- 
NETT,  WiLUAM,  1882,  The  Life  of  James 
Clerk  Marwea,  pp.  370,  425,  432. 

As  a  man  Maxwell  was  loved  and  hon-  , 
oured  by  all  who  knew  him;  to  his  pupils  he 
was  the  kindest  and  most  sympathetic 
teacher,  to  his  friends  he  was  the  most 
charming  of  companions;  brimful  of  fun, 
the  life  and  soul  of  a  Red  Lion  dinner  at  the 
British  Association  meetings,  yet  in  due 
season  grave  and  thoughtful,  with  a  keen  in- 
terest in  problems  that  lay  outside  the  do- 
main of  tus  work,  and  throughout  his  life  a 
stem  foe  to  all  that  was  superficial  or  un- 
true. Chi  religious  questions  his  beliefs 
were  strong  and  deeply  rooted;  the  words 
which  close  his  lecture  on  molecules,  ex- 
pressing his  faith  in  "Him,  who  in  the  be- 
ginning created  not  only  the  heaven  and 
the  earth,  but  the  materials  of  which  heaven 
and  earth  consists,"  have  often  been 
quoted.  There  is  a  bust  by  Boehm  in  the 
Cavendish  Laboratory,  and  also  a  portrait 


Tainted  by  his  cousin.  Miss  Wedderbum. 
he  bust  was  executed  after  his  death  from 
Jeens's  engraving,  which  forms  the  frontis- 
piece to  lus  works;  and  a  portrait  by  Mr. 
Lowes  Dickenson,  based  on  the  same  en- 
graving, was  presented  to  Trinity  College 
by  the  subscribers  to  the  memorial  fund.— 
Glazebrook,  R.  T.,  1894,  Dietionary  of 
NaHonal  Biography,  vol.  xxxvii,  p.  121. 

GENERAL 

Maxwell's  reputation  in  the  scientific 
world  rests  chiefly  upon  hb  contributions  to 
electrical  science  and  his  speculation  in 
"Molecular  Physics."  ...  If  we  inauire 
what  were  the  qualities  of  the  man  which 
enabled  him  to  accomplish  so  much,  we 
think  the  most  important  moment  wUl  be 
found  in  an  almost  unique  union  of  certain 
mental  and  physical  powers.— Ferris,  W. 
M.,  1883,  James  Clerk  Maxwell,  The  Nation, 
vol.  37,  p.  102. 

Maxwell's  work,  as  a  whole,  is  character- 
ised by  two  qualities  which,  taken  together, 
convey  to  the  mind  an  extraordinary  im- 
pression of  his  genius:  the  first,  a  direct  gift 
of  insiffht  which  enabled  him  to  picture  to 
himself  with  vividness  the  most  compli- 
cated phenomena;  the  second,  a  corres- 
ponding command  of  precise  and  luminous 
expression.  To  attribute  to  him  these  two 
qualities  may  seem  at  first  sight  paradoxical, 
for  it  is  admitted  that  he  never  was  a  good 
lecturer,  and  that  even  in  private  oral  ex- 
position he  was  often  hesitating,  and  some- 
times confused.  But  the  hesitation  and  ap- 
parent confusion  arose  from  no  want  of  in- 
ner clearness,  but  from  an  exuberance  of 
imagination  which  made  him  interrupt  him- 
self, and  hurried  him  on  from  one  illustra- 
tion to  another  in  a  way  which  often  taxed 
the  attention  of  his  hearers.  Something  of 
this  turbid  overflow  of  thought  or  fancy 
shows  itself  in  his  letters,  nor  can  it  be  con- 
tended that,  when  he  leaves  the  solid 
ground  of  physical  reasoning  for  the  more 
airy  rc^ons  of  mental  and  religious  phi- 
losophy, his  vision  has  the  same  distinct- 
ness, or  his  expressions  the  same  convinc- 
ing clearness.  But  on  his  own  ground  he 
fully  justified  the  remark  about  lum  attrib- 
uted to  Mr.  Hopkins,  the  great  Cambridge 
tutor  of  the  last  generation:  "It  is  im- 
possible that  that  man  should  think  incor- 
rectly on  physical  subjects."  —  Smith, 
Henry  J.  S.,  1883,  A  Life  of  Professor  Clerk 
Maxwell,  The  Academy,  vol.  23,  p.  19. 

Of  the  "Electricity  and  Magnetism"  it 


170 


MAXWELL— ELIOT 


is  difficult  to  predict  the  future,  but  there  is 
no  doubt  that  since  its  publication  it  has 
given  direction  and  colour  to  the  study  of 
Electrical  Science.  It  was  the  master's  last 
word  upon  a  subject  to  which  he  had  de- 
voted several  years  of  his  life,  and  most  of 
what  he  wrote  found  its  proper  place  in  the 
treatise.  Several  of  the  chapters,  notably 
those  on  electromagnetism,  are  practically 
reproductions  of  his  memoirs  in  a  modified 
or  improved  form.  The  treatise  is  also  re- 
markable for  the  handling  of  the  mathe- 
matical details  no  less  than  for  the  exposi- 
tion of  physical  principles,  and  is  enriched 
incidentolly  by  chapters  of  much  originality 
on  mathematical  subjects  touched  on  in  the 
course  of  the  work.— Niven,  W.  D.,  1890, 
ed.,  The  Scientific  Papers  of  James  Clerk 
Maxwell,  vol.1,  p.29. 

''One  who  has  enriched  the  inheritance 
left  by  Newton  and  has  consolidated  the 
work  of  Faraday — one  who  impelled  the 
mind  of  Cambridge  to  a  fresh  course  of  real 
investigation— has  clearly  earned  his  place 
in  human  memory."  It  was  thus  that  Pro- 
fessor Lewis  Campbell  and  Mr.  Gamett  be- 
gan in  1882  their  life  of  James  Clerk  Max- 
well. The  years  which  have  passed,  since 
that  date,  have  all  tended  to  strengthen 
the  belief  in  the  greatness  of  Maxwell's 
work  and  in  the  fertility  of  his  genius,  which 
has  inspired  the  labours  of  those  who,  not 
in  Cambridge  only,  but  throughout  the 
world,  have  aided  in  developing  the  seeds 
sown  by  him.  .  .  .  Since  Maxwell's  death 
volumes  have  been  written  on  electrical 
questions,  which  have  all  been  inspired  by 
his  work.  The  standpoint  from  which 
electrical  theory  is  regarded  has  been 
entirely  changed.  The  greatest  masters  of 
mathematical  physics  have  found,  in  the 
development  of  Maxwell's  views,  a  task  that 
called  for  all  their  powers,  and  the  harvest 
of  new  truths  which  has  been  garnered  has 
proved  most  rich.— Glazebrook,  R.  T., 
1896,  James  Clerk  MaxweU  and  Modem 
Physics,  pp,  9,  216. 

Maxwell  called  himself  the  interpreter  of 


Faraday's  views;  but  he  was  more  than 
this;  he  built  up  a  mathematical  theory  of 
magnetism  and  electricity  which  will  be  a 
lasting  monument  to  his  genius.  He  also 
propounded  his  electro-magnetic  theory  of 
light,  in  which  he  supposes  that  electrical 
energy  is  propagated  by  vibrations  of  the 
same  aether  which  is  supposed  to  transmit 
energy  in  the  form  of  light.  His  theory 
supposes,  in  fact,  that  electricity  and  light 
are  simply  different  aspects  of  the  same 
phenomenon— a  vibrating  ffither.  In  re- 
cent years  Hertz,  a  pupU  of  Helmholtz,  has, 
in  a  series  of  brilliant  experiments,  gone  far 
towards  verifying  the  results  of  Maxwell's 
theory  of  light.  Electric  waves  have  been 
obtained,  and  have  been  shown  to  be  cap- 
able of  reflection  and  refraction  in  exactly 
the  same  way  as  waves  of  light.  Maxwell 
died  in  1879,  and  the  scientific  world  lost 
its  most  brilliant  genius.— Rhodes,  W.  G., 
1897,  Social  England,  ed.  TraiU,  vol.  \a,  p. 
352. 

The  natural  philosophy  of  electricity, 
which  may  be  said  to  have  begun  with  Or- 
sted  and  Am^re,  is  due  in  no  small  measure 
to  the  expenmental  researches  and  indy 
philosophical  ideas  of  Faraday.  The  first 
consistent  statement  of  it  was  given  by 
Thomson,  who  expressed  in  mathematical 
language  Faraday's  ideas  of  lines  of  force, 
and  deduced  by  a  dynamical  process  the 
consequences  of  Faraday's  experimental 
discoveries.  Thomson's  theory  was  at  bot- 
tom one  of  action  in  a  medium,  and  from  it 
he  obtained  by  deduction  and  experimental 
verification  important  discoveries  of  his 
own.  Upon  this  quantitative  philosophical 
discussion  Maxwell  to  a  great  extent  based 
his  form  of  the  theory,  the  essence  of  which 
is  its  dynamical  character,  and  its  explicit 
transference  of  the  phenomena  from  the 
conductors  and  magnets  and  circuits  to 
the  electromagnetic  field.  The  theory  of 
light,  though  far  from  being  the  end,  is  the 
crown  of  the  whole  work.— Gray,  A.,  1898, 
Clerk  MaxwdPs  Influence  on  Modem  Phys- 
ics, Nature,  vol.  58,  P.  219. 


George  Eliot 

Mary  Ann  Cross 
1819-1880 
1819.— Mary  Ann  Evans,  "George  Eliot, "  bom  November  22  at  South  Farm,  Arbury,  in 
Warwickshhre.    1820-1841.— Lived  at  Griff  House,  Nuneaton,  in  the  midst  of  farmhouses, 
and  scenery  described  in  "Adam  Bede"  and  "The  Mill  on  the  Floss."    1824-1827.— At- 
tended Miss  Lathom's  boarding  school.    1827-1831.— Attended  Miss  Wallington's  school 
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and  read  Bunyan,  Defoe,  Johnson,  Scott,  Lamb,  etc.  1831-1834.— At  the  Misses  Frank- 
lin's school  at  Coventry,  under  strong  Calvinistic  influences.  1836.— Death  of  her  brother ; 
domestic  cares;  learns  Italian  and  German;  studies  music,  science,  metaphysics,  mathe- 
matics, and  the  great  English  poets.  1841.— March,  removed  to  Coventry  with  her 
father;  friendship  with  the  Brays,  resulting  in  a  change  in  her  religious  views  to  Unitarian- 
ism;  domestic  disturbances.  1846.— Translated  Strauss's  "Leben  Jesu."  1849.— May 
31,  death  of  her  father,  Robert  Evans.  1849-1850.— Visited  France  and  Italy;  resided 
eight  months  in  Geneva.  1851-1857.— Wrote  for  the  Weftminsier  Review,  of  which  she 
b^me  assistant  editor;  met  Lewes,  Chapman,  Spencer,  and  the  Martineaus.  1853.— Re- 
moved to  Hyde  Park,  London.  1854.— Translated  Feuerbach's  "  Essence  of  Christianity." 
1854-1858.— Union  with  George  Henry  Lewes,  journalist  and  philosopher;  spent  eight 
months  in  Weimar  and  Berlin ;  wrote  for  the  Leader  and  Weitminster.  185^1858.— Publi- 
cation of  "Scenes  of  Clerical  Life;''  end  of  her  incognito.  1859.— Publication  of  "Adam 
Bede,"  her  first  long  novel.  I860.— Publication  of  "The  Mill  on  the  Floss;"  visited  Italy. 
1861.— Publication  of  "Silas  Mamer;"  visited  Florence  in  May.  1863.— Publication  of 
her  great  Italian  novel  "  Romola,"  begun  in  the  ComkiU  Magazine  for  July,  1862.  1866.— 
Publication  of  "Felix  Holt,"  a  socialistic  novel.  1867.— Visited  Spain.  1868.— Publi- 
cation of  "The  Spanish  Gypsy,"  a  dramatic  poem,  and  other  poems,  "Agatha,"  "How 
Liza  Loved  the  King, "  "  Brother  and  Sister, "  etc.  1870.— Journey  to  Berlm  and  Vienna. 
1871-1872.— Publication  of  "Middlemarch."  1872-1873.— Visited  Hamburg  and  Cam- 
bridge. 1874.— Publication  of  "Legend  of  Jubal,"  and  other  poems.  1876.— Publica- 
tion of  "Daniel  Deronda,"  a  Jewish  novel.  1877.— Removed  to  "The  Heights,"  her 
country  home  in  Surrey.  1878.— Met  Turgenev  and  the  Crown  Prince  and  Princess  of 
Germany;  death  of  Lewes,  November  28.  1879.— Publication  of  "Theophrastus  Such." 
1880.— May  6,  marriage  with  John  Walter  Cross;  death  December  22.— Wauchope, 
George  Abbistrono,  1899,  ed.  George  Eliot e  Silas  Mamer,  p,  15. 

PERSONAL  sons  of  this  class.  We  shall  not  forget  with 
Miss  Evans  (who  wrote  "Adam  Bede")  what  kindness  and  earnestness  she  addressed 
was  the  daughter  of  a  steward,  and  gained  a  young  girl  who  had  just  began  to  handle  a 
her  exact  knowledge  of  English  rural  life  by  pen,  how  frankly  she  related  her  own  liter- 
the  connection  with  which  this  origin  ary  experience,  and  how  gently  she  sug^ 
brought  her  with  the  farmers.  She  was  en-  gested  advice.  True  genius  is  always  allied 
tirely  self-educated,  and  has  made  herself  ""^to  humility,  and  in  seeing  Mrs.  Lewes  do  the 
an  admirable  scholar  in  classical  as  well  as  work  of  a  good  Samaritan  so  unobtrusively, 
in  modern  languages.  Those  who  knew  her  we  learned  to  respect  the  woman  as  much  as 
had  always  recognized  her  wonderful  en-  we  had  ever  admired  the  writer.  "For 
dowments,  and  only  watched  to  see  in  what  years,  *'  said  she  to  us,  "  I  wrote  reviews  be- 
way  they  would  develop  themselves.  She  cause  I  knew  too  little  of  humanity." — 
is  a  person  of  the  simplest  manners  and  Field,  Kate,  1864,  English  Authors  in 
character,  amiable  and  unpretending,  and  Florence,  Atlantic  Monthly,  vol.  14,  p.  665. 
Mrs.  B—  spoke  of  her  with  great  affection  •  July  14tt.— A.  travelled  down  from  Lon- 
and  respect. — Hawthorne,  Nathaniel,  don  with  G.  H.  Lewes,  who  took  him  to  his 
1860,  French  and  Italian  Note-Books,  p.  555.  home  at  Witley  and  introduced  him  to  Mrs. 
It  was  at  Villino  TroUope,  [the  Floren-  Lewes  (George  Eliot).  A.  thought  her  "like 
tine  residence  of  Mr.  T.  Adolphus  TroUope]  the  picture  of  Savonarola."  .  .  .  July 22nd 
that  we  first  saw.  .  .  George  Eliot.  She  — .  .  .  A.  and  Hallam  called  on  Mr.  and 
is  a  woman  of  forty,  perhaps,  of  large  frame  Mrs.  Lewes.  She  is  delightful  in  a  tite^- 
and  fair  Saxon  coloring.  In  heaviness  of  tSte,  and  speaks  in  a  soft  soprano  voice, 
jaw  and  height  of  cheek-bone  she  greatly  which  almost  soimds  like  a  fine  falsetto 
resembles  a  German;  nor  are  her  features  with  her  strong  masculine  face.— Tennt- 
unlike  those  of  Wordsworth,  judging  from  SON,  Hallam,  1871,  Journal;  Alfred  Lord 
his  pictures.  The  expression  of  her  face  is  Tennyson,  A  Memoir  by  his  Son,  vol.  n,  p. 
gentle  and  amiable,  while  her  manner  is  107. 

particularly  timid  and  retiring.    In   con-  She  is  an  accomplished  linguist,  a  bril- 

versation,  Mrs.  Lewes  is  most  entertaining,  liant  talker,  a  musician  of  extraordinary 

and  her  interest  in  yoimg  writers  is  a  trait  skill.     She  has  a  musical  sense  so  delicate 

which  inmiediately  takes  captive  all  per-  and  exquisite  that  there  are  tender,  simple, 
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true  ballad  melodies  which  fill  her  with  a 
pathetic  pain  almost  too  keen  to  bear;  and 
yet  she  has  the  firm,  strong  command  of 
tone  and  touch,  without  which  a  really 
scientific  musician  cannot  be  made.  I  do 
not  think  this  exceeding  sensibility  of 
nature  is  often  to  be  found  in  combination 
with  a  genuine  mastery  of  the  practical 
science  of  music.  But  Mrs.  Lewes  has 
mastered  man^  sciences  as  well  as  liter- 
atures. Probably  no  other  novel  writer, 
since  novel  writing  became  a  business,  ever 
possessed  one  tithe  of  her  scientific  knowl- 
edge. .  •  .  Mrs.  Lewes  is  all  genius  and 
culture.  Had  she  never  written  a  page  of 
fiction,  nay,  had  she  never  written  a  line  of 
poetry  or  prose,  she  must  have  been  re- 
garded with  wonder  and  admiration  by  all 
who  knew  her  as  a  woman  of  vast  and  varied 
knowledge;  a  woman  who  could  think 
deeply  and  talk  brilliantly,  who  could  play 
high  and  severe  classical  music  like  a  pro- 
fessional performer,  and  could  bring  forth 
the  most  delicate  and  tender  aroma  of 
nature  and  poetry  lying  deep  in  the  heart 
of  some  simple,  old-fashioned  Scotch  or 
English  ballad.  Nature,  indeed,  seemed  to 
have  given  to  this  extraordinary  woman  all 
the  gifts  a  woman  could  ask  or  have— save 
one.  It  will  not,  I  hope,  be  considered  a 
piece  of  gossiping  personality  if  I  allude  to  a 
fact  which  must,  some  day  or  other,  be  part 
of  literary  history.  Mrs.  Lewes  is  not  beau- 
tiful. In  her  appearance  there  is  nothing 
whatever  to  attract  admiration.—Mc- 
Carthy,  Justin,  1872,  "George  ElioV  and 
George  Letoes,  Modem  Leaders,  p.  137. 

No  one  who  had  ever  seen  her  could  mis- 
take the  large  head  (her  brain  must  be 
heavier  than  most  men's)  covered  with  a 
mass  of  rich  auburn  hair.  At  first  I  thought 
her  tall;  for  one  could  not  think  that  such  a 
head  could  rest  on  an  ordinary  woman's 
shoulders.  But,  as  she  rose  up,  her  figure 
appeared  but  of  medium  height.  She  re- 
ceived me  very  kindly.  In  seeing,  for  the 
first  time,  one  to  whom  we  owed  so  many 
happy  hours,  it  was  impossible  to  feel 
towards  her  as  a  stranger.  All  distance  was 
removed  by  her  courtesy.  Her  manners  are 
very  sweet,  because  very  simple,  and  free 
from  affectation.  To  me  her  welcome  was 
the  more  grateful  as  that  of  one  woman  to 
another.  .  .  .  Looking  into  that  clear  calm 
eye,  one  sees  a  transparent  nature,  a  soul 
of  goodness  and  truth,  an  impression  which 
is  deepened  as  you  listen  to  her  soft  and 


gentle  tones.  A  low  voice  is  said  to  be  an 
excellent  thing  in  woman.  It  is  a  special 
charm  of  the  most  finely-cultured  English 
ladies.  But  never  did  a  sweeter  voice  fas- 
cinate a  listener— so  soft  and  low,  that  one 
must  almost  bend  to  hear.  ...  I  should 
do  her  great  injustice,  if  I  gave  the  impres- 
sion that  there  was  in  her  conversation  any 
attempt  at  display.  There  is  no  wish  to 
"shine."  She  is  above  that  affectation  of 
brilliancy  which  is  often  mere  flippancy. 
Nor  does  she  seek  to  attract  homage  and 
admiration.  On  the  contrary,  she  is  very 
averse  to  speak  of  herself,  or  even  to  hear 
the  heart-felt  praise  of  others.  She  does 
not  engross  the  conversation,  but  is  more 
eager  to  listen  than  to  talk.  She  has  that 
delicate  tact— which  is  one  of  the  fine  arts 
among  women— to  make  others  talk,  sug- 
gesting topics  the  most  rich  and  fruitful, 
and  by  a  word  drawing  the  conversation 
into  a  channel  where  it  may  flow  with  a 
broad,  free  current. — Field,  Mrs.  Henrt 
M.,  1875,  Home  Sketches  in  France  and  Other 
Papers,  pp.  284,  285. 

George  Eliot  is  too  great  for  the  judg- 
ment of  any  less  a  critic  than  posterity.  It 
will  read  her  books  in  a  broader  li^ht  than 
we,  in  the  light,  also,  of  personal  history  of 
her  life  and  of  the  literary  material  which 
has  gone  to  the  making  of  her  books.  In  the 
absence  of  anythmg  authentic  about  Shakes- 
peare, the  legendary  deer-stealing  became 
an  event  in  English  history.  There  is  no 
writer  who  has  had  a  more  remarkable  per- 
sonal history  than  Mrs.  Lewes,  though  she 
is  known  to  the  biographical  dictionaries 
only  by  the  dates  of  publication  of  her 
books,  or  a  history  that  has  had  more 
marked  influence  on  the  direction  of  liter- 
ary activity.— BowKER,  Richard  Rogers, 
1877,  Daniel  Deronda,  International  Review 
vol.  4,  p.  76. 

Her  face,  instead  of  beauty,  possessed  a 
sweet  benignity,  and  at  times  nashed  into 
absolute  bnlliancy.  She  was  older  than  I 
had  imagined,  for  her  hair,,  once  fair,  was 
gray,  and  unmistakable  lines  of  care  and 
thought  were  on  the  low,  broad  brow.  .  .  . 
Dressed  in  black  velvet,  with  point  lace  on 
her  hair,  and  repeated  at  throat  and  wrists, 
she  made  me  think  at  once  of  Romola  and 
Dorothea  Brooke.  ...  She  talked  as  she 
wrote;  in  descriptive  passages,  with  the 
same  sort  of  humor,  and  the  same  manner 
of  linking  events  by  analogy  and  inference. 
The  walk  were  covered  with  pictures.     I 
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remember  Guido's  Aurora,  Ifichael  Angelo's 
prophets,  Raphael's  sibyls,  while  all  about 
were  sketches,  landscapes  and  crayon  draw- 
ings, gifts  from  the  most  famous  living 
Eainters,  many  of  whom  are  friends  of  the 
ouse.  A  ^nd  piano,  open  and  covered 
with  music,  indicated  recent  and  continual 
use.— Downs,  Annie,  1879,  A  Viiii  to 
Owrge  Eliot,  The  C<mgregationaH$tf  May  28. 

Dead!  Is  she  dead? 
And  all  that  light  extinguished  I  .  .  . 
How  plain  I  see  her  now, 
The  twilight  tiesses,  deepening  into  night. 
The  brow  a  benediction,  and  the  eyes 
Seat  where  compassion  never  set,  and  like 
That  firm,  fixed  star,  which  altereth  not  its 

place 
While  aU  the  planets  round  it  sink  and  swim. 
Shone  with  a  steady  guidance.    O,  and  a  voice 
Matched  with  whose  modulations  softest  notes 
Of  dulcimer  by  dain  t test  fingers  stroked, 
Or  zephyrs  wafted  over  summer  seas, 
On  summer  shores  subsiding,  sounded  harsh. 
Listening  whereto,  steeled  obduracy  felt 
The  need  to  kneel,  necessity  to  weep, 
And  craving  to  be  comforted;  a  shrine 
Of  music  and  of  incense  and  of  flowers. 
Where  hearts,  at  length  self-challenged,  were 

content 
Still  to  be  sad  and  sinful-,  so  they  might 
Feel  that  exonerating  pity  steal 
In  subtle  absolution  on  their  guilt. 

—Austin,  Alfred,  1880,  George  Eliot,  Dee. 
29;  Soliloquies  in  Song,  pp.  100, 102. 

However  I  may  lament  the  circum- 
stances, Westminster  Abbey  is  a  Christian 
Church  and  not  a  Pantheon,  and  the  Dean 
thereof  is  officially  a  Christian  priest,  and 
we  ask  him  to  bestow  exceptional  Christian 
honours  by  this  burial  in  the  Abbey.  George 
Miot  is  known  not  only  as  a  great  writer, 
but  as  a  person  whose  life  and  opinions  were 
in  notorious  antagonism  to  Christian  prac- 
tice in  regard  to  marriage,  and  Christian 
theory  in  regard  to  dogma.  How  am  I  to 
tell  the  Dean  that  I  think  he  ought  to  read 
over  the  body  of  a  person  who  did  not  re- 
pent of  what  the  Church  considers  mortal 
sin,  a  service  not  one  solitary  proposition  in 
which  she  would  have  accepted  for  truth 
while  she  was  alive?  How  am  I  to  urge  him 
to  do  that  which,  if  I  were  in  his  place,  I 
should  most  emphatically  refuse  to  do? 
You  tell  me  that  Mrs.  Crosq  wished  for  the 
funeral  in  the  Abbey.  While  I  desire  to  en- 
tertain the  greatest  respect  for  her  wishes,  I 
am  very  sorry  to  hear  it.  I  do  not  under- 
stand the  feeling  which  could  create  such  a 
desire  on  any  personal  grounds,  save  those 


of  affection,  and  the  natural  yearning  to  be 
near  even  in  death  to  those  whom  we  have 
loved.  And  on  public  grounds  the  wish  is 
still  less  intelligible  to  me.  One  cannot  eat 
one's  cake  and  have  it  too.  Those  who  elect 
to  be  free  in  thought  and  deed  must  not 
hanker  after  the  rewards,  if  they  are  to  be 
80  c^ed,  which  the  world  offers  to  those 
who  put  up  with  its  fetters.  Thus,  how- 
ever I  look  at  the  proposal  it  seems  to  me 
to  be  a  profound  mistake,  and  I  can  have 
nothing  to  do  with  it.— Huxlbt,  Thomas 
Hbnrt,  1880,  Letter  to  Herbert  Spencer,  Dec. 
27;  Life  and  Letkre,  ed.  hu  Son,  vol.  u,  p. 
19. 
Of  these  immortal  dead  who  still  uve 

ON 

in  minds  made  better  bt  their  presence. 
Here  Lies  the  Bodt 

OF 

"George  Eliot" 
Mary  Ann  Cross. 

Born  22nd  November,  1819. 

Died  22nd  December,  1880. 
—Inscription  on  monument,  1880,  High- 
gate  Cemetery. 

George  Eliot,  when  you  saw  her  in  repose, 
had  a  forbidding  countenance.  People  who 
did  not  like  her  used  to  say  she  looked  like  a 
horse;  a  remark  which  has  also  been  made 
about  a  celebrated  living  actor.  It  was  true 
so  far  as  this:  that  the  portion  of  the  face 
below  the  eyes  was  disproportionately  long 
and  narrow.  She  had  that  square  fullness 
of  brow  over  the  eyes  which  Blake  had,  and 
which  led  Blake  to  affirm  that  the  shape  of 
his  head  made  him  a  Republican.  George 
Eliot's  radicalism  went  much  farther  than 
mere  republicanism.  She  never  can  have 
been  a  beautiful  woman,  either  in  face  or 
figure.  She  was  tall,  gaunt,  angular,  with- 
out any  flowing  ease  of  motion,  though 
with  a  self-possession  and  firmness  of  muscle 
and  fibre  which  saved  her  from  the  shamb- 
ling awkwardness  often  the  characteristic  of 
long  and  loose-jointed  people.  .  .  .  Her 
eyes  were,  when  she  talked,  luminous  and 
beautiful,  dark  in  colour  and  of  that  un- 
fathomable depth  and  swift  changefulness 
which  are  seldom  to  be  seen  in  the  same 
orbs,  except  in  persons  whose  force  of  char- 
acter and  force  of  intellect  are  both  re- 
markable. They  could  be  very  soft,  and 
she  smiled  with  her  eyes  as  well  as  with  that 
large  mouth  of  hers;  and  the  smile  was  full 
of  loveliness  when  it  did  not  turn  to  mock- 
ing or  mark  that  contemptuous  mood  which 
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was  not,  I  gather,  very  infrequent  with  her. 
In  conversation  which  did  not  wake  this 
demon  of  scomfulness,  bom  of  conscious 
intellectual  superiority,  the  face  was  full  of 
vivacity  and  light,  whether  illuminated  by 
a  smile  or  not.— -Sbiallet,  George  W., 
1880-91,  George  Eliot,  Dec,  25;  London  Let- 
ters and  Some  Others,  vol.  I,  pp.  246,  247. 

Her  low,  soft  voice,  which  is  now  spoken 
of  as  sweet  and  exquisitely  modulated, 
seemed  to  me  wanting  in  that  something 
sympathetic  and  endearing  which  such 
voices  usually  possess.  It  was  not  exactly 
indiflFerent;  but  it  seemed  to  have  no  vibra- 
tions of  human  weakness,  whatever  later 
sorrow  and  passion  may  have  imparted  to 
it.  Subdued  as  it  was,  it  was  the  voice  of  a 
strong  woman;  of  one  who  needed  not  to 
assert  herself  and  cared  not  for  recognition. 
— LipPiNCOTT,  Sara  Jane  (Grace  Green- 
wood), 1881,  The  Independent. 

Somewhere  about  1827  a  friendly  neigh- 
bor lent  "Waverley"  to  an  elder  sister  of 
little  Mary  Evans.  It  was  returned  before 
the  child  had  read  to  the  end,  and  in  her  dis- 
tress at  the  loss  of  the  fascinating  volume 
she  began  to  write  out  the  story  as  far  as 
she  had  read  it  for  herself,  beginning  natur- 
ally where  the  story  begins  with  Waverley's 
adventures  at  TuUy  Veolan,  and  continuing 
until  the  surprised  elders  were  moved  to  eet 
her  the  book  again.  Elia  divided  her  chud- 
ish  allegiance  with  Scott,  and  she  remem- 
bered fastening  with  singular  pleasure  upon 
an  extract  in  some  stray  almanac  from  the 
essay  in  commemoration  of  ''Captain 
Jackson,"  and  his  "slender  ration  of  single 
Gloucester,"  and  proverbs  in  praise  of 
cheeserind.  This  is  an  extreme  example  of 
the  general  rule  that  a  wise  child's  taste  in 
literature  is  sounder  than  adults  generally 
venture  to  believe.  Not  many  years  lat^ 
we  may  imagine  her  a  growing  girl  at  school. 
Almost  on  the  outskirts  of  the  old  town  of 
Coventry,  toward  the  railway  station,  the 
house  may  still  be  seen,  itself  an  old-fash- 
ioned, five-windowed  Queen  Anne  sort  of 
dwelling,  with  a  shell-shaped  cornice  over 
the  door,  with  an  old  timbered  cottage 
facing  it,  and  near  adjoining  a  quaint  brick- 
and-timber  building,  with  an  oriel  window 
thrown  out  upon  oak  pillars.  Between 
forty  and  fifty  years  ago,  Methodist  ladies 
kept  the  school,  and  the  name  of  "little 
mamma,"  given  by  her  schoolfellows,  is  a 
proof  that  already  something  was  to  be 
seen  of  the  maternal  au-  which  characterised 


her  m  later  years,  and  perhaps  more  especi- 
ally in  intercoiu'se  with  her  own  sex.  Prayer 
meetings  were  in  vogue  among  the  girls, 
following  the  example  of  their  elders,  and 
while  taking  no  doubt  a  leading  part  in 
these,  she  u^  to  suffer  much  self-reproach 
about  her  coldness  and  inability  to  be  car- 
ried away  with  the  same  enthusiasm  as 
others.  At  the  same  time  nothing  was 
further  from  her  nature  than  any  sceptical 
inclination,  and  she  used  to  pounce  with 
avidity  upon  any  approach  to  argumen- 
tative theology  within  her  reach,  carrying 
Paley's  "Evidences"  up  to  her  bedroom, 
and  devouring  it  as  she  lay  upon  the  floor 
alone.— SiMCOX,  Edith,  1881,  George  EUoi, 
The  Nineteenth  Century,  vol.  9,  p.  779. 

Here  [Nuneaton]  she  was  bom  in  No- 
vember, 1820  [7] ;  and  it  seems  pleasant  to  re- 
flect that  but  a  few  miles  off  in  the  same 
county  of  Warwick  was  the  birthplace  of 
Shakspere,  whose  place  among  male  writers 
seems  more  nearly  filled  by  Marian  Evans 
or  George  Eliot  among  female  writers  than 
by  any  other  woman,  so  that  we  have  the 
greatest  English  man  and  the  greatest  Eng- 
lish woman  bom,  though  two  centuries 
and  a  half  apart  in  time,  but  a  few  miles 
apart  in  space. — Lanier,  Sidnet,  1881, 
The  English  Novel,  p.  164. 

It  is  difficult  for  any  one  admitted  to  the 

Keat  honor  of  friendship  with  either  Mr. 
)wes  or  George  Eliot  to  speak  of  their 
home  without  seeming  intrusive,  in  the 
same  way  that  he  would  have  been  who, 
unauthorized,  introduced  visitors,  yet  some- 
thing may  be  said  to  gratify  a  curiosity 
which  surely  is  not  now  impertinent  or  ig- 
noble. When  London  was  full,  the  littife 
drawingH'oom  in  St.  John's  Wood  was  now 
and  then  crowded  to  overflowing  with  those 
who  were  glad  to  give  their  best  of  conver- 
sation, of  information,  and  sometimes  of 
music,  always  to  listen  with  eager  attention 
to  whatever  their  hostess  might  say,  when 
all  that  she  said  was  worth  hearing.  With- 
out a  trace  of  pedantry,  she  led  the  conver- 
sation to  some  great  and  lofty  strain.  Of 
herself  and  her  works  she  never  spoke;  of 
the  works  and  thoughts  of  others  she  spoke 
with  reverence,  and  sometimes  even  too 
great  tolerance.  But  those  aftemoons  had 
the  highest  pleasure  when  London  was 
empty  or  the  day  wet,  and  only  a  few  friends 
were  present,  so  that  her  conversation  as- 
sumed a  more  sustained  tone  than  was  pos- 
sible when  the  rooms  were  full  of  shifting 
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groups.  It  was  then  that,  without  any  pre- 
meditation, her  sentences  fell  as  fully 
formed,  as  wise,  as  weighty,  as  epigram- 
matic, as  any  to  be  found  in  her  books.  Al- 
ways ready,  but  never  rapid,  her  talk  was 
not  only  good  in  itself,  but  it  encouraged 
the  same  in  others,  since  she  was  an  excel- 
lent listener,  and  eager  to  hear.  Yet  in- 
teresting as  seemed  to  her,  as  well  as  to 
those  admitted  to  them,  her  afternoons  in 
London,  she  was  always  glad  to  escape 
when  summer  came,  either  for  one  of  the 
tou«s  on  the  Continent  in  which  she  so  de- 
lighted, or  lately  to  the  charming  home  she 
had  made  in  Surrey.  She  never  tired  of  the 
lovely  scenery  about  Witley,  and  the  great 
expanse  of  view  obtainable  from  the  tops  of 
the  many  hills.— Paul,  C.  Kegan,  1881, 
George  Eliotf  Harpefi  Magazine,  vol.  62,  p. 
921. 

A  woman  of  strong  passions,  like  her  own 
Maggie,  deeply  affectionate  by  nature,  of  a 
clinging  tenderness  of  disposition,  Marian 
Evans  went  through  much  inward  strug- 
gle, through  many  painful  experiences  be- 
fore she  reached  the  moral  self-government 
of  her  later  years.  Had  she  not,  it  is  hardly 
likely  that  she  could  have  entered  with  so 
deep  a  comprehension  into  the  most  intri- 
cate windings  of  the  human  heart.  That,  of 
course,  was  to  a  great  extent  due  to  her 
sympathy,  sympathy  being  the  strongest 
quality  of  her  moral  nature.  She  flung  her- 
^If,  as  it  were,  into  other  lives,  making 
their  affairs,  their  hopes,  their  sorrows  her 
own.  And  this  power  of  identifying  herself 
with  the  people  she  came  near  had  the  effect 
of  a  magnet  in  attracting  her  fellow-crea- 
tures.—Bund,  Mathilde,  1883,  George  El- 
iot (Farruyiu  Women),  p.  56. 

Mrs.  Lewes'  manner  had  a  grave  simplio- 
ity  which  rose  in  closer  converse  into  an  al- 
most pathetic  anxiety  to  give  of  her  best — 
to  establish  a  genuine  human  relation  be- 
tween herself  and  her  interlocutor — to 
utter  words  which  should  remain  as  an  ac- 
tive influence  for  good  in  the  hearts  of  those 
who  heard  them.  .  .  .  Mrs.  Lewes' humour, 
though  fed  from  a  deep  perception  of  the  in- 
congruities of  human  fates,  had  not,  ex- 
cept in  intimate  moments,  any  buoyant  or 
contagious  quality,  and  in  all  her  talk, — 
full  of  matter  and  wisdom  and  exquisitely 
worded  as  it  was,  —there  was  the  same  per- 
vading air  of  strenuous  seriousness  which 
was  more  welcome  to  those  whose  object 
was  distinctly  to  learn  from  her  than  to 


those  who  merely  wished  to  pass  an  idle 
and  brilliant  hour.— Mters,  Frederic 
William  Henrt,  1883,  George  EKot,  Esiays 
Modem,  p.  257. 

On  Friday,  December  17,  1880,  she  at- 
tended the  presentation  of  the  Agamemnon 
of  iGschylus  in  the  original  Greek,  with  the 
accompaniments  of  the  ancient  theatre,  by 
the  undergraduates  of  Balliol  CoUege,  Ox- 
ford. She  was  very  enthusiastic  about  this 
revival  of  ancient  art,  and  planned  to  read 
anew  all  the  Greek  dramatists  with  her  hus- 
band. The  next  day  she  attended  a  popu- 
lar concert  at  St.  James  Hall,  and  listened 
with  her  usual  intense  interest.  Sitting  in  a 
draught  she  caught  cold,  but  that  evening 
she  played  through  much  of  the  music  she 
had  heard  in  the  afternoon.  The  next  day 
she  was  not  so  well  as  usual,  yet  she  met  her 
friends  in  the  afternoon.  On  Monday 
her  Isrynx  was  slightly  affected,  and  a 
physician  was  called,  but  no  danger  was 
apprehended.  Yet  her  malady  gained 
rapidly.  On  Tuesday  night  she  was  in  a 
dangerous  condition  and  on  Wednesday  the 
pericardium  was  found  to  be  seriously  dis- 
eased. Toward  midnight  of  that  day^  De- 
cember 22,  after  a  period  of  unconscious- 
ness, she  quietly  passed  away.  She  was 
buried  on  the  29th,  in  the  unconsecrated 
portion  of  Highgate  Cemetery,  by  the  side 
of  George  Henry  Lewes.— Cooke,  George 
Willis,  1883,  George  Eliot,  A  Critical  Study 
of  Her  Life,  Writings  and  PhUotophy^  p.  101. 

I  may  mention  here  that  my  wife  told  me 
the  reason  she  fixed  on  this  name  was  that 
George  was  Mr.  Lewes'  Christian  name,  and 
Eliot  was  a  good,  mouth-filling,  easily  pro- 
nounced word.— Cross,  John  W.,  1884, 
George  Eliot  z  Life  as  related  in  her  Letters 
and  Journals,  vol.  i,  p.  310. 

Music  was  an  absorbing  passion  with  her. 
She  played  brilliantly,  but  her  technical 
knowlec^e  was  even  better  than  her  power 
of  performance.  She  played  only  for  a  few 
chosen  friends.  Her  music  was  so  intensely 
part  of  herself,  that  she  could  not  give  it 
freely;  and  it  had  a  wonderful  effect  upon 
her.  After  either  performing,  or  listening  to, 
fine  music,  she  was  frequently  completely 
unnerved,  unable  to  command  herself,  and 
more  likely  to  break  down  into  tears  than 
to  talk  calmly.  But  she  enjoyed  writing 
about  harmony.  No  one  ever  drew  the 
musical  nature  better  than  she  did  in  the 
musician  of  "Daniel  Deronda."— Lillib, 
Mrs.  John,  1885,  A  Meeting  with  George 
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Eliot,  Same  Noted  Princes,  Authors,  and 
Statesmen  of  Owr  Time,  ed.  Parton,  p.  64. 

Although  I  had  known  Mary  Ann  Evans 
as  a  child  at  her  father's  house  at  Griff,  our 
real  acquaintance  began  in  1841,  when 
after  she  came  with  her  father  to  reside 
near  Coventry,  my  sister,  who  lived  next 
door  to  her,  brought  her  to  call  upon 
us  one  morning,  thinking,  amongst  other 
natural  reasons  for  introducing  her,  that 
the  influence  of  this  superior  young  lady 
of  Evangelical  opinions  might  be  bene- 
ficial to  our  heretical  minds.  She  was  then 
about  one-and-twenty,  and  I  can  well  recol- 
lect her  appearance  and  modest  demeanor 
as  she  sat  down  on  a  low  ottoman  by  the 
window,  and  I  had  a  sort  of  surprised  feel- 
ing when  she  first  spoke,  at  the  measured, 
highly-cultivated  mode  of  expression,  so 
different  from  the  usual  tones  of  young  per- 
sons from  the  country.  We  became  fnends 
at  once.  We  soon  found  that  her  mind  was 
ak'eady  tuniing  toward  greater  freedom  of 
thought  in  religious  opinion,  that  she  had 
even  bought  for  herself  Hennell's  "In- 
quiry," and  there  was  much  mutual  in- 
terest between  the  author  and  herself  in 
their  frequent  meetings  at  our  house.— 
Bray,  Charles,  1885,  Phases  of  Opinion 
and  Experience  During  a  Long  Life,  p.  257. 

The  life  of  Marian  Evans  had  much  I 
never  knew — a  doom  of  fruit  without  the 
bloom,  like  the  Niger  fig: — 

Her  losses  make  our  gains  ashamed — 

She  bore  life's  empty  pack 
Ab  gallantly  as  if  the  E^t 

Were  swinging  at  her  back. 
Life's  empty  pack  is  heaviest, 

As  every  porter  knows— 
In  vain  to  punbh  honey, 
It  only  sweeter  grows. 

—Dickinson,  Emilt,  1885,  To  Thomas 
Niles,  Letters,  vol  II,  p.  418. 

As  a  wise,  benignant  soul  George  Eliot 
will  still  remain  for  all  right-judging  men 
and  women.— MORLEY,  John,  1885,  The 
Life  of  George  Eliot,  MacmUlan^s  Magazine, 
vqL  51,  p.  256. 

It  is  a  pleasant,  substantial  house  [Griff 
House],  built  of  warm  red  brick,  with  old- 
fashioned,  small-paned  casement  windows. 
Hie  walls  are  almost  hidden  by  creepers,  a 
glorious  old  pear-tree,  roses  and  jessamine, 
and  over  one  end  a  tangle  of  luxuriant  ivy. 
Across  the  smooth  green  lawn  and  its  flower 
beds,  an  old  stone  vase  covered  with  golden 
lichen  made  a  point  of  color  beneath  the 


silver  stems  of  a  great  bu'ch-tree.  Outside 
the  light  iron  fence  a  group  of  sheep  were 
bleating  below  a  gnarled  and  twisted  oak. 
Behind  them  rose  the  rich  purple-brown 
wood  we  had  come  through,  and  beyond  the 
wood  we  caught  glimpses  of  far-away  blue 
dbtance,  swelling  uplands  and  wide-streteh- 
ing  valleys,  with  here  and  there  a  huge 
chimney  sending  up  a  column  of  black 
smoke  or  white  puff  of  steam.  On  the  house 
roof  pigeons  were  cooing  forth  their  satis- 
faction at  the  sunshine.  From  the  yew-tree 
close  by,  a  concert  of  small  chirping  vdces 
told  that  spring  was  coming,  while  a  black- 
bird in  the  bushes  made  violent  love  to  his 
mate,  and  wooed  her  with  jovial,  rollicking 
song.  Within,  the  house  is  in  much  the  same 
state  as  in  the  days  of  Mary  Ann  Evans's 
girlhood.  —  Kingslet,  Rose  G.,  1885, 
George  Eliofs  Country,  Century  Magazine, 
vol.  30,  p.  346. 

Conceive,  next,  the  tenth  Muse,  or  Sibyl, 
lounging  in  an  arm-chair  and  shading  her 
face  idly  with  a  hand  screen;  a  powerful- 
looking,  middle-aged  woman,  with  a  notice- 
able nose  and  chin,  a  low  forehead,  a  fresh 
complexion,  and  full  and  very  mobile 
mouth.  Dress,  on  this  occasion,  a  plainly 
cut,  tight-fitting  dress  of  blue  cashmere, 
fastened  at  the  throat  with  a  cameo  brooch. 
This  was  "Mawrian  Evans,"  as  Carlyle 
called  her,  the  George  Eliot  of  the  novels. 
She  realised  in  face  and  form  the  descrip- 
tion I  afterward  gave  to  her  in  the  "Session 
of  the  Poets:" 

George  Eliot  gazed  on  the  company  boldly 
With  the  limbs  of  a  sylph  and  the  head  of  John 

Locke! 
I  had  been  particularly  struck  by  her 
resemblance  to  Locke's  well-known  por- 
trait, engraved  as  a  frontispiece  of  the 
famous  "Essay."  At  that  time  her  figure 
was  graceful  to  elegance.  When  I  last  saw 
her,  shortly  before  her  husband's  death, 
she  stooped  painfully  as  she  walked,  and 
wore  an  old-fashioned  crinoline. — Buchan- 
an, Robert,  1886,  A  Talk  with  George 
Eliot,  A  Look  Round  Literature,  p.  219. 

She  was  not,  as  the  world  in  general  is 
aware,  a  handsome,  or  even  a  personable 
woman.  Her  face  was  long;  the  eyes  not 
large,  nor  beautiful  in  color— they  were,  I 
think,  of  a  grayish  blue— the  hair,  which 
she  wore  in  old-fashioned  braids  coming  low 
down  on  either  side  of  her  face,  of  a  rather 
light  brown.     It  was  streaked  with  gray 
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when  last  I  saw  her.  Her  figure  was  of 
middle  height,  large-boned  and  powerful. 
Lewes  often  said  that  she  inherited  from 
her  peasant  ancestors  a  frame  and  constitu- 
tion originally  very  robust.  Her  head  was 
finely  formed,  with  a  noble  and  well-bal- 
anced arch  from  brow  to  crown.  The  lips 
and  mouth  possessed  a  power  of  infinitely 
varied  expression.  George  Lewes  once  said 
to  me  when  I  made  some  observation  to  the 
effect  that  she  had  a  sweet  face  (I  meant 
that  the  face  expressed  great  sweetness): 
"You  might  say  what  a  sweet  himdred 
faces!  I  look  at  her  sometimes  in  amaze- 
ment Her  countenance  is  constantly 
changing. "  The  said  lips  and  mouth  were 
distinctly  sensuous  in  form  and  fulness. 
.  .  .  Her  speaking  voice  was,  I  think,  one 
of  the  most  beautiful  I  ever  heard,  and  she 
used  it  eonseientiously,  if  I  may  say  so.  I 
mean  that  she  availed  herself  of  its  modula- 
tions to  give  thrilling  emphasis  to  what  was 
profound  in  her  utterances,  and  sweetness 
to  what  was  gentle  or  playful.  She  be- 
stowed great  care,  too,  on  her  enunciation, 
disliking  the  slipshod  mode  of  pronouncing 
which  is  so  common.  I  have  several  times 
heard  her  declare  with  enthusiasm  that  ours 
is  a  beautiful  language,  a  noble  language 
even  to  the  ear,  ^hen  properly  spoken;  and 
imitate  with  disgust  the  short,  snappy y  in- 
articulate way  in  which  many  people  utter 
it.— Trollope,  Thomas  Adolphus,  1888, 
What  I  Remmber,  pp.  470,  471. 

Her  marriage  with  Mr.  John  Cross  took 
place  on  May  6,  1880.  It  would  be  wrong 
to  attempt  to  present  any  other  account  of 
this  than  that  which  Mr.  Cross  has  himself 
given  in  the  life  of  his  wife.  The  marriage 
was  severely  criticised  at  the  time  by  her 
best  friends.  This  was  due  to  various 
causes.  Second  marriages  are  absolutely 
forbidden  by  the  Positivist  creed,  and  her 
breach  of  this  rule  would  be  sure  to  alienate 
all  who  were  of  this  persuasion.  The  world, 
which  has  forgiven  her  relations  with  Lewes 
on  the  ground  that  they  arose  from  an  over- 
mastering devotion,  was  shocked  when  it 
found  that  the  affection  which  had  caused 
such  an  act  of  sacrifice  was  capable  of  being 
succeeded  by  another  equally  strong.  The 
difference  of  nearly  twenty  years  between 
the  age  of  the  bride  and  bridegroom  also 
gave  occasion  for  remark.  On  the  other 
hand,  no  one  can  have  studied  the  char- 
acter of  George  Eliot,  even  superficially, 
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without  being  convinced  how  necessary  it 
was  for  her  to  have  some  one  to  depend 
upon,  and  how  much  her  nature  yearned 
for  sympathy  and  support.  No  better  com- 
panion could  certainly  have  been  found 
than  Mr.  Cross,  with  his  strong  vigorous 
sense,  manly  character,  and  business  habits. 
—Browning,  Oscar,  1890,  Life  of  George 
Eliot  (Great  Writers),  p.  134. 

There  is  no  good  portrait,  I  believe,  of 
her.  She  had  long  features,  and  would 
have  been  called  plain  but  for  her  solemn, 
earnest  eyes,  which  had  an  expression  quite 
in  keeping  with  her  voice,  which  was  one 
not  easily  forgotten.  I  never  detected  in 
her  any  trace  of  genial  humour,  though  I 
doubt  not  that  it  was  latent  in  her;  and  I 
thought  her  a  person  who  had  drawn  her 
ideas  far  more  from  books  and  an  acquaint- 
ance with  certain  types  of  humanity  whom 
she  had  set  herself  deliberately  to  study— 
albeit  with  rare  perception— than  from  an 
easy  intuitive  familiarity  with  all  sorts  and 
conditions  of  men.  But  she  worked  out 
thoroughly  what  she  knew  by  the  intuition 
of  genius,  though  in  this  she  was  very  far 
inferior  to  Scott.— Leland,  Charles  God- 
prey,  1893,  Memoirs,  p.  390. 

After  this  first  visit  to  "The  Priory,"  the 
doors  were  kindly  open  to  us  on  Sundays 
during  our  stay  in  London.  Unhappily,  I 
have  no  notes  of  those  visits,  nor  of  George 
Eliot's  conversation,  but  I  must  always  re- 
member how  the  beauty  of  her  voice  im- 
pressed me.  I  also  remarked  the  same 
quality  I  have  mentioned  in  speaking  of  her 
letters— a  sense  of  perfectness  in  her  pres- 
entation of  any  scene  or  subject.  I  recall 
this  impression  especially  in  connection 
with  a  description  she  gave  one  afternoon 
of  a  late  visit  to  Germany,  portraying  the 
charm  of  living  in  one  of  the  places  (was  it 
Ilmenau?)  made  classic  to  us  by  association 
with  Goethe.  The  whole  was  so  clearly  yet 
simply  and  vigorously  said,  that  any  list- 
ener, ignorant  of  her  fame,  must  have  felt 
her  unusual  qualities  both  of  mind  and 
heart.— Fields,  Annie,  1899,  George  Eliot, 
Century  Magazine,  vol.  58.  p.  444. 

Only  her  intimate  friends  knew  tHe  ex- 
hausting labour  which  she  bestowed  on  her 
books,  and  the  untiring  patience  with  which 
she  strove  to  answer  every  call  made  on  her 
attention  by  friendship,  or  her  own  house- 
hold, or  any  incident  of  her  literary  life. 
Everything  she  did  was  carefully  planned 
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and  studiously  worked  out;  and  whether  it 
was  a  letter,  the  visit  of  a  friend,  a  foreign 
tour,  or  the  plot  of  a  novel,  she  put  into  it 
the  best  she  had,  and  the  utmost  pains  to 
make  it  perfect.  Where  she  failed  at  all,  I 
think,  was  in  spontaneity,  verve,  and 
abandon.  This  extreme  conscientiousness 
to  do  ever3rthing  as  well  as  she  could  do  it 
gave  a  certain  air  of  stiffness  to  her  letters, 
made  some  of  her  books  overcharged  and 
langweilig  (this  is  especially  true  of  ''Ro- 
mola"),  and  it  certainly  ruined  her  poetry.— 
Harrison,  Frederic,  1901,  George  Wash- 
ington and  other  American  Addre$9e$,  p.  210. 

MARRIAGE 
If  there  is  any  one  action  or  relation  of 
my  life  which  is,  and  always  has  been,  pro- 
foundly serious,  it  is  my  relation  to  Mr. 
Lewes.  It  is,  however,  natural  enough  that 
you  should  mistake  me  in  many  ways,  for 
not  only  are  you  unacquainted  with  Mr. 
Lewes's  real  character  and  the  course  of  his 
actions,  but  also  it  is  several  years  now 
since  you  and  I  were  much  together,  and  it 
is  possible  that  the  modifications  my  mind 
has  undergone  may  be  quite  in  the  opposite 
direction  of  what  you  imagine.  No  one  can 
be  better  aware  than  yourself  that  it  is  pos- 
sible for  two  people  to  hold  different  opinions 
on  momentous  subjects  with  equal  sincerity, 
and  an  equally  earnest  conviction  that  their 
respective  opinions  are  alone  the  truly 
moral  ones.  If  we  differ  on  the  subject  o( 
the  marriage  laws,  I  at  least  can  believe  of 
you  that  you  cleave  to  what  you  believe  to 
be  good;  and  I  don't  know  of  anything  in 
the  nature  of  your  views  that  should  pre- 
vent you  from  believing  the  same  of  me. 
How  far  we  differ  I  think  we  neither  of  us 
know,  for  I  am  ignorant  of  your  precise 
views;  and,  apparently,  you  attribute  to 
me  both  feelings  and  opinions  which  are  not 
mine.  We  cannot  set  each  other  quite 
right  in  this  matter  in  letters,  but  one  thing 
I  can  tell  you  in  few  words.  Light  and 
easily  broken  ties  are  what  I  neither  desire 
theoretically  nor  could  live  for  practically. 
Women  who  are  satisfied  with  such  ties  do 
ikrf  act  as  I  have  done.  That  any  unworldly, 
unsuperstitious  person  who  is  sufiSciently 
acquainted  with  the  realities  of  life  can  pro- 
nounce my  relation  to  Mr.  Lewes  immoral,  I 
can  only  understand  by  remembering  how 
subtile  and  complex  are  the  influences  that 
mould  opinion.  But  I  do  remember  thb: 
and  I  indulge  in  no  arrogant  or  uncharit- 


able thoughts  about  those  who  condemn 
us,  even  though  we  might  have  expected  a 
somewhat  d&erent  verdict.  From  the 
majority  of  persons,  of  course,  we  never 
looked  for  anything  but  condenmation.  We 
are  leading  no  life  of  self-indulgence,  ex- 
cept, indeed,  that,  being  happy  in  each 
other,  we  find  everything  easy.  We  are 
working  hard  to  provide  for  others  better 
than  we  provide  for  ourselves,  and  to  fulfil 
every  responsibility  that  lies  upon  us.  Lev- 
ity and  pride  would  not  be  a  sufficient  basis 
for  that.— EuoT,  George,  1855,  To  Mrs. 
Bray,  Sept.  4;  George  Eliofs  Life  as  related 
in  her  Liters  and  Journals,  ed.  Cross,  vol.  i, 
p.  235. 

Of  her  relations  to  Lewes  it  seems  to  me 
discussion  is  not  now  possible.  It  is  known 
that  Lewes's  wife  had  once  left  him,  that  he 
had  generously  condoned  the  offence  and 
received  her  again,  and  that  in  a  year  she 
again  eloped;  the  laws  of  England  make 
such  a  condonation  preclude  divorce; 
Lewes^  was  thus  prevented  from  legally 
marrying  again  by  a  technicality  of  the  law 
which  converted  his  own  generosity  into  a 
penalty;  under  these  circumstances  George 
Eliot,  moved  surely  by  pure  love,  took  up 
her  residence  with  him,  and  according  to 
universal  account,  not  only  was  a  faithful 
wife  to  him  for  twenty  years  until  his  death, 
but  was  a  devoted  mother  to  his  children. 
That  her  faUure  to  go  through  the  form  of 
marriage  was  not  due  to  any  contempt  for 
that  form,  as  has  sometimes  been  absurdly 
alleged,  is  conclusively  shown  by  the  fact 
that  when  she  married  Mr.  Cross,  a  year  and 
a  naif  after  Lewes's  death,  the  ceremony 
was  performed  *  according  to  the  regular 
rites  of  the  Church  of  England.— Lanier, 
Sidney,  1881,  The  English  Novel,  p.  298. 

Pass  on,  O  world,  and  leave  her  to  her  rest! 
Brothers,  be  silent  whUe  the  drifting  snow 
Weaves  its  white  pall  above  her,  lying  low 
With  empty  hands  crossed  idly  on  her  breast. 
O  sisters,  let  her  sleep!  while  un repressed 
Your  pitying  tears  fall  silently  and  slow, 
Washing  her  spotless,  in  their  crystal  flow, 
Of  that  one  stain  whereof  she  stands  confessed. 
Are  we  so  pure  that  we  should  scoff  at  her, 
Or  mock  her  now,  low  lying  in  her  tomb? 
God  knows  how  sharp  the  thorn  her  roses  wore 
Even  what  time  their  petals  were  astir 
In  the  warm  sunshine,  odorous  with  perfume. 
Leave  her  with  Him  who  weighed  the  cross 

she  bore! 
—Dorr,  Juua  C.  R.,  1881-85,  George  Eliot, 
Afternoon  Songs,  p.  5. 
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George  Eliot  was  at  heart  too  pure  and 
noble  as  well  as  great  to  need  any  veil  hung 
over  her  career.  This  is  not  meant  in  any 
sense  to  justify  anything  in  that  career  that 
the  highest  laws  of  life  will  not  justify.  It 
is  only  to  say  that  what  George  Eliot 
thought  of  it  aU  in  her  own  deep  heart 
and  min(i,  and  which  she  has  probably  re- 
vealed in  some  of  her  letters,  is  the  very 
divine  secret  of  human  existence  that  the 
struggling  human  heart  everywhere  longs 
to  know.  And  in  George  Eliot's  case  su- 
premely it  is  this  aspect  of  her  life  as  under- 
stood and  believed  in  or  regretted  by  her- 
self that  everybody  wants  to  understand.  A 
hundred  years  hence  her  fidelity  to  George 
Lewes  and  her  convictions  about  that  will 
outweigh  a  thousand  Daniel  Derondas. 
George  Eliot  was  a  martyr  to  a  mistaken 
idea  of  life.  It  is  a  new  phase  of  martyr- 
dom, and  all  the  more  important  because 
she  bore  it  like  a  saint.— Thorne,  William 
Henry,  1885-87,  Modem  Idols,  p.  139. 

Is  it  strange  that  Marion  Evans  was  often 
sad?  that  the  knowledge  of  her  power  over 
men  and  women  was  more  fruitful  of  sorrow 
than  of  delight  to  her?  I  may  be  wrong  in 
thinking,  but  I  like  to  think,  that  one  of  the 
motives,  which  determined  her  to  accept 
the  love  of  the  man,  to  whom  she  gave  her 
hand  after  Mr.  Lewes's  death,  was  that  she 
might,  by  the  celebration  of  her  marriage, 
do  her  best  to  preserve  her  name  and  fame 
and  the  story  of  her  former  life  from  being 
used  to  discredit  an  institution  and  a  rite 
she  venerated.  Anyhow  her  marriage  was 
an  act,  by  which  she  publicly  and  impres- 
sively declared  her  disapproval  of  the  great 
purpose  of  the  enemies  of  marriage,  and  de- 
nied their  right  to  speak  of  her  as  one  of 
themselves.  The  act  was  thus  interpreted 
by  those  innovators,  who  at  the  time  of  the 
marriage  spoke  with  no  little  warmth  of  her 
miserable  abandonment  of  their  cause  and 
principles.  .  .  .  She  could  not  have  pro- 
claimed more  effectually  her  deliberate 
opinion  that  the  ordinances  of  marriage  are 
salutary  and  sacred,  and  that  it  is  the  duty 
of  women  to  comply  with  them.  Instead 
of  making  for  the  end  desired  by  the  ex- 
treme Shell^an  Socialists,  the  story  of 
the  great  novelist's  life  sets  forth  nothing 
more  clearly  than  that  she  regarded  the 
main  condition  of  her  association  with  Mr. 
Lewes,  regretfully.— Jeatpreson,,  John 
CORDY,  1885,  The  Red  Shelley,  vol.  n, 
p.  474. 


Society  was  at  first  as  stem  to  George 
Eliot  after  her  domestic  intimacy  with 
Lewes  as  Mrs.  Carlyle  had  been.  I  remem- 
ber hearing  an  instance  of  this  some  years 
after  that  connection  was  formed.  Lewes 
and  George  Eliot  once  thought  of  establish- 
ing a  domicile  in  Kent,  and  a  south-eastern 
semi-suburb  of  London,  much  tenanted  by 
wealthy  city-people.  When  news  of  the 
intention  of  the  distinguished  pair  reached 
the  denizens  of  the  region  a  council  of  male 
and  female  heads  of  families  was  held  to  con- 
sider whether  George  Eliot  should  be  ''re- 
ceived." It  was  decided  that  she  should 
not.  As  is  well  known,  public  opinion  al- 
tered in  course  of  time,  and  ultimately,  the 
lady  rejected  by  London  citizens  was 
courted  and  caressed  by  daughters  of  Queen 
Victoria  herself .  — Espinasse,  Francis, 
1893,  Literary  ReeoUeetions  and  Skeichet, 
p.  300. 

George  Eliot's  more  transcendental 
friends  never  forgave  her  for  marrying.  In 
a  morally  immoral  manner  they  washed 
their  virtuous  hands  of  her.  I  could  not 
help  thinking  it  was  the  most  natural  thing 
for  the  poor  woman  to  do.  She  was  a  heav- 
ily laden  but  interesting  derelict,  tossing 
among  the  breakers,  without  oars  or  rud- 
der, and  all  at  once  the  brave  Cross  arrives, 
throws  her  a  rope,  and  gallantly  tows  her 
into  harbour.  I  am  sure  that  she  was  very 
sensitive,  and  must  have  had  many  a  pain- 
ful half-hour  as  the  helpmate  of  Mr.  Lewes. 
By  accepting  the  position,  she  had  placed 
herself  in  opposition  to  the  moral  instincts 
of  most  of  those  whom  she  held  most  dear. 
Though  intellectually  self-contained,  I  be- 
lieve she  was  singularly  dependent  on  the 
emotional  side  of  her  nature.  With  her,  as 
with  nearly  all  women,  she  needed  a  some- 
thing to  lean  upon.  Though  her  conduct 
was  socially  indefensible,  it  would  have 
been  cruel,  it  would  be  stupid,  to  judge  her 
exactly  as  one.  would  judge  an  ordinary 
offender.  What  a  genius  she  must  have 
had  to  have  been  able  to  draw  so  many 
high-minded  people  to  her!  I  have  an  im- 
pression that  she  felt  her  position  acutely, 
and  was  unhappy.  George  Eliot  was  much 
to  be  pitied.  I  think  she  knew  that  I  felt 
for  her  ...  .  for  more  than  once,  when  I 
was  taking  leave,  she  said,  ''Come  and  see 
me  soon,  Mr.  Locker;  don't  lose  sight  of  us." 
And  this  to  an  outsider,  a  nobody,  and  not 
in  her  set!— Locker-Lampson,  Freder- 
ick, 1895,  My  Confidences,  p,  316. 
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Nothing  can  be  sadder  or  more  melan- 
choly than  the  conclusion,  which  after 
events  seem  to  have  too  surely  proved,  that 
the  dream  of  these  two  distinguished  in- 
tellects, of  these  two  lonely  hearts,  was 
dispelled,  and  that  th^ir  poor  "house  of 
cards''  tottered  and  fell.  It  is  to  their 
credit,  perhaps,  that  while  they  lived  they 
let  no  human  eye  behold  its  ruins;  that 
they  bravely  and  valiantly  enveloped  them 
with  flowers,  meeting  a  malignant  world 
with  smiling  front.  We  respect  them  as  we 
do  the  man  who  covers,  and  does  not  flaunt 
his  rags,  who  hides  and  does  not  display  his 
infirmity.  ...  It  is  to  be  supposed  that 
whatever  the  end  of  the  drama  may  have 
been  which  was  played  out  between  these 
two,  at  its  beginning  Marian  Evans  gauged 
what  she  was  giving,  knew  what  it  would 
mean  to  her,  and  what  it  did.  This  liaison 
was  at  any  rate  a  marriage;  and  if  it  wrung 
that  tardy  respect  which  is  accorded  to 
courage  and  consistency,  even  when  ill- 
directed,  it  carried  with  it  all  the  responsi- 
bilities of  those  ill-assorted  unions  to  which 
death  alone  shall  bring  release.  If  others 
saw  a  certain  measure  ot  consecration  in  the 
relations  of  George  Eliot  and  Mr.  Lewes,  in 
what  were  they  to  blame?  They  proclaimed 
themselves  the  prophets  of  no  new  free- 
dom. Their  position  was  rather  defined  by 
reticence  and  silence.  .  .  .  But  if  the 
"house  of  cards"  crumbled  at  last,  let  it  be 
remembered  that  many  such  frail  fabrics 
have  fallen  before  upon  which  the  benedic- 
tion of  the  Church  of  England  has  been 
spoken.  We  can  hardly  look  upon  the  fatal 
blight  which  sapped  at  its  foundation  this 
particular  edifice  as  the  direct  requital  of 
an  offended  heaven.— Cruger,  Julia  Grin- 
NELL  (JULIEN  GORDON),  1896,  Wos  George 
Eliot  a  HypocriUl  The  Cotmopolitan,  vol  20, 
pp.  315,  316. 

Mrs.  Procter  declared  [1884]  that  she  "had 
never  called  on  George  Eliot;  that  she  would 
not  have  taken  a  house-maid  with  such  a 
character."  This  brought  out  Browning 
and  Lord  Houghton,  who  told  me  many 
hitherto  unknown  stories  about  Thornton 
Hunt,  the  supposed  lover  of  the  first  Mrs. 
Lewes;  of  Lewes  himself,  and  of  George 
EUot,  who  seemed  to  have  been  most  gen- 
erous and  self-sacrificing  in  giving  up  fame 
and  name  for  Lewes,  whom  they  did  not 
think  deserved  so  much  goodness.— Sher- 
wood, Mary  E.  W.,  1897,  An  EpUUe  to 
PoBierity,  p.  219. 


Lewes  was  a  brilliant  talker  of  the  fire- 
work school,  and  no  mean  diletiarUe  in  art 
and  literature.  Scholars  affirm  he  had  not 
the  least  glimmer  of  insight  into  what  the 
Greeks  of  old  meant  by  their  philosophy; 
it  was  just  the  most  dangerous  mind  to  have 
control  over  George  Eliot's  brain,  that  much 
larger  and  more  powerful  machine.— PON- 
SONBY,  Mary  E.,  1901,  George  Eliot  and 
George  Sand,The  Nineteenth  Century,  vol  50, 
p.  610. 

SCENES  OF  CLERICAL  LIFE 
1857-58 

I  trouble  you  with  a  MS.  of  "Sketches  of 
Clerical  Life"  which  was  submitted  to  me 
by  a  friend  who  desired  my  good  oflSces 
with  you.  It  goes  by  this  post.  I  confess 
that  before  reading  the  MS.  I  had  consider- 
able doubts  of  my  friend's  powers  as  a 
writer  of  fiction;  but,  after  reading  it,  these 
doubts  were  changed  into  very  high  ad- 
miration. I  don't  know  what  you  will 
think  of  the  story,  but,  according  to  my 
judgment,  such  humor,  pathos,  vivid  pre- 
sentation, and  nice  observation  have  not 
been  exhibited  (in  this  style)  since  the 
"Vicar  of  Wakefield;"  and,  in  consequence 
of  that  opinion,  I  feel  quite  pleased  in  nego- 
tiating the  matter  with  you.— Lewes, 
George  Henry,  1856,  Letter  to  John  Blaek- 
wood,  Nov.  6;  George  Eliofi  Life  as  related 
in  her  Letters  and  Journals,  ed.  Cross,  vol  i, 
p.  300. 

The  January  nimiber  begins  with  the  first 
of  a  new  series  by  an  unknown  writer.  I  do 
not  even  know  his  name.  If  he  is  not  a  first- 
rate,  he  is  the  b^t  simulation  I  have  seen 
for  many  a  day.  All  who  have  read  the 
proof  here  agree  in  my  admiration.  Mr. 
Simpson's  only  fear  is  that  "Amos  Barton" 
being  so  perfectly  admirable,  the  man  must 
have  exhausted  himself  in  the  first  story  of 
the  series.  What  will  be  the  effect  of  two 
firstrrate  series  going  on  in  the  Magazine  at 
once?  (The  other  was  Bulwer's  "What 
will  He  do  with  It?")  It  has  lone  been  a 
dream  of  mine  that  such  a  combination 
might  work  wonders,  and  now  there  seems 
a  chance  of  realising  it.  I  recollect  offer- 
ing Warren  any  amount  if  he  would  set  to 
work  on  a  series  while  "My  Novel"  was 
going  on.— Blackwood,  John,  1856,  Letter 
to  Lang  ford.  Dee.  24;  WUliam  Blackwood 
and  His  Sons,  ed.  Oliphant,  vol  n,  p.  436. 

Sir,— Will  you  consider  it  impertinent  in 
a  brother  author  and  old  reviewer  to  ad- 
dress a  few  lines  of  earnest  sympathy  and 


GEORGE  ELIOT 


181 


admiration  to  you,  excited  by  the  purity  of 
your  style,  originality  of  your  thoughts,  and 
absence  of  all  vulgar  seeking  for  effect  in** 
those  "  Scenes  of  Clerical  Life  now  appear- 
ing in  Blackwood?  If  I  mistake  not  much, 
your  muse  of  invention  is  no  hackneyed 
one,  and  your  styie  is  too  peculiar  to  allow 
of  your  being  confounded  with  any  of  the 
already  well-known  writers  of  the  day. 
Your  great  and  characteristic  charm  is,  to 
my  mind.  Nature.  .  .  .  What  I  see  plainly 
I  admire  hShestly,  and  trust  that  more 
good  remains  behind.  Will  you  always  re- 
main equally  natural?  That  is  the  doubt. 
Will  the  fear  of  the  critic,  or  the  public,  or 
the  literary  world,  which  spoils  almost 
every  one,  never  master  you?  Will  you  al- 
ways write  to  please  yourself,  and  preserve 
the  true  independence  which  seems  to  mark 
a  real  supremacy  of  intellect?  But  these 
questions  are,  I  fear,  impertinent.  I  will 
conclude.  Pardon  this  word  of  greeting 
from  one  whom  you  may  never  see  or  know, 
and  believe  me  your  earnest  admiret. — 
Gurnet,  Archer,  1857,  To  ihe  author  of 
"Mr.  Gilfil's  Love-Story,*'  May  14;  George 
Eliofs  Life  as  related  in  her  Letters  and 
Journals,  ed.  Cross,  vol,  l,  pp.  324,  325. 

My  Dear  Sir,— I  have  been  so  strongly 
affected  by  the  two  first  tales  in  the  book 
you  have  had  the  kindness  to  send  me, 
through  Messrs.  Blackwood,  that  I  hope 
you  will  excuse  my  writing  to  you  to  ex- 
press my  admiration  of  their  extraordinary 
merit.  The  exquisite  truth  and  delicacy 
^  both  of  the  humor  and  the  pathos  of  thes^ 
stories,  I  have  never  seen  the  like  of;  and 
they  have  impressed  me  in  a  manner  that 
I  should  find  it  very  difficult  to  describe  to 
you,  if  I  had  the  impertinence  to  try.  In 
addressing  these  few  words  of  thankfulness 
to  the  creator  of  the  Sad  Fortunes  of  the 
Rev.  Amos  Barton,  and  the  sad  love-story 
of  Mr.  Gilfil,  I  am  (I  presume)  bound  to 
adopt  the  name  that  it  pleases  that  excel- 
lent writer  to  assume.  I  can  suggest  no 
better  one:  but  I  should  have  been  strongly 
disposed,  if  I  had  he&n  left  to  my  own  de- 
vices, to  address  the  said  writer  as  a  wom- 
an. I  have  observed  what  seemed  to  me 
such  womanly  touches  in  those  moving  fic- 
tions, that  the  assurance  on  the  title-page  is 
insufficient  to  satisfy  me  even  now.  If  they 
originated  with  no  woman,  I  believe  that 
no  man  ever  before  had  the  art  of  making 
himself  mentally  so  like  a  woman  since  the 
worid  began.— Dickens,  Charles,  1858, 


To  George  Eliot,  Jan.  17;  George  Eliot s  Life 
as  related  in  her  Letters  and  Journals,  ed. 
Cross,  vol.  n,  p.  2. 

You  would  not,  I  imagine,  care  much  for 
flattering  speeches,  and  to  go  into  detaU 
about  the  book  would  carry  me  farther 
than  at  present  there  is  occasion  to  go.  I 
can  only  thank  you  most  sincerely  for  the 
delight  which  it  has  given  me;  and  both  I 
myself,  and  my  wife,  trust  that  the  ac- 
quaintance which  we  seem  to  have  made 
with  you  through  your  writings  may  im- 
prove into  something  more  tan^ble.  I  do 
not  know  whether  I  am  addressmg  a  young 
man  or  an  old— clergyman  or  a  layman. 
Perhaps,  if  you  answer  this  note,  you  may 

g've  us  some  information  about  yourself, 
ut  at  any  rate,  should  business  or  pleasure 
bring  you  into  this  part  of  the  world,  pray 
believe  that  you  will  find  a  warm  welcome 
if  you  will  accept  our  hospitality.— Froudb, 
James  Anthony,  1858,  To  George  Eliot,  Jan. 
17;  George  Eliot  s  Life  as  related  in  her  LeU 
ters  and  Journals,  ed.  Cross^  vol.  II,  p.  4. 

Mr.  Eliot's  strength  lies  in  the  conception 
of  female  character.— Martineau,  Jabies, 
1858,  Professional  Religion. 

They  are  intensely  realistic  pictures  of 
perfectly  commonplace  life  and  character.* 
The  style  of  the  composition  is  admirable. 
It  is  admirable  enough  to  make  these 
sketches  well  worth  reading  for  the  sake  of 
the  style  alone.  But  it  is  so  completely  ad- 
mirable that  it  scarcely  of  itself  attracts  any 
attention  at  all.— Wilkinson,  William 
Cleaver,  1874,  A  Free  Lance  in  the  Field  of 
Life  and  Letters,  p.  8. 

If  yoii  should  be  wandering  meditativelv 
along  the  bank  of  some  tiny  brook,  a  brook 
so  narrow  that  you  can  leap  across  it  with- 
out effort,  so  quiet  in  its  singing  that  its 
loudest  tinkle  cannot  be  heard  in  tho  next 
field,  carr3ring  upon  its  bosom  no  craft  that 
would  draw  more  water  than  the  curving 
leaf  of  a  wild-rose  floating  down  stream,  too 
small  in  volume  to  dream  of  a  miil-wheel 
and  turning  nothing  more  practical  than 
maybe  a  piece  of  violet-petal  in  a  little  eddy 
off  somewhere, — if,  I  say,  you  should  be 
strolling  alongside  such  a  brook  and  should 
see  it  suddenly  expand,  without  the  least 
intermediate  stage,  into  a  mighty  river, 
turning  a  thousand  great  wheels  for  man's 

Erofit  as  it  swept  on  to  the  sea,  and  offering 
road  highway  and  favorable  currents  to  a 
thousand  craft  freighted  with  the  most 
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precious  cargoes  of  human  aspiration:  you 
would  behold  the  aptest  physical  semblance 
of  that  spiritual  phenomenon  which  we  wit- 
nessed at  our  last  meeting,  when  in  tracing 
the  quiet  and  mentally-wayward  course  of 
demure  Marian  Evans  among  the  suave 
pastorals  of  her  native  Warwickshire,  we 
came  suddenly  upon  the  year  1857  when 
her  first  venture  in  fiction — "The  Scenes  of 
Clerical  Life"  — appeared  in  Blackwood^ s 
Magazine  and  magically  enlarged  the  stream 
of  her  influence  from  the  diameter  of  a 
small  circle  of  literary  people  in  London  to 
the  width  of  all  England.— Lanier,  Sidney, 
1881,  The  English  Novel,  p.  175. 

The  "Scenes  of  Clerical  Life"  were  to 
Greorge  Eliot's  future  works  what  a  bold, 
spirited  sketch  is  to  a  carefully  elaborated 
picture.  All  the  qualities  that  distinguished 
her  genius  may  be  discovered  in  this,  her 
first  essay  in  fiction.  With  all  Miss  Austen's 
matehless  faculty  for  painting  common- 
place characters,  George  Eliot  has  that  other 
nobler  faculty  of  showing  what  tragedy, 
pathos,  and  humor  may  be  lying  in  the  ex- 
perience of  a  human  soul  "that  looks  out 
through  dull  gray  eyes,  and  that  speaks  in  a 
voice  of  quite  ordinary  tones." — Blind, 
Mathildb,  1883,  George  Eliot  (Famous 
Women),  p.  130. 

A  piece  of  work  which  in  all  her  after  life, 
George  Eliot  never  surpassed.  It  was 
probably  only  the  humourous  mise  en  seine, 
the  delightful  picture  of  the  village  and  the 
surrounding  farms  and  their  inhabitants, 
Mrs.  Hackett,  and  her  neighbours,  which 
he  (Mr.  Lewes)  read  in  that  tremendous 
moment  while  the  author  stood  by,  not  the 
least  aware  that  her  faltering  essi^  was  in 
fact,  in  its  brevity  and  humility,  as  perfect 
a  work  of  genius  as  ever  was  given  to  the 
world.— Oliphant,  Margaret  0.  W.,  1892, 
The  Victorian  Age  of  English  LUeraiwre,  p. 
465. 

The  work  of  George  Eliot  which  first 
arrested  attention  and  compelled  admira- 
tion were  the  "Scenes  of  Clerical  Life." 
There  the  quality  most  conspicuous  is  the 
intensity  of  emotion,  the  concentration  of 
tragic  feeling  within  the  sphere  of  common^ 
place  life.  The  canvas  is  small ;  the  incident 
is  uneventful;  there  is  no  complexity  of 
plot,  and  no  august  dramatic  picture.  But 
what  impresses  us  most  is,  nevertheless,  the 
intense  depth  of  tragic  feeling.  There  is 
none  of  the  delicate  monotone  of  Jane  Aus- 
ten's novels,  with  their  smoothness  of  move- 


ment, the  subtle  delicacy  of  description, 
their  avoidance  of  any  touch  of  tragedy. 
But  in  George  Eliot  the  depth  of  feeling  is 
portrayed  with  restless  effort  and  certainty 
of  hand,  and  no  elaboration  is  spared  that 
may  heighten  the  effect.  The  commonplace, 
the  humorous,  the  restful  picture  of  every- 
day life,  is  skilfully  worked  in";  but  we  never 
for  one  moment  are  allowed  to  forget  that 
all  the  side  touches  are  mere  contributions 
to  one  special  aim— that  of  increasing  the 
intensity  of  the  tragic  chord  that  is  to  be 
struck.  The  style  corresponds  exactly  to 
this  central  aim.  Not  a  sentence  is  other 
than  elaborately  framed.  Each  antithesis 
of  feeling  is  carefully  pressed  home.  Each 
incident  that  is  to  heighten  the  effect  is 
told  with  almost  painful  care.  Each  touch 
of  humour  is  so  expressed  as  to  heighten 
the  note  of  tragedy  and  contrast.  In  the 
very  narrowing  of  the  scene,  and  in  the  con- 
centration with  which  it  is  f ocussed,  we  have 
another  proof  of  the  determination  with 
which  the  author's  purpose  is  kept  in  view. 
— Craik,  Henry,  1896,  English  Prose,  vol. 
V,  p.  663. 

Arbury  Hall  was  probably  finished  in  or 
about  1773,  as  in  that  year  Sir  John  Astley, 
of  the  adjoining  Astley  Castle,  made  Sir 
Roger  Newdigate  a  present  of  the  famous 
painting  depicting  the  celebrated  exploits 
of  Sir  John  de  Astley,  who  flourished  in  the 
early  part  of  the  fifteenth  century.  The 
outside  of  the  house,  with  its  castellated 
grey-tinted  front  and  mullioned  windows, 
is  easily  recognised  by  all  readers  of  "Mr. 
Gilfil's  Love  Story."  It  is  in  the  inside, 
however,  that  the  descriptions  of  George 
Eliot  force  themselves  upon  the  mind  as 
the  visitor  looks  with  a  curious  eye  upon 
the  ecclesiastical  and  other  adornments 
placed  in  their  respective  positions  by 
the  lavish  hand  of  Sir  Roger.—  Morley, 
George,  1897,  In  Adam  Bede's  Neighbours- 
hood,  The  AH  Journal,  vol  49,  p.  236. 

ADAM  BEDE 

1859 

When  on  October  29, 1  had  written  to  the 
end  of  the  love-scene  at  the  Farm  between 
Adam  and  Dinah,  I  sent  the  MS.  to  Black- 
wood, since  the  remainder  of  the  third 
volume  y^ould   not  affect  the  judgment 

Eassed  on  what  had  gone  before.  He  wrote 
ack  in  warm  admiration,  and  offered  me, 
on  the  part  of  the  firm,  £800  for  four  years' 
copyright.  I  accepted  the  offer.  The  last 
words  of  the  third  volume  were  written  and 
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despatched  on  their  way  to  Edinburgh,  No- 
vember the  16th,  and  now  on  the  last  day 
of  the  same  month  I  have  written  this  slight 
history  of  my  book.  I  love  it  very  much,' 
and  am  deeply  thankful  to  have  written  it, 
whatever  the  public  may  say  to  it— a  re- 
sult which  is  still  in  darloiess,  for  I  have  at 
present  had  only  four  sheets  of  the  proof.— 
Eliot,  George,  1858,  Journal,  Nov.  16; 
George  Eliofs  Life  a$  related  in  her  LeUers 
and  Journals,  ed,  Crou,  vol.  n,  p.  51. 

I  owe  the  author  much  gratitude  for 
some  very  pleasing  hours.  The  book  indeed 
is  worthy  of  great  admiration.  There  are 
touches  of  beauty  in  the  conception  of  hu- 
man character  that  are  exquisite,  and  much 
wit  and  much  poetry  embedded  in  the 
"dialect,"  which  nevertheless  the  author 
over-uses.  The  style  is  remarkably  good 
whenever  it  is  English  and  not  provincial- 
racy,  original,  and  nervous.  I  congratulate 
you  on  having  found  an  author  of  such 
promise,  and  published  one  of  the  very 
ablest  works  of  fiction  I  have  read  for  years. 
— LnroN,  Sir  Edward  Bulwer,  1859,  To 
John  Blackwood,  AprU  24;  George  Eliofs 
Life  as  related  in^her  Letters  and  Journals, 
ed.  Cross,  vol.  u,  p.  74. 

I  do  not  think  that  any  novelist  has 
strewed  over  his  work  wit  so  abundant  or  so 
varied,  so  fruitful  in  surprises,  so  full  of 
^sallies.  Mrs.  Poyser  in  "Adam  Bede,"  is 
in  this  respect  one  of  the  most  extraordi- 
nary creations  of  prose  fiction.— Scherer, 
Edward,  1861-91,  George  Eliot,  Essays  on 
English  Literature,  tr.  Saintsbury,  p.  10. 

It  is  as  a  picture,  or  rather  as  a  series  of  pic- 
tures, that  I  find  "Adam  Bede"  most  valu- 
able. The  author  succeeds  better  in  draw- 
ing attitudes  of  feeling  than  in  drawing 
movements  of  feeling.  —  James,  Henrt, 
1866,  The  Novels  of  George  Eliot,  AUantie 
Monthly,  vol.  18,  p.  487. 

Of  "Dinah"  we  scarcely  can  trust  our- 
selves to  speak.  The  character  is  so  emi- 
nently and  heartily  Christian,  even  in  the 
most  of  its  finer  shades,  that  we  do  not  care 
to  point  out  the  particulars  in  which  it  .be- 
trays the  want  of  the  entirest  S3rmpathy  on 
the  part  of  the  author.  Surely  it  was  writ- 
ten from  the  fresh  remembrances  ^f  d^  of . 
warm  and  confiding  Christian  ftfith,  now 
perhapa  under  the  chill  of  an  honest,  and  a 
temporary  eclipse.— Porter,  Noah,  1870, 
Books  and  Reading,  p.  119. 

Is  always  likely  to  remain  George  Eliot's 


most  popular  work.  It  is  a  story  of  which 
any  English  author,  however  great  his  name, 
could  not  fail  to  have  been  proud.  Every- 
thing about  it  (if  I  except  perhaps  a  touch 
of  melodrama  connected  with  the  execu- 
'  tion  scene)  is  at  once  simple  and  great,  and 
the  plot  is  unfolded  with  singular  simplicity, 
purity,  and  power.—  HurroN,  Richard 
Holt,  1871,  George  Eliot,  Essays  in  Liter- 
ary Criticism. 

We  feel  inclined  to  call  her  best  work.— 
SCHERR,  J.  1874,  A  History  of  English 
Literature,  tr.  M.  V.,  p.  279. 

That  beautiful  Dinah  Morris  you  will  re- 
member/in "  Adam  Bede,  "—solemn,  fragile, 
strong,  ttMnah  Morris,  the  woman-preacher 
whom  r hna  naunting  my  imagination  in 
strange  but  entrancing  unions  of  the  fnost 
diverse  forms,  as  if,  for  instance,  a  snow- 
drop could  also  be  St.  Paul,  as  if  a  kiss  could 
be  a  gospel,  as  if  a  lovely  phrase  of  Chopin's 
most  inward  music  should  become  suddenly 
an  Apocalypse  revealing  us  Christ  in  the 
flesh,— that  rare,  pure  and  marvelous  Dinah 
Morris  who  would  alone  consecrate  Eng- 
lish literature  if  it  had  yielded  no  other  gift 
toman.  .  .  .  This  publication  of  "Adam 
Bede"  placed  George  Eliot  decisively  at 
the  head  of  English  novel-writers,  with 
only  Dickens  for  second,  even.— Lanier, 
Sidney,  1881,  The  English  Novel,  pp. 
165,  203. 

Where  in  modem  fiction  shall  -we  find 
more  of  the  exhilarating  surprise  that  is  the 
offspring  of  wit,  or  l  mour  more  pro- 
foundly, yet  more  laughing  -  wise,  than  are 
to  be  found  in  the  pages  of  *  1am  Bede?" 
Where,  out  of  those  pages,  t  H  we  find 
fitting  counterparts  to  the  imn.  tal  Mrs. 
Poyser,  and  her  fellow-immortal,  w  ?  ami- 
able C3mic,  Bartle  Massey.  The  hum  cr  of 
Scott  never  pierces  into  the  heart  of  thuvs. 
as  does  that  of  George  Eliot;  the  humour  of 
Dickens,  glorious  in  its  frolicsome  extrav- 
agance, is  clownish  and  superficial,  and 
cannot  be  compared  with  the  "ideal  com- 
edy,"— to  use  Shelley's  expression— which 
we  find  in  the  prose  drama  of  George  Eliot. 
—Call,  W.  M.  W.,  1881,  George  Eliot,  West- 
minster Review,  vol.  116,  p.  168. 

Whether,  in  Dinah  Morris,  George  EUot 
intended  to  represent  Mrs.  Evans  or  not, 
she  did  represent  her  faithfully  and  fully. 
.  .  .  The  only  point  at  which  the  writer  has 
deviated  from  fact  is  in  the  marriage  of 
Dinah  and  Adam.    As  a  matter  of  fact  the 
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real  Dinah  married  Seth  Bede  (Samuel 
Evans).  Adam  was  George  Eliot's  father, 
Robert  Evans.— Bulkley,  L.,  1882,  Dinah 
Morris  and  Mrs.  Elizabeth  Evans,  Century 
Magazine,  vol.  24,  p.  552. 

Every  conscience,  as  well  as  every  im-  * 
agination,  will  be  clarified  and  invigorated 
by  the  perusal  of  "Adam  Bede,"  the  first 
work  of  the  author  that  attracted  wide  pub- 
lic attention.  A  novel  of  the  real  school, 
humble  in  its  characters,  faithful  in  its  por- 
traiture, and  beyond  praise  in  its  moral 
spirit.  The  epoch  is  of  the  eighteenth  cen- 
tury.—Welsh,  Alfred  H.,  1883,  Develop- 
y  meni  of  English  Literature  and  Language, 
vol  II,  p.  471. 
George  Eliot  never  drew  a  more  living 
\  figure  than  this  of  Hetty,  hiding  such  a  hard 
little  heart  under  that  soft  dimpling  beauty 
of  hers.  Again,  I  think  that  only  a  woman 
would  have  depicted  just  such  a  Hetty  as 
this.  The  personal  charms  of  this  young 
girl  are  drawn  in  words  that  have  the  glow 
of  life  itself;  yet  while  intensely  conscious  of 
her  beauty,  we  are  kept  aware  all  the  time 
that,  to  use  one  of  the  famous  Mrs.  Peyser's 
epigrammatic  sayings,  Hetty  is  ''no  better 
nor  a  cherry  wi'  a  hard  stone  inside  it." 
George  Eliot  is  never  dazzled  or  led  away  by 
her  own  bewitching  creation  as  a  man  would 
have  been.— Blind,  Mathilde,  1883, 
George  Eliot  {Famous  Women),  p.  158. 

The  first  and  last  master-piece  of  George 
Eliot.     "Adam  Bede"  breaks  upon  the 
reader  with  all  the  freshness  and  truth  of 
nature.     Every  element  influencing  char- 
acter is  expressed  in  the  workings  of  the 
very  souls  of  the  rural,  half-educated  folk 
acting  out  their  lives  according  to  their  con- 
ijLfipience,  their  early  training,  and  their  per- 
^fconal  character.      Their  beliefs  are  there, 
^■nd  their  lives  are  colored  by  their  beliefs. 

f^t-MuLLANT,  Patrick  Francts  (Brother 
LARIAS),  1889,  Books  and  Reading,  p.  39. 
George  Eliot,  who  had  personally  ex- 
^enced  the  sentiment  of  Christianity  in 
purest  and  most  intimate  form,  has 
created  to  prove  its  eflicacy  the  sweet  and 
>y^  admirable  figure  of  Dinah  Morris.  This 
yoimg  and  beautiful  woSan,  borne  up  by 
religious  enthusiasm,  devotes  her  whole  life, 
her  ardent  soul,  her  persuasive  tongue,  her 
courageous  labours,  to  the  ideal  of  charity 
teught  her  by  the  Gospel.  Sb^  is  above  all 
rigidity  of  form,  above  all  prejudice.  A 
powerful  movement  bears  her  on :  She  over- 


flows with  love  and  compassion,  and  in  the 
intensity  of  her  feelings  this  weak  girl  finds 
a  supreme  force.— Negri,  Gaetano,  1891, 
George  Eliot:  La  sua  vita  ed  i  suai  Romami. 

Adam  Bede  was  a  new  book,  and  in  this 
I  had  my  first  knowledge  of  that  great  in- 
tellect for  which  I  had  no  passion,  indeed, 
but  always  the  deepest  respect,  the  highest 
honor;  and  which  has  from  time  to  time 
profoundly  influenced  me  by  its  ethics.  .  . . 
The  life  and  character  I  have  found  por- 
trayed there  have  appealed  always  to  the 
consciousness  of  right  and  wrong  implanted 
in  me;  and  from  no  one  has  this  appeal  been 
stronger  than  from  George  Eliot.  Her  in- 
fluence continued  through  many  years,  and 
I  can  question  it  now  only  in  the  undue 
burden  she  seems  to  throw  upon  the  in- 
dividual, and  her  failure  to  account  largely 
enough  for  motive  from  the  social  environ- 
ment. There  her  work  seems  to  me  un- 
philosophical— HowELLs,  William  Dean, 
1895,  My  Literary  Passions,  p.  185. 

It  is  of  all  her  books  the  heartiest,  the  ^ 
wittiest,  the  most  cheerful,  or  rather  the  ^ 
least  desponding.  In  that  book  it  may  be 
that  she  exhausted  herself  and  her  own  re- 
sources of  observation  as  an  eye-witness. 
She  wrote  fine  things  in  other  veins,  in  dif- 
ferent scenes,  and  she  conceived  other 
characters  and  new  situations.  But,  for  all 
practical  purposes  "Adam  Bede"  was  the 
typical  romance  which  ever3rthing  she  had 
thought  or  known  impelled  her  to  write,  in 
which  she  told  the  best  of  what  she  had 
seen  and  the  most  important  of  what  she 
had  to  say.  Had  she  never  written  any- 
thing but  "Adam  Bede,"  she  would  have 
had  a  special  place  of  her  own  in  English 
romance:— and  I  am  not  sure  that  any- 
thing else  which  she  produced  very  mate- 
rially raised,  enlarged,  or  qualified  that 
place.— Harrison,  Frederic,  1895,  Studies 
in  Early  Victorian  Literature,  p.  213. 

The  reason  why  she  at  first  wrote  under  a 
Tiom  de  plume  is  plain.  To  the  great  wallow- 
ing world  she  was  neither  Miss  Evans  nor 
Mrs.  Lewes,  so  she  dropped  both  names  as 
far  as  title  pages  were  concerned  and  used 
a  man's  name  instead— hoping  better  to 
elude  the  pack.  When  "Adam  Bede" 
came  out  a  resident  of  Nuneaton  purchased 
a  copy  and  at  once  discovered  local  ear- 
marks. The  scenes  described,  the  flowers, 
the  stone  walls,  the  bridges,  the  bams,  the 
people — all  was  Nuneaton.     Who  wrote  it? 
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No  one  knew,  but  it  was  surely  some  one  in 
Nuneaton.  So  they  picked  out  a  Mr.  Lig- 
gins,  a  solemn-faced  preacher,  who  was  al- 
ways about  to  do  something  great,  and 
they  said  "Liggins. "  Soon  all  London  said 
"Liggins.''  As  for  Liggins,  he  looked  wise 
and  smiled  knowingly.  Then  articles  be- 
gan to  appear  in  the  periodicals  purporting 
to  have  been  written  by  the  author  of 
"Adam  Bede.''  A  book  came  out  called 
"Adam  Bede,  Jr.,"  and  to  protect  her 
publisher,  the  public,  and  herself,  George 
Eliot  had  to  reveal  her  identity.  —  Hub- 
bard, Elbert,  1895,  Little  Jaumeyi  to  the 
Homes  of  Good  Men  and  Great,  p.  20. 

No  one  of  George  Eliot's  novels  has  given 
to  the  world  a  larger  number  of  clear  and 
^^  memorable  portraits.  The  weakness  and 
vanity  of  Hetty,  the  thoughtless  profligacy 
of  the  not  wholly  evil  Donnithrone,  the 
genial  conunon  sense  and  humor  of  Parson 
Irwine,  the  rapt  and  mystic  yet  most  prac- 
tical piety  of  Dinah  Morris,  and  the  shrewd 
wit  and  caustic  proverbs  of  Mrs.  Poyser. 
All  these  are  household  words.  Of  the 
picture  of  the  hero,  Adam  Bede  himself,  the 
present  Bishop  Wilkinson  once  said  in  his 
pulpit  that  it  seemed  to  him  the  best  pre- 
sentment in  modem  guise  and  colour  of  the 
earthly  circumstances  which  surrounded 
the  life  of  the  divine  Founder  of  Christian- 
ity, as  he  toiled  in  the  carpenter's  shop^  to 
supply  His  own,  His  mother's  wants.  That 
surely  is  no  commonplace  effort  of  fiction 
which  throws  any  illustrative  light,  how- 
ever faint  or  broken,  on  the  sacred  narrative 
of  human  redemption. — Russell,  George 
W.  E.,  1896,  George  Eliot  RemOedy  The  Con- 
tempcrary  Review ,  vol.  65. 

The  work  on  which  her  reputation  with 
the  general  public  still  mainly  rests.— 
Graham,  Richard  D.,  1897,  The  Masters  of 
Victorian  Literature,  p.  54. 

\       THE  MILL  ON  THE  FLOSS 

1860 
This  "Mill"  has  delighted  me.     It  has 
turned  out  such  an  amount  of  good  grist,  it 
is  so  filled  with  heart-probings  and  knowl- 
edge of  human  life,  so  earnestly  free  from 
any  attempt  to  dress  up,  to  express,  or  find 
a  vent  for  the  author's  egotism!     It  deals 
sturdily  with  the  real  stuff  that  life  is  made 
of,  and,  like  life,  constantly  makes  you 
,  wish  that  the  characters  were  a  little  differ- 
I  ent— that  this  and  that  would  not  turn  out 
i  just  so.— SBaxiwicK,  Catharine  M.,  1860, 
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To  Mrs,  K,  S.  Minot,  May  12;  Life  and  Let- 
ierSy  ed,  Dewey y  p.  382. 

The  chief  defect— indeed,  the  only  serious 
one— in  "The  Mill  on  the  Floss"  is  its  con- 
clusion.—James,  Henry,  1866,  The  Novels 
of  George  Eliot,  Atlantie  Monthly,  vol.  18,  p. 
490. 

It  is  a  masterly  fragment  of  fictitious 
biography  in  two  volumes,  followed  by  a 
second-rate  one-volume  novel,  — the  three 
connected  into  a  single  whole  by  very  in- 
adequate links.  .  .  .  Yet,  "The  Mill  on  the 
Floss"  is  a  book  of  great  genius.  Its  over- 
flowing humor  would  alone  class  its  aulmor 
high  among  the  humorists,  and  there}  are 
some  sketches  in  it  of  English  country!  life 
which  have  all  the  vivacity  and  n6t  a 
little  of  the  power  of  Sir  Walter  Scott's  best 
works.— HuTfoN,  Richard  Holt,  1871, 
George  Eliot,  Essays  in  Literary  Critieism. 

Few  or  none,  I  should  suppose,  of  the 
most  passionate  and  intelligent  admirers 
would  refuse  to  accept  "The  Mill  on  the 
Floss"  as  on  the  whole  at  once  the  highest 
and  the  purest  and  the  fullest  exi^mple  of 
her  magnificent  and  matchless  powers— 
for  matchless  altogether,  as  I  have  ahready 
insisted,  they  undoubtedly  are  in  their  own 
wide  and  fruitful  field  of  work.  The  first 
two-thirds  of  the  book  suffice  to  compose 
perhaps  the  very  noblest  of  tragic  as  weU  as 
of  humorous  prose  idyls  in  the  language; 
comprising,  as  they  likewise  do,  one  of  ttie 
sweetest  as  well  as  saddest  and  tenderest 
as  well  as  subtlest  examples  of  dramatic 
analysis— a  study  in  that  land  as  soft  and 
true  as  Rousseau's,  as  keen  and  true  as 
Browning's,  as  full  as  either  of  the  fine  and 
bitter  sweetness  of  a  pimgent  and  fiery 
fidehty.  But  who  can  forget  the  horror 
of  inward  collapse,  the  sickness  of  spir- 
itual reaction,  the  reluctant  incredulous 
ra^e  of  disenchantment  and  disgust,  with 
which  the  first  came  upon  the  thrice  un- 
happy tHrd  part?— Swinburne,  Algernon 
Charles,  1877,  A  Note  on  Charlotte  Bronte, 
p.  28. 

Is  the  most  poetical  of  George  Eliot's 
novels.  The  great  Floss,  hurrying  between 
green  pastures  to  the  sea,  gives  a  imity  of  its 
own  to  this  story,  which  opens  to  the  roar 
of  waters,  the  weltering  waters  which  ao-' 
company  it  at  the  close.  It  forms  the  ele- 
mental background  which  rounds  the  little 
lives  of  the  ill-starred  family  group  nur- 
tured on  its  banks. — Blind,  Mathilde, 
1883,  George  Eliot  (Famous  Women),  p.  166. 
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Maggie,  the  heroine  of  "The  Mill  on  the 
Floss, "  is  perhaps  the  rarest  and  happiest 
combination  m  fiction  of  a  human  being 
living  on  the  flat  level  of  commonplace  ex- 
periences, and  yet  invested  with  a  poetic, 
romantic,  and  pathetic  beauty  which 
touches  the  very  quick  of  the  reader's  senti- 
ment, and  allies  her  creator  to  Goldsmith 
and  Bunyan  in  an  artless  eloquence  which 
is  irresistible.— Norms,  Mary  Harriott, 
1890,  ed.  George  Eliofi  Silas  Mamer,  Buh 
graphical  Sketch,  p.  10. 

I  suppose  it  is  her  best  book,  though  it 
may  not  contain  her  best  scenes.  The  ob- 
jection which  is  often  made  and  still  oftener 
felt  to  the  repulsiveness  of  Maggie's  wor- 
ship of  a  counter-jumping  cad  like  Stephen, 
is  somewhat  imcritical.  I  suspect  that  most 
women  resent  it,  because  they  feel  the  im- 
putation to  be  true:  and  most  men  out  of  a 
not  wholly  dissimilar  feeling  which  acts  a 
little  differently.— Saintsbury,  George, 
1895,  Corrected  Impresrians,  p.  165. 

A  work  in  which  passion  and  the  tumult 
of  the  soul  are  not  objectively  analyzed  but 
aympathetically  portrayed  with  unsur- 
passed vividness  and  elemental  power,  a 
work  which  is  undisputably  one  of  the  great 
literary  epitomes  of  the  pathos  and  tragedy 
of  human  existence — it  is  hard  to  recon- 
cile one's  self  to  the  evolution  in  which  tem- 
perament disappeared  so  completely  in  de- 
votion to  the  intellect  alone  as  to  result  in 
the  jejune  artificiality  of  "Daniel  Deronda." 
— Brownell,  W.  C,  1900,  George  Eliot, 
Seribner't  Magazine,  vol.  28,  p.  723. 

If  we  choose  Maggie  Tulliver  for  the  rep- 
resentative woman  of  George  Eliot,  as  we 
chose  Lucy  Fountain  in  the  case  of  Charles 
Reade,  we  shall  at  least  be  going  no  farther 
wrong,  I  think.  She  is  at  any  rate  typical 
of  that  order  of  heroine  which  her  author 
most  strongly  imagined,  not  quite  upon  the 
Miltonian  formula  for  a  poem  of  ''simple, 
sensuous,  passionate,"  but  upon  such  a 
variation  of  it  as  should  read  complex,  sen- 
suous, passionate.  She  is,  of  all  the  kinds 
of  heroines,  the  most  difficult  for  men  justly 
to  appreciate,  and  in  their  failure  something 
of  the  ignoble  slight  they  feel  for  her  attaches 
also  to  her  creator.— Howells,  William 
Dean,  1901,  Heroines  of  Fiction,  vol.  n,  p.  45. 

In  the  "MUl  on  the  Floss,"  there  is  a 
superabundance  of  talk,  and  a  certain  lack 
of  perspective  in  the  characters.  When, 
however,  she  controls  her  pen  for  a  supreme 


effect,  as  at  the  death  of  the  brother  and 
sister  in  the  final  chapter,  then  indeed  she 
shows  herself  a  true  artist. — Engel,  Ed- 
ward, 1902,  A  History  of  English  Literature, 
rev.  Hamley  Bent,  p.  456. 

SILAS  MARKER 
1861 
"Silas  Marner"  comes  to  show  in  its  turn 
that  the  author,  among  the  other  secrets  of 
genius,  possesses  that  of  fecundity.  .  .  . 
What  wonderful  creations  are  Dinah  and 
Hetty,  Maggie  and  Silas,  old  Lisbeth  and 
the  Dobson  family!  Every  one  of  George 
Eliot's  personages,  however  subordinate  the 
part,  however  passing  the  appearance,  has 
a  special  physiognomy  and  characteristic 
style  of  speaking.— ^herer,  Edmond, 
1861-91,  George  Eliot,  Essays  on  English 
Literature,  tr.  Saintsbury,  pp.  6, 8- 

To  a  certain  extent,  I  think  "Silas  Mar- 
ner" holds  a  higher  place  than  any  of  the 
author's  works.  It  is  more  nearly  a  master- 
piece; it  has  more  of  that  simple,  rounded, 
consummate  aspect,  that  absence  of  loose 
ends  and  gaping  issues,  which  marks  a 
classical  work.— James,  Henry,  1866,  The 
Novels  of  George  Eliot,  AUantic  Monthly,  vol. 
18,  p.  482. 

I  call  "Silas  Marner"  her  most  finished 
work,  not  only  because  of  the  S3rmmetry 
with  which  each  part  is  adjusted  in  relation 
to  the  whole,  nor  because  of  the  absence  of 
those  partly  satirical,  partly  moral  reflec- 
tions with  which  George  Eliot  usually  ac- 
companies the  action  of  her  stories,  but 
chiefly  on  account  of  the  simple  pathos  of 
the  central  motive  into  which  all  the  differ- 
ent incidents  and  characters  naturally  con- 
verge.—Bund,  Mathilde,  1883,  George 
Eliot  (Famous  Women),  p.  182. 

Men  of  letters,  I  believe,  give  the  palm  to 
"  Silas  Marner. "  They  are  attracted  by  the 
exquisite  workmanship  of  the  story.  The 
plot  was  constructed  by  George  Eliot  out  of 
the  merest  hint.  The  story  was  written  in 
haste,  at  one  gush.  It  is  a  perfect  gem— a 
pure  work  of  art,  in  which  the  demands  of 
art  have  alone  to  be  considered. — Brown- 
ing, Oscar,  1888,  The  AH  of  George  Eliot, 
Fortnightly  Review,  vol.  49,  p.  538. 

Comes  nearer  to  being  a  great  success 
than  any  of  the  more  elaborate  books. — 
Harrison,  Frederic,  1895,  Studies  in 
Early  Victorian  Literature,  p.  211. 

"Silas  Marner"  is  perhaps  by  general  con- 
sent  the  author's  most  perfect  work  of  art. 
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It  contains  many  of  her  striking  character- 
istics as  a  tbinkar  and  writer,  but  is  free 
from  the  vein  of  philosophic  teaching  which 
makes  her  later  novels  rather  heavy  read- 
ing. In  the  story  of  the  linen-weaver  of 
Raveloe  we  find  blended  in  happy  propor- 
tion the  homely  humor  and  lively  portrayal 
of  country  life  familiar  in  George  Eliot's 
earlier  novels  and  the  tragic  pathos  and 
deep  moral  purpose  of  her  later  work.  It  is 
noted  as  well  for  its  unusual  number  of 
strong  dramatic  situations  as  for  the  poetic 
beauty  of  its  style.  It  also  has  special  mer- 
its for  the  student  who  wishes  to  compare 
the  essay  with  the  novel. — Wauchope, 
George  Armstrong,  1899,  td,  George  EHofs 
Silas  ManuT,  p.  17. 

"Silas  Mamer"  is  the  only  novel  in  which 
George  Eliot  deals  with  tense,  direct  action 
and  curtails  the  profusion  of  by-play  among 
her  minor  incidental  personages.  In  all 
probability  this  is  the  work  to  which  pos- 
terity will  assign  the  position  of  honour.— 
Engel,  Edward,  1902,  A  History  of  Eng- 
lish Liierature,  rev,  Hamley  Bent,  p.  456. 

In  Silas  Mamer  George  Eliot  is  a  little 
tempted  to  fall  into  the  error  of  the  amiable 
novelists  who  are  given  to  playing  the  part 
of  Providence  to  theu-  character.  It  is  true 
that  the  story  begins  by  a  painful  case  of 
apparent  injustice.  ...  A  modem  ''real- 
ist" would,  I  suppose,  complain  that  she 
had  omitted,  or  touched  too  slightly  for  his 
taste,  a  ^reat  many  repulsive  and  brutal 
elements  m  the  rustic  world.  The  portraits, 
indeed,  are  so  vivid  as  to  convince  us  of 
their  fidelity,  but  she  has  selected  the  less 
ugly,  and  taken  the  point  of  view  from 
which  we  see  mainly  what  was  wholesome 
and  kindly  in  the  littie  village  community. 
Silas  Mamer  b  a  masterpiece  in  that  way, 
and  scarcely  equalled  in  English  literature, 
unless  by  Mr.  Hardy's  rustics  m  "Far  From 
the  Madding  Crowd  "  and  other  early  works. 
— Sfephen,  Leslie,  1902,  George  Eliot 
(English  Men  of  Letters),  pp,  107, 110. 

BOHOUL 

1868 
QeKXfS!^  Eliot  first  went  astray  in  "Rom- 
ola."  All  her  previous  works  had  been 
living  products  of  the  imagination,—^  Rom- 
ola^'  was  manufactured.  A  very  great 
piece  of  work,  unquestionably:  a  piece  of 
work  that  perhaps  produces  a  higher  sense 
of  the  writer's  immense  and  diversified  foree 
than  any  of  her  otiier  works;  but  bearing 


the-  same  relation  to  art,  when  compared 
with  Hetty  or  Janet,  that  an  elaborate  imi- 
tation of  one  of  the  great  Italian  masters 
does  when  compared  with  a  bit  of  tme 
rainy  sky  by  Turner  or  one  of  Wilkie's 
dirty  boy-faces.— SKEim>N,  John,  1868, 
Po^  and  George  Eliot,  Fraser^s  Magazine, 
vol.  78,  p.  470. 

Her  ''Romola"  is  one  of  the  finest  his- 
torical novels  in  our  language,  yet  it  was  a 
publisher's  failure.  Its  style  was  too  pure, 
its  art  too  refined,  its  pictures  too  clearly 
and  faithfully  drawn,  for  the  readers  of  her 
former  works.  But  the  book  lifted  her  in- 
stantiy  into  a  new  importance  in  the  esti- 
mate of  the  small  dass  whose  verdict  is  but 
another  term  for  fame.— Taylor,  Batard, 

1876,  Essays  and  NoUs,  p.  339. 

A  highly-finished,  eloquent,  artistic  work, 
and  by  a  select  class  considered  the  greatest 
intellectual  effort  of  the  author.  —  Cham- 
bers, Robert,  1876,  Cydopadia  of  English 
Literature,  ed.  CamUhers. 

The  Lady  who  writes  over  the  nom  de 
plume  of  George  Eliot  is  the  greatest  living 
Englishwoman, —  a  woman  who,  since  Mrs. 
Browning  died,  has  had  no  peer  as  a  liter- 
ary artist  among  her  sex;  but  she  carefully 
elaborates  in  her  best  work  a  high  moral  pur- 
pose, and,  lest  some  fool  may  possibly  miss 
or  mistake  it,  she  works  it  aU  into  the  last 
page  of  "Romola."— Holland,  Josiah 
Gilbert,  1876,  Every-day  Topics,  First 
Series,  p.  57. 

I  have  just  read  through  the  cheap  edi- 
tion of  ''Romola,"  and  though  I  have  only 
made  a  few  alterations  of  an  important 
kind— the  printing  being  unusuallv  correct 
—it  would  be  well  for  me  to  send  this  cony 
to  be  printed  from.  I  think  it  must  be 
nearly  ten  years  since  I  read  the  book  before, 
but  there  is  no  book  of  mine  about  which  I 
more  thoroughly  feel  that  I  could  swear  by 
every  sentence  as  having  been  written  with 
my  best  blood,  such  as  it  is,  and  with  the 
most  ardent  care  for  veracity  of  which  my 
nature  is  capable.  It  has  made  me  often 
sob  with  a  sort  of  painful  joy  as  I  have  read 
the  sentences  which  had  faded  from  my 
memory.  This  helps  one  to  bear  false  rep- 
resentations with  patience;  for  I  really 
don't  love  any  Gentleman  who  undertakes 
to  state  my  opinions  well  enough  to  desire 
that  I  should  find  myself  all  wrong  in  order 
to  justify  this  statement. — Eliot,  George, 

1877,  To  John  Blackwood,  Jan.  30;  George 
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Elioft  Life  as  related  in  her  Letters  and 
JoumaU,  ed.  Cross,  vol.  m,  p.  217. 

Nobody  who  did  not  share  the  scholar's 
enthusiasm  could  have  described  the  blind 
scholar  in  his  library  in  the  adorable  fifth 
chapter  of  ''Romola;"  and  we  feel  that  she 
must  have  copied  out  with  keen  gusto  of 
her  own  those  words  of  Petrarch  which  she 
puts  into  old  Bardo's  mouth.— Morley, 
John,  1885,  The  Life  of  George  Eliot,  Mae- 
miUan's  Magazine,  vol.  51,  p.  248. 

It  is,  perhaps,  the  best  historical 
novel  ever  written.  Replete  with  learning, 
weighted  with  knowledge  in  every  page, 
the  finish  is  so  rare  that  the  joints  between 
erudition  and  imagination  cannot  be  discov- 
ered. Read  it  when  you  have  never  been 
to  Florence,  it  will  make  you  long  to  go 
there;  read  it  when  you  have  learnt  to  love 
Florence,  it  will  make  you  love  Florence 
more;  read  it  when  you  have  studied  the 
Renaissance  which  George  Eliot  had  studied 
so  deeply,  and  you  will  feel  its  beauties  as 
those  feel  the  beauties  of  a  symphony  of 
Beethoven  who  know  the  score  by  heart.— 
Browning,  Oscar,  1888,  The  Art  of  George 
Eliot,  Fortnightly  Review,  vol.  49,  p.  538. 

To  call  it  a  complete  success  is  to  go  too 
far.  The  task  was  too  great.  To  frame  in  a 
complex  background  of  historical  erudition 
an  ethical  problem  of  even  greater  com- 
plexity and  subtlety— this  was  a  task 
which  niight  have  sorely  tried  even  greater 
powers  than  hers — a  task  in  which  Goethe 
and  Scott  might  have  succeeded,  but  which 
Goethe  and  Scott  were  too  truly  the  bom 
artists  to  attempt,  without  ample  care,  and 
too  busy  with  many  things  to  devote  to  it 
the  required  labour.  ''Romola"  is  cer- 
tainly a  wonderful  monument  of  literary 
accomplishments;  but  it  remains  a  tour  de 
force,  too  elaborate,  too  laboured,  too  in- 
tricate, too  erudite.  As  the  French  say,  it 
has  trop  de  ehoses,  it  is  too  long,  too  full, 
over-costumed,  too  studiously  mounted  on 
the  stage.— Harrison,  Frederic,  1895, 
Studies  in  Early  Victorian  Literature,  p.  215. 

In  "Silas  Mamer,"  beautiful  and  com- 
plete in  itself  as  it  is,  we  have  only  the  pref- 
ace, to  which  "Romola"  is  the  accom- 
plished fact.  While  "Silas  Mamer"  is  per- 
fect in  its  simplicity,  "Romola''  is  great  in 
its  complexity.  We  must  remember  the 
stupendous  historic  background  of  the 
story— Florence  with  all  her  ancient  gran- 
deur, her  teeming  inhabitants  with  their 


cries  of  joy,  of  pain,  of  hope,  of  revenge; 
and  above  all  is  heard  the  clarion  voice  ot 
Savonarola  rushing  through  the  Florentine 
soul  like  a  mad  river.  All  this  gigantic 
background  is  conjured  up  to  show— what? 
The  evolution  of  one  beautiful  life!  Great 
and  good  people  always  leave  their  soub 
behind  them,  whether  it  be  in  statuary,  or 
books,  or  deeds.  George  Eliot  has  left 
her  living  soul  with  Romola.— Dawson, 
Thomas,  1895,  Character  Development  in 
"  Romola, "  Four  Years  of  Novd-Reading,  ed. 
MouUon,  p.  93. 

I  read  it  again  and  again  with  the  sense 
of  moral  enlargement  which  the  fiiat  fiction 
to  conceive  of  the  true  nature  of  evil  gave 
all  of  us  who  were  young  in  that  day.  Tito 
Malema  was  not  only  a  lesson,  he  was  a 
revelation,  and  I  trembled  before  him  as  in 
the  presence  of  a  warning  and  a  message 
from  the  only  veritable  perdition.  His  life, 
in  which  so  much  that  was  good  was  mixed 
with  so  much  that  was  bad,  lighted  up  the 
whole  domain  of  egotism  with  its  glare,  and 
made  one  feel  how  near  the  best  and  the 
worst  were  to  each  other,  and  how  they 
sometimes  touched  without  absolute  di- 
vision in  texture  and  color.  The  book  was 
undoubtedly  a  favorite  of  mine,  and  I  did 
not  see  then  the  artistic  falterings  in  it 
which  were  afterward  evident  to  me. — 
HowELLS,  William  Dean,  1895,  My  Liter- 
ary  Passions,  p.  218. 

It  is  a  very  remarkable  tour  de  farce,  but 
it  is  a  tour  deforce  executed  entirely  against 
the  grain.  It  is  not  alive:  it  is  a  work  of 
erudition  not  of  genius,  of  painful  manufac- 
ture not  of  joyous  creation  or  even  observa- 
tion.— Saintsbury,  George,  1896,  A  His- 
tory of  Nineteenth  Century  Literature,  p.  324. 

In  Romola  and  in  Savonarola  we  touch 
the  heights.  The  "  tall  lily  "  is  an  exquisite 
conception  and  is  supreme  in  human  loveli- 
ness.—Linton,  Mrs.  Lynn,  1897,  Women 
Novelists  of  Queen  Victorians  Reign,  p.  96. 

''Romola"  is  unique  in  its  way,  and  has 
hosts  of  admirers.  There  are  readers  to 
whom  it  introduced  the  Italian  Renaissance, 
who,  in  its  pages  first  read  of  Florence, 
Savonarola,  the  Medici.  There  are  scholars 
who  shared  George  Eliot's  enthusiasm  for 
"the  City  by  the  Amo"  and  "the  wonder^ 
ful  fifteenth  century,"  so  cordially  as  to 
credit  "Romola"  with  having  successfully 
reproduced  a  moment  and  a  milieu  which 
they    were   only    too  grateful  to  have 
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recalled.  Besides,  there  is  that  master-piece 
of  evolution,  the  character  of  Tito  Melema. 
— Brownell,  W.  C,  1900,  George  Eliot, 
SaibnefB  Magazine,  vol.  28,  p.  724. 

"  Romola  "  is  full  of  faults.  The  learning 
is  too  obstrusive.  There  is  too  much  and  too 
obvious  an  effort  at  minute  historical  ac- 
curacy, which  is  the  mint  and  anise  and 
cumin  of  every  historical  romance.  Rom- 
ola herself,  though  a  portrait  lovingly 
drawn,  is  hardly  a  creation  of  flesh  and 
blood.  But,  in  spite  of  Mr.  Stephen,  I  re- 
spectfully maintain  that  the  figure  of 
Savonarola  stands  out  in  ahnost  startling 
reality,  and  that  Tito  Melema  is  abso- 
lutely true  to  life.  .  .  .  "Romola"  is  not  a 
smooth  tale,  chiefly  of  love.  It  is  a  serious 
attempt  to  depict  Florentine  life  four- 
hundred  years  ago,  and  by  its  success  or 
failure  in  achieving  that  object  it  must 
stand  or  fall.— Paul,  Herbert,  1902, 
George  Eliot,  The  Nineteenth  Century,  vol. 
51,  pp.  939, 940. 

It  would  be  absurd  to  speak  without  pro- 
found respect  of  a  book  which  represents 
the  application  of  an  exceptionally  power- 
ful intellect  carrying  out  a  great  scheme 
with  so  serious  and  sustained  a  purpose. 
.  .  .  Romola  is  to  me  one  of  the  most  pro- 
voking of  books.  I  am  alternately  seduced 
into  admiration  and  repelled  by  what  seems 
to  me  a  most  lamentable  misapplication  of 
first-rate  powers.  ...  If  we  can  put  aside 
the  historical  paraphernalia,  forget  the 
dates  and  the  historical  Savonarola  and 
Machiavelli,  there  remains  a  singularly 
powerful  representation  of  an  interesting 
spiritual  history;  of  the  ordeal  through 
which  a  lofty  nature  has  to  pass  when 
brought  into  collision  with  characters  of 
baser  composition;  throw  into  despair  by 
the  successive  collapses  of  each  of  the  sup- 
ports to  which  it  cUngs;  and  finding  some 
solution  in  spite  of  its  bewilderment  amidst 
conflicting  gospels,  in  each  of  which  truth 
and  falsehood  are  strangely  mixed.  There 
is  hardly  any  novel,  except "  The  Mill  on  the 
Floss,"  in  which  the  stages  in  the  inner  life 
of  a  thoughtful  and  tender  nature  are  set 
forth  with  so  much  tenderness  and  sym- 
pathy.—Stephen,  Leslie,  1902,  George 
Eliot  {English  Men  of  Letten),  pp.  125, 126, 
141. 

FELIX  HOLT 
1866 

I  have  got  two  copies  of  "Felix  Holt"— 
the  last  sent  me  by  Mr.  Langford.    I  sup- 


pose as  an  equivalent  for  the  six  copies  of 
"Miss  Marjoribanks/  which  I  ought  to 
have;  and  I  fear  I  have  sot  them  on  false 
pretences,  for  I  don't  think  I  could  say  any- 
thing satisfactory  about  it.  It  leaves  an 
impression  on  my  mind  as  of  "Hamlet" 
played  by  six  sets  of  gravediggers.  Of 
course  it  will  be  a  successful  book,  but  I 
think  chiefly  because  "Adam  Bede"  and 
"  SUas  Mamer  "  went  before  it.  Now  that  I 
have  read  it,  I  have  given  up  the  idea  of  re- 
viewing it.— OupHANT,  Margaret  0.  W., 
1866,  Letter  to  Blackwood,  Autobiography 
and  Letters,  ed.  CoghiU,  p.  210. 

Decidedly  inferior  to  the  rest. — Mc- 
Carthy, Justin,  1872,  George  Eliot  and 
George  Lewes,  Modem  Leaders,  p.  140. 

I  cannot  tell  you  with  that  eagerness  I 
devoured  "  Felix  Holt."  For  perfect  force- 
in-repose.  Miss  Evans  (or,  I  should  have 
said,  Mrs.  Lewes)  is  not  excelled  by  any 
writer.—LAMER,  Sidney,  1875,  To  Gibson 
Peacock,  March  24;  Letters,  p.  12. 

Felix  is  a  typical  conception  with  aU  the 
reality  m  it  tiiat  the  genius  of  his  creator 
could  infuse,  but  still  only  a  typical  con- 
ception. We  question,  too,  whether,  as  the 
Radical  workman  of  1832,  he  is  not  also  an 
anachronism.  The  trial  scene,  in  which  the 
hero  is  the  prisoner  at  the  bar,  has  two  really 
fine  passages  m  it— the  sympathetic,  spon- 
taneous utterance  of  the  independent  minis- 
ter, and  the  earnest  and  selfforgetting^  yet 
self  restraining  passion  which  impels  Esther 
to  volunteer  and  give  her  evidence  in  vin- 
dication of  the  unlucky  Felix.  In  humorous 
talk  and  witty  repartee  this  novel  is  less 
affluent  than  "Adam  Bede,"  the  "Mill  on 
the  Floss,"  or  "Silas  Mamer."  The  open- 
ing chapter  offers,  perhaps,  the  very  finest 
picture  of  rural  scenery  and  remote  coun- 
tr}'  life  to  be  found  even  in  the  works  of 
George  Eliot.— Call,  W.  M.  W.,  1881,  George 
Eliot,  Westminster  Review,  vol.  116,  p.  179. 

In  its  construction  "Felix  Holt"  is  per- 
haps the  most  unsatisfactory  of  all  George 
Hiot's  books.  The  ins  and  outs  of  Tran- 
some  and  Durfey  and  Scaddon  and  By- 
cliffe  were  all  too  intricate  in  the  weaving 
and  too  confused  in  the  telling  to  be  either 
intelligible  or  interesting.  In  trying  on  the 
garment  of  Miss  Braddon  the  author  of 
"Felix  Holt"  showed  both  want  of  percep- 
tion and  a  deplorable  misfit.  .  .  .  Felix 
himself  is  one  of  George  Eliot's  master- 
pieces in  the  way  of  nobleness  of  ideal  and 
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firmness  of  drawing. — Linton,  Mrs.  Lynn, 
1897,  Women  Novelists  of  QiLeen  Victoria's 
Reign,  pp.  84,  87. 

"Felix  Holt"  contains  at  least  the  lov- 
able Mr.  Lyon,  and  though  the  wearisome 
wordiness  of  the  book  is  a  handicap  from 
which  it  will  always  suffer,  it  will  always  re- 
main a  highly  interpretative  picture  of  a 
momentous  epoch  in  English  political  and 
social  history-— the  birth,  in  fact,  of  the 
modern  English  world  engendered  by  the 
Reform  Bill.— Brownell,  W.  C,  1900, 
George  Eliot,  Seribnefs  Magazine,  vol.  28, 
p.  724. 

I  have  in  my  possession  about  sixteen 
lettefB  written  to  me  in  the  months  from 
January  to  May,  1866,  asking  for  assist- 
ance in  legal  points  relating  to  "Felix 
Holt."  And  during  that  period  I  had 
many  interviews  with  her  thereon,  and  read 
large  portions  of  the  story  in  MS.  and  in 
proof.  The  letters  and  my  own  recollec- 
tions testify  to  the  indefatigable  pains  that 
she  took  with  every  point  of  local  color,  her 
anxiety  about  scrupulous  accuracy  of  fact, 
and  the  often  feeble  health  under  which  the 
book  was  produced.  .  .  .  "Felix  Holt" 
and  "  Daniel  Deronda  "  were  the  only  novels 
on  which  I  was  consulted,  and  then  simply 
as  to  points  of  law  and  legal  practice.  I 
wrote  the  "opinion"  of  the  Attorney-Gen- 
eral, printed  in  italics  in  chapfter  xxxv.  of 
"Felix  Holt,"  as  a  guide  to  the  language 
used  in  Lincoln's  Inn,  and  she  inserted  it 
bodily  in  the  book.  I  remember  telling  her 
that  I  should  always  boast  of  having  writ- 
ten one  sentence  that  was  embodied  in 
English  literature.  The  "opinion"  was  lit- 
tle more  than  "common  form,"  and  she 
took  kindly  my  little  mot. — Harrison, 
Frederic,  1901,  Reminiscences  of  George 
Eliot,  Harper^s  Magazine,  vol  103,  p.  579. 

Mr.  Felix  Holt  would  have  been  quite  in 
his  place  at  Toynbee  Hall;  but  is  much  too 
■cold-blooded  for  the  time  when  revolution 
and  confiscation  were  really  in  the  air.  Per- 
haps this  indicates  the  want  of  masculine 
fiber  in  George  Eliot  and  the  deficient 
sympathy  with  rough  popular  passions 
which  makes  us  feel  that  he  represents  the 
afterthought  of  the  judicious  sociologist 
and  not  the  man  of  flesh  and  blood  who 
was  the  product  of  the  actual  conditions. 
Anyhow,  the  novel  appears  te  be  regarded 
as  her  least  interesting.  — Stephen,  Leslie, 
1902,  George  Eliot  (English  Men  of  Letters), 
p.  155. 


MIDDLEMA.RCH 
1871-72 

I  suppose  you  cannot  have  read  "llGddle- 
march,"  as  you  say  nothing  about  it.  It 
stands  quite  alone.  As  one  only  just  moist- 
ens one's  lips  with  an  exquisite  liqueur,  to 
keep  the  taste  as  long  as  possible  in  one's 
mouth,  I  never  read  more  than  a  single 
chapter  of  "Middlemarch"  in  the  evening, 
dreading  te  come  to  the  last,  when  I  must 
wait  two  months  for  a  renewal  of  the  pleas- 
ure. The  depth  of  humour  has  certainly 
never  been  surpassed  in  English  literature. 
If  there  is  ever  a  shade  too  much  learning, 
that  is  Lewes's  fault.— Thirlwall,  Ck)N- 
NOP,  1872,  Letters  to  a  Friend,  ed.  Stanley, 
June  4,  p.  278. 

The  book  has  all  the  multifariousness  of 
life;  the  author  has,  as  it  were,  created  a 
world  in  which  we  see  the  diverse  feelings, 
passions,  and  interests  of  complicated  char- 
acters without  the  veils  of  self  adulation  or 
of  exaggerated  distrust  with  which  we  view 
our  own  lives,  or  the  prejudice  with  which 
we  regard  those  of  our  neighbors.  Ordi- 
nary terms  of  praise  sound  insipid  before  the 
excellence  with  which  this  task  b  done. 
The  very  truth  which  this  writer  possesses 
seems  so  like  simplicity  that  we  feel  in- 
clined to  take  it  for  granted  as  a  sine  mia 
non,  which  we  ought  to  accept  with  as  lit- 
tle emotion  as  we  do  the  air  we  breathe 

One  of  the  most  remarkable  books  of  one  of 
the  greatest  living  writers.  .  .  .  From  its 
wonderful  accuracy  in  depicting  life,  from 
the  morality  of  its  lesson,  from  the  origi- 
nality, keenness,  and  fate-like  sternness  of 
the  author,  we  may  draw  the  conclusion 
that  it  is  a  book  which  every  one  should 
read  for  a  wide  knowledge  of  the  world. — 
Perry,  S.  S.,  1873,  George  Eliot s  Middle- 
march,  North  American  Review,  vol.  116,  pp. 
433,  440. 

Despite  the  vigorous  bloom,  the  incon- 
sistent life  of  "Sfiddlemarch,"  do  we  not 
feel  that  there  is  an  overwrought  comple- 
tion about  it?  The  persons  of  the  story  are 
elaborated  almost  to  exhaustion;  there  ap- 
pears to  be  a  lack  of  proportion  in  the  prom- 
inence so  fully  accorded  to  each  individual 
in  his  or  her  turn,  for  minor  characters  are 
dwelt  upon  too  much  in  detail;  and  there  is 
little  or  no  mystery  of  distance  about  any  of 
the  figures,  at  any  time.  ...  As  an  effort 
of  clear  intellectual  penetration  into  life, 
we  could  hardly  demand  anything  better 
than  "Middlemarch."     But  it  is  still  too 
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much  an  effort,  and  not  enough  an  accom- 
plished insight;  it  remams,  as  the  author 
has  called  it,  a  study,  rather  than  a  fin- 
ished dramatic  representation. — Lathrop, 
Georqe  Parsons,  1874,  Growth  of  the  Novd, 
AUaniie  Monthly,  vol.  33,  pp.  688,  689. 

"Middlemarch,"  with  its  imdeniable  ex- 
cellences, IS  a  somewhat  disjointed  com- 
position, and  disperses  the  interest  of  the 
reader  ad  infinitum, — Scherr,  J.,  1874,  A 
History  of  English  Literature,  tr.  M.  V.,  p. 
279. 

Certainly  George  Eliot  is  no  maudlin 
sentimentalist— no  melodramatic  emotion- 
monger  like  him  of  "  Little  Nell. "  But  for 
high  and  pure  pathos, — pathos  conceived 
in  the  key  of  that  magnanimity  which,  in  a 
world  like  ours,  fallen  and  in  sore  need  of  re- 
demption, is  always  the  highest  and  purest 
pathos,— I  should  scarcely  know  where  to 
look  for  anything  finer  than  "Middlemarch" 
supplies.— Wilkinson,  William  Cleaver, 
1874,  A  Free  Lance  in  the  Field  of  Life  and 
Letters,  p.  33. 

In  "Middlemarch"  the  peculiar  powers  of 
the  author  are  exhibited  in  the  highest  and 
widest  play  of  their  development.  None  of 
her  books  is  so  deeply  thoughtful,  none 
commands  so  broad  a  view  of  the  human 
horizon,  none  is  so  rich  in  personal  por- 
traiture.—Welsh,  Alfred  H.,  1883,  De- 
velopment of  English  Literature  and  Lan- 
guage, vol.  n,  p.  477. 

I  know  not  where  else  in  literature  to 
look  for  a  work  which  leaves  such  a  strong 
impression  on  the  reader's  mind  of  the  in- 
tertexture  of  human  lives.  Seen  thus  in 
perspective,  each  separate  individuality, 
with  its  specialized  consciousness,  is  yet  as 
indissolubly  connected  with  the  collective 
life  as  that  of  the  indistinguishable  zod- 
phyte  which  is  but  a  sentient  speck  neces- 
sarily moved  by  the  same  vital  agency 
which  stirs  the  entire  organism.— Bund, 
Mathilde,  1883,  George  Eliot  (Famous 
Women),  p.  241. 

One  of  her  works,  notwithstanding,  must 
always  be  the  guide  of  those  who  would 
know  the  provincial  England  of  our  day. 
**  Middlemarch  "  is  Nature  herself.  If  merit 
is  to  be  judged  by  perfection  of  execution, 
this  depressing  work  sets  George  Eliot 
higher  than  the  mingled  pathos  and  hu- 
mour of  "Adam  Bede"  and  "The  Mill  on 
Floss,"  the  dignity  of  "Romola,"  or  the 
moral  enthusiasm  of  "Daniel  Deronda." — 


Garnett,  Richard,  1887,  The  Reign  of 
Queen  Victoria,  ed.  Ward,  vol.  u,  p.  490. 

It  is  a  ^-eat  prose  epic,  large  in  size,  com- 
manding in  structure,  affording  an  ample 
space  for  a  great  artist  to  work  upon.  Per- 
haps even  more  than  "Adam  Bede"  has  it 
become  part  of  the  ordinary  furniture  of 
our  minds,  of  the  current  coin  of  our 
thoughts.  Casaubon,  Will  Laidlaw,  Mr. 
Brooke  are  t3rpes  which  are  ever  present 
with  us,  like  Becky  Sharp  and  Colonel 
Newcome;  and  if  Dorothea  and  Lydgate 
are  more  remote,  it  is  because  they  are 
rarer  characters,  not  because  they  are  less 
truly  drawn.  "Middlemarch"  gives  George 
Eliot  the  chiefest  claim  to  stand  by  the  side 
of  Shakespere.  Both  drew  their  inspira- 
tion from  the  same  sources,  the  villages  and 
the  country  houses  which  we  know  so  well. 
—Browning,  Oscar,  1890,  Life  of  George 
Eliot  (Great  Writers),  p.  142. 

The  style  of  "Middlemarch"  is  so  fuU  of 
science,  of  culture,  of  observation,  of  ex- 
perience, that  to  follow  it  in  its  develop- 
ment, to  see  how  it  arises  from  the  very  heart 
of  things,  to  gather  its  meaning  in  the  orig- 
inal and  incisive  phrases  in  which  it  is 
clothed,  is  an  intense  intellectual  enjoy- 
ment.—Negri,  Gaetano,  1891,  George 
Eliot:  La  sua  vita  ed  i  suoi  Romami. 

The  girl  is  real  enough;  it  is  her  chancea 
which  she  and  her  biographer  seem  to  me  to 
have  singularly  missed,  probably  because 
the  very  weight  and  worth  of  English  Dis- 
senters forty  to  fifty  years  ago  secluded 
them  from  all  society  but  their  own.  .  .  . 
In  truth,  "Middlemarch"  is  to  me  as  a 
landscape  seen  in  the  twilight;  au  teint 
grisdtre.  It  is  from  first  to  last  the  plaint  of 
a  lost  ideal.  I  do  not  think  it  even  a  true 
rendering  of  life  as  it  was  lived  in  England 
sixty  years  ago.  It  would  be  easy  to  ac- 
count for  this  by  saying  that  the  writer  had 
lost  "the  wider  hope."  I  prefer  not  to  do 
it.  Such  an  explanation  is,  indeed,  so  far 
obviously  true  as  that  in  a  country  town 
the  most  strenuous  belief,  the  most  un- 
flagging work,  is  religious.  But  the  scepti- 
cism of  "Middlemarch"  also  extends  to 
things  social  and  human. — Belloc,  Bes- 
sie Rayner,  1894,  In  A  Walled  Garden,  pp. 
6,12. 

It  b,  indeed,  a  half  dozen  novels  in  one. 
Its  scale  is  cyclopedic,  as  I  said,  and  it  is 
the  microcosm  of  a  community  rather  than  a 
story  concerned  with  a  unified  plot  and  set 
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of  characters.  And  it  is  perhaps  the  writer's 
fullest  expression  of  her  philosophy  of  life. 
— Brownell,  W.  C,  1900,  George  Eliot, 
Scribner's  Magazine,  vol  28,  p.  724. 

''Middlemarch"  is  George  Eliot  herself, 
with  her  large,  grave,  earnest,  tolerant 
view  of  human  nature  and  human  life.— 
Paul,  Herbert,  1902,  George  Eliot,  The 
Nineteenth  Century,  vol.  51,  p.  943. 

DANIEL  DERONDA 
1876 
Here  we  have  what  goes  a  considerable 
way  towards  filling  an  intellectual  void  — 
faithful  pictures  of  modern  Anglo-Jewish 
domestic  life.  But  the  author  in  some  re- 
spects proceeds  further,  and  evidently  pos- 
sesses loftier  and  wider  aims  than  the  mere 
exercise  of  the  romance-writer's  skill  among 
new  scenes.  George  Eliot  has  thrown  no 
hasty  or  superficial  glance  over  the  exter- 
nals of  Judaism.  She  has  acquired  an  ex- 
tended and  profound  knowledge  of  the 
rites,  aspirations,  hopes,  fears,  and  desires 
of  the  Israelites  of  the  day.  She  had  read, 
their  books,  inquired  into  their  modes  of 
thought,  searched  their  traditions,  accom- 
panied them  to  the  synagogue;  nay,  she 
had  taken  their  very  words  from  their  lips, 
and,  like  Asmodeus,  has  unroofed  their 
houses.  To  say  that  some  slight  errors  have 
crept  into  "Daniel  Deronda"  is  to  say  that 
no  human  work  is  perfect;  and  these  in- 
accuracies are  singularly  few  and  unim- 
portant. .  .  .  Curiously  enough  the  Jewish 
episodes  in  "Daniel  Deronda"  have  been 
barely  adverted  to  by  the  reviewers.  Most 
of  these  gentlemen  have  slurred  over  some 
of  the  finest  and  most  characteristic 
passages  in  the  book,  with  the  remark  that 
they  possessed  no  general  interest.  Possibly 
the  critics  were  unable  to  appreciate  the 
beauty  of  the  scenes  they  deemed  unworthy 
of  attention,  or  perhaps  they  consider  the 
Jewish  body  too  insignificant  to  be  worth 
much  discussion.  .  .  .  The  book  is  a  ro- 
mance. Artistic  truth  in  literature,  as  in 
painting,  is  always  sought  for  by  ^eat 
workmen  in  preference  to  mere  realistic 
truth.  In  Daniel  Deronda,  George  Eliot 
has  created  a  type  which,  though  scarcely 
likely  to  appeal  to  the  masses,  aught  to 
teach  more  than  one  lesson  to  serious  think- 
ers. Here  is  a  man  who  lays  aside  entirely 
all  purely  personal  considerations,  all  feel- 
ings of  ambition  or  aggrandisement,  to  de- 
vote tiie  best  years  of  his  existence  to  the 


loftiest  national  aims.— Picaoiro,  James, 
1876,  Deronda  the  Jew,  Gentkman'i  Maga- 
zine, N.  S.,  vol.  17,  pp.  594,  595,  597. 

"Daniel  Deronda"  alone  (the  book,  not 
the  man)  is  proof  enough  that  its  author  has 
the  courage  to  enter  upon  the  surest  road  to 
the  highest  kind  of  popularity— that  which 
apparently  leads  above  it.  There  is  not  a 
sentence,  scarcely  a  character,  in  "Daniel 
Deronda"  that  reads  or  looks  as  if  she  were 
thinking  of  her  critics  before  her  readers 
at  large,  or  of  her  readers  at  large  before 
the  best  she  could  give  them.  She  has 
often  marred  a  stronger  or  more  telling 
effect  for  the  sake  of  a  truer  and  deeper— 
and  this  belongs  to  a  kind  of  courage  which 
most  artists  will  be  inclined  to  envy  her. 
But  her  processes  of  construction  open  an- 
other question,  too  long  to  speak  of  in  a  few 
words.  Apart  from  all  considerations  of 
such  processes  in  detail,  "  Daniel  Deronda" 
is  a  probably  unique  example  of  the  applica- 
tion of  the  forms  of  romance  to  a  rare  and 
difficult  problem  in  human  nature,  by  first 
stating  the  problem — (the  transformation 
of  Gwendolen) — in  its  extremest  form,  and 
then,  with  something  like  scientific  preci- 
sion as  well  as  philosophic  insight,  arrang- 
ing circumstances  so  as  to  throw  upon  it  the 
fullest  light  possible.— Francillon,  R.  E., 
1876,  George  Eliofs  First  Romance,  Gentle- 
man's Magazine,  N.  S.  vol.  17,  p.  427. 

"Daniel  Deronda"  has  succeeded  in 
awaking  in  my  somewhat  worn-out  mind 
an  interest.  So  many  stories  are  tramping 
over  one's  mind  in  every  modem  maga- 
zine nowadays  that  one  is  macadamized,  so 
to  speak.  It  takes  something  unusual  to 
make  a  sensation.  This  does  excite  and  in- 
terest me,  as  I  wait  for  each  number  with 
eagerness.— Stowe,  Harriet  Beechbr, 
1876,  To  Mrs.  Lewes,  March  18;  Life  Com- 
piled from  Her  Letters  and  Journals,  ed. 
Stowe,  p.  473. 

It  seems  to  us  that  none  of  George 
Eliot's  former  novels  so  distinctly  present 
the  quality  of  her  intellect,  as  "Daniel 
Deronda. "  In  it  she  has  reached  both  her 
clearest  height  of  achievement  and  the 
barriers  of  art  which  she  is  unable  to  scale. 
It  is  no  disparagement  to  recognize  the 
latter,  for  they  equally  mark  the  extent  of 
her  development  and  the  intensity  of  her 
aspiration.  In  reviewing  the  first  volume 
of  the  work  we  noticed  her  tendency  to 
analyze,  as  well  as  present,  her  characters. 
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She  explains,  and  comments  upon  them, 
their  words,  movements,  and  changes  of 
countenance:  sometimes  a  chapter  seems  to 
open  in  some  reahn  of  abstract  philosoph- 
ical speculation,  out  of  which  the  autnor 
slowly  descends  to  take  up  the  thread  of 
her  story.  Sometimes  these  disauisitions 
are  so  sound  and  admirably  statea  that  we 
are  glad  to  come  upon  them:  frequently 
they  strike  us  as  unnecessary  and  not  par- 
ticularly important;  and  occasionally  they 
are  mere  high-sounding  platitudes.— Tay- 
lor, Batard,  1876,  Enayt  and  Notes,  p. 
340. 

"Daniel  Deronda''  is  a  novel  both  of  in- 
ddent  and  character;  and,  m  addition,  it  ex- 
hibits a  wealth  of  subtle,  deep  and  compre- 
hensive thought  altogether  unexampled 
among  the  novels  of  the  time.  One  feels  in 
reading,  rereading  and  studying  the  book 
that  in  respect  to  mere  largeness  of  intellect 
it  is  unmatched  among  tiie  works  of  the 
most  distinguished  novelists  of  the  century. 
Scott,  Dickens  and  Thackeray  may  excel 
George  Eliot  in  their  special  departments  of 
fiction;  but  if  we  apply  the  intellectual  test, 
and  ask  which  of  the  four  has  mastered 
most  thoroughly  the  knowledge  and  ad- 
vanced thought  of  the  age,  the  judgment 
of  all  cultivated  persons  would  be  given  un- 
reservedly in  favor  of  the  author  of ''Daniel 
Deronda. ''  In  sobriety,  breadth  and  mas- 
siveness  of  understanding,  in  familiar  ac- 
quaintance with  the  latest  demonstrate 
truths  of  physical,  historical,  economic  and 
intellectual  science,  and  in  the  capacity  to 
use  these  truths  as  materials  for  a  philoso- 
phy of  nature,  and  human  nature,  this  wom- 
an is  the  acknowledged  peer  of  such  men 
as  John  Stuart  Mill  and  Herbert  Spencer. 
Leaving  out  of  view  the  peculiar  powers 
which  make  the  great  novelist,  and  fasten- 
ing our  attention  on  the  understanding 
alone,  it  is  obvious  that  George  Eliot  might 
hold,  in  one  comer  of  her  broad  brain,  all 
that  portion  of  Scott's  intellect  which  dealt 
with  the  philosophy  of  history  as  dis- 
tingubhed  from  its  picturesqueness;  in  an- 
other comer,  all  that  part  of  the  intellect  of 
Dickens  which,  in  dealing  with  political 
economy,  was  prone  to  substitute  benevo- 
lent sentiments  for  inexorable  laws;  and  in 
still  another  comer,  all  that  portion  of  the 
intellect  of  Thackeray  which  penetrated 
beneath  the  social  shams  he  pitilessly  sati- 
rized to  the  principles  which  make  society 
possible.— Whipple,  Edwin  Pbecy,  1877, 
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Daniel  Deronda,  North  American  Review, 
90/.  124,  p.  31. 

The  first  thing  that  it  is  natural  for  a  Jew 
to  say  about  ''Daniel  Deronda"  is  some  ex- 
pression of  gratitude  for  the  wonderful  com- 
gleteness  and  accuracy  with  which  George 
liot  has  portrayed  the  Jewish  nature. 
Hitherto  the  Jew  in  English  fiction  has 
fared  unhappily;  being  always  represented 
as  a  monstrosity,  most  frequently  on  the 
side  of  malevolence  and  greed,  as  in  Mar- 
lowe's Barabbas  and  Dickens's  Fagin,  or 
sometimes  as  in  Dickens's  Rlah,  still  more 
exasperatingly  on  the  side  of  impossible 
benevolence.  What  we  want  is  truth,  not 
^xagggeration,  and  tmth  George  Eliot  has 
given  us  with  the  large  justice  of  the  great 
artist.  The  gallery  of  Jewish  portraits  con- 
tained in  ''Daniel  Deronda  "gives  in  a  mar- 
velously  full  and  accurate  way  all  the  many 
sides  of  our  complex  national  character. 
.  .  .  Perhaps  the  most  successful  of  the 
minor  portraits  is  that  of  the  black  sheep 
Lapidoth,  the  Jew  with  no  redeeming  love 
for  family,  race  or  country  to  preserve  hiQi 
from  that  sordid  egotism  (the  new  name  for 
wickedness)  into  which  he  has  sunk.  His 
utter  unconsciousness  of  good  and  evil  is 
powerfully  depicted  in  the  masterly  analysis 
of  his  state  of  mind  before  purloining  De- 
ronda's  ring.  .  .  .  Criticism  on  the  Mor- 
decai  part  of  ''Daniel  Deronda"  has  been  due 
to  lack  of  sympathy  and  want  of  knowledge 
on  the  part  of  the  critics,  and  hence  its  faU- 
ure  is  not  (if  we  must  use  the  word)  ob- 
jective. If  a  young  lady  refuses  to  see  any 
pathos  in  Othello's  fate  because  she  dis- 
likes dark  complexions,  we  blame  the  young 
lady,  not  Shakspeare:  and  if  the  critics 
have  refused  to  see  the  pathos  of  Mordecai's 
fate  because  he  is  a  Jew  of  the  present  day 
— so  much  the  worse  for  the  critics!— 
Jacobs,  Joseph,  1877,  Mordeeai:  a  Protest 
against  the  Critics,  Jewish  Ideals,  pp.  61, 64. 
82. 

Beside  the  clever  critics  some  readers  of 
"Daniel  Deronda"  ought  perhaps  to  put  on 
record  their  experience,  and  confess  what 
have  been  the  dealings  of  this  book  with 
their  spirits.  Those  who  have  heard  in  it 
"the  right  voice,"  which  one  follows  "as 
the  water  follows  the  moon,  silently,"  will 
have  been  conscious  of  a  quickening  and 
exaltation  of  their  entire  spiritual  Ufe.  The 
moral  atmosphere  they  breathed  became 
charged  with  a  finer  and  more  vivif3dng  ele- 
ment; the  face  of  the  world  seemed  to  glow 
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for  them  with  richer  tint,"  "a  more  vivid 
gravity  of  expression;"  moods  of  ennui  or 
rebeUion  appeared  more  futile  and  imworthy 
than  formerly;  it  became  natural  to  believe 
high  things  of  man;  and  a  certain  difficulty 
and  peril  attended  the  necessary  return  to 
duller  or  at  least  humbler  tempers  of  heart 
<as  it  is  difficult  to  pass  from  a  sonata  of 
Beethoven  to  the  common  household 
sounds),  until  these  too  were  touched  and 
received  a  consecration.  The  book  has 
done  something  to  prevent  our  highest 
movements  from  making  our  every*day 
experience  seem  vulgar  and  incoherent,  and 
something  to  prevent  our  every-day  ex- 
perience from  making  our  highest  momenta 
seem  spectral  and  unreal  To  discover  the 
central  motive  of  "Daniel  Deronda"  it 
should  be  studied  in  connection  with  its 
immediate  predecessor,  "Middlemarch." — 
DowDEN,  Edward,  1877-78,  Stvdie^  in 
Literaturey  p.  277. 

I  repeat  that  the  story  of  Gwendolen  and 
Grandcourt  takes  its  place  beside  the  au- 
thor's best  work:  and  that,  if  the  character- 
drawing  is  not  stronger,  it  is  at  any  rate 
subtler  and  more  scientific.  Gwendolen's 
conversation  with  Klesmer  on  her  voca- 
tion as  an  actress,  her  interview  with  Mirah 
when  she  wishes  to  ascertain  the  truth  of 
the  rumors  she  has  heard  about  Deronda, 
the  tragedy  on  board  the  boat  in  the  Gulf  of 
Genoa,  the  good-byes  and  the  confessions 
at  the  moment  of  final  separation,  are 
among  the  scenes,  hard  to  manage,  or  even 
unmanageable,  where  the  genius  of  George 
Eliot,  compact  at  once  of  tact  and  power, 
breaks  out  in  all  its  supremacy.— Scherer, 
Edmond,  1877-91,  Daniel  Deronda,  Essays 
on  English  Literature^  tr.  Saintsbury,  p.  62. 

If  I  were  asked  for  the  most  significant, 
the  most  tender,  the  most  pious  and  al- 
together the  most  uplifting  of  modem  books 
it  seems  to  me  I  should  specify  "Daniel 
Deronda."  ...  No  man  could  deny  the 
truth  of  the  picture;  the  galled  jade  was 
obliged  to  wince;  this  time  it  was  my 
withers  that  were  wrung.  Thus  the  moral 
purpose  of  "Daniel  Deronda,"  which  is 
certainly  beyond  all  comparison  less  ob- 
trusive than  that  of  any  other  book  written 
by  George  Eliot,  grew,  by  its  very  nearness, 
out  of  all  perspective.  Though  a  mere  gnat, 
it  sat  on  the  very  eyelash  of  society  and 
seemed  a  monster. — Lanier,  Sidney,  1881, 
The  English  Novel,  pp,  264,  280. 

I  have  always  thought,  for  instance,  that 


the  figure  of  Daniel  Deronda,  whose  por- 
trait, blurred  and  imcertain  as  it  is,  has 
been  drawn  with  the  most  amazing  care  and 
with  endless  touches  and  retouches,  must 
have  become  at  last  to  George  Eliot  a  kind 
of  awful  veiled  spectre,  always  in  her  brain, 
always  seeming  about  to  reveal  his  true 
features  and  h^  mind,  but  never  doing  it, 
so  that  to  the  end  she  never  clearly  per- 
ceived what  manner  of  man  he  was,  nor 
what  was  his  real  character  — Besant,  Sir 
Walter,  1884,  The  Art  of  Fiction,  p,  21. 

She  made  a  noble  picture  of  Florence. 
And,  in  "Daniel  Deronda,"  a  fine  defence 
of  the  Jews.  That,  I  think,  was  the  most 
Christian  thing  she  ever  did. — Egan,  Mau- 
rice Francis,  1889,  Lectures  on  English 
LOeratyre,  p,  12. 

The  story  of  Gwendolen  in  "Deronda," 
up  to  the  moment  of  her  marriage,  is  one  of 
the  most  masterly  of  impersonations.  When, 
however,  a  female  perfection  comes  in  the 
shape  of  Dorothea,  and  still  more  a  male 
perfection  in  the  form  of  Daniel  Deronda, 
this  admirable  genius  fails  and  sinks  into 
morasses  of  fictitious  imagination,  and 
laboured  utterance.  Her  true  inspiration 
had  nothing  to  do  with  these  artificial  and 
fantastic  embodiments  of  new  philosophy 
and  a  conventional  ideal. — Oliphant,  Mar- 
garet 0.  W.,  1892,  The  Victorian  Age  of 
English  Literature,  p.  469 

The  choice  of  "Adam  Bede"  to  repre- 
sent George  Eliot  is  again  evidence  of  the 
souncbess  of  the  popular  instinct;  but  it  is 
not  surprising  to  find  many  books  preferred 
to  "Daniel  Deronda. "—Mabie,  Hamilton 
W.,  1893,  The  Most  Popular  Novels  in 
America,  The  Forum,  vol  16,  p.  513. 

One  day  she  told  me  that  in  order  to 
write  "Daniel  Deronda,"  she  had  read 
through  two  hundred  books.  I  longed  to 
tell  her  that  she  had  better  have  learned 
Yiddish  and  talked  with  two  hundred  Jews, 
and  been  taught,  as  I  was  by  my  friend 
Solomon  the  Sadducee,  the  art  of  distin- 
guishing Fraiilein  Lowenthal  of  the  Ash- 
kenazim  from  Senorita  Aguado  of  the 
Sephardim  by  the  comers  of  their  eyesl—lXr 
LAND,  Charles  Godfrey,  1893,  Memoirs, 
p.  390. 

A  friend  told  me  something  which  I  think 
puts  the  matter  in  a  nut  shell.  He  said  he 
had  been  seated  next  to  what  he  described 
as  a  girl  of  the  period.  It  was  the  period 
when  "Daniel  Deronda"  was  the  reigning 
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book,  and  so  he  put  to  her  the  inevitable 
question,  ''Have  you  read  'Daniel  De- 
ronda?' "  And  what  do  you  think  was  the 
answer?  "No,  but  I  have  been  told  it/' 
Think;she  had  been  told  "Daniel  Derondal" 
You  who  have  read  "Daniel  Deronda" 
—that  compendium  of  a  whole  philosophy 
of  life,  combmed  with  a  story  as  intricate  as 
Shakespeare's  plots— fancy  a  young  lady 
being  told  the  whole!  It  was  as  if  some- 
one had  been  asked,  "Have  you  read 
Herbert  Spencer's  'Psychology?'  "  and  he 
should  answer,  "Well,  no;  but  I  heard  it 
across  the  dinner  table. "  "  Have  you  heard 
Mendelssohn's  'Elijah?'"  And  the  reply 
would  be,  "Yes;  that  is  to  say,  a  friend 
hummed  it  over  to  me. "— Moulton,  Rich- 
ard G.,  1894,  The  Study  of  Literature, 
Journal  of  Proceedingi  and  Addreaes  of  the 
NatUmal  Edueatianal  Asiodation,  p,  215. 

When  "Daniel  Deronda"  is  reached, 
there  is  but  little  left  of  the  author  of 
"Adam  Bede."— Graham,  Richard  D., 
1897,  The  Moiters  of  Victorian  Literature, 
p.  57. 

"Daniel  Deronda"  is  the  most  weari- 
some, the  least  artistic,  and  the  most  un- 
natural of  all  George  Eliot's  books.  Of 
course  it  has  the  masterly  touch,  and,  for 
all  its  comparative  inferiority,  has  also  its 
supreme  excellence.  But  in  plot,  treat- 
ment and  character  it  is  far  below  its  pred- 
ecessors.—Linton,  Mrs.  Lynn,  1897,Tf  (wn- 
en  Novelists  of  Queen  Victorians  Reign,  p. 
106. 

"Daniel  Deronda"  was  then  a  work  of 
great  audacity.  For  it  was  deliberately 
plann^  to  present  a  new  heroic  type.  De- 
ronda is  no  reminiscence  nor  survival:  he 
is  a  hero  who  would  never  have  existed  till 
our  own  day.— Scudder,  Vida  D.,  1898, 
Social  Ideals  in  English  Letters,  p.  190. 

The  chief  sign  of  decline  in  George  Eliot's 
last  novel,  "Daniel  Deronda,"  is  the  at- 
tempt to  replace  these  vigorous  living  be- 
ings with  badly  imagined  puppets  like  the 
Meyricks.  She  had  used  up  the  material  of 
her  youth,  and  found  nothing  in  her  bril- 
liant life  of  culture  and  travel  to  take  its 
place.— Moody,  William  Vaughn,  and 
LovETT,  Robert  Morss,  1902,  A  History 
of  English  Literature,  p.  377. 

I  must  repeat  that  George  Eliot  was  in- 
tensely feminine,  though  more  philosophi- 
cal than  most  women.  She  shows  it  to  the 
best  piurpose  in  the  subtlety  and  the  charm 


of  her  portraits  of  women,  unrivalled  in 
some  ways  by  any  writer  of  either  sex;  and 
shows  it  also,  as  I  think,  in  a  true  percep- 
tion of  the  more  feminine  aspects  of  her 
male  characters.  Still,  she  sometimes  illus- 
trates the  weakness  of  the  feminine  view. 
Daniel  Deronda  is  not  merely  a  feminine 
but,  one  is  inclined  to  say,  a  school-girl's 
hero.  He  is  so  sensitive  and  scrupulously 
delicate  that  he  will  not  soil  his  hands  by 
joinmg  in  the  rough  play  of  ordinary  politi- 
cal and  social  reformers.  He  will  not  com- 
promise, and  yet  he  shares  the  dislikes  of 
his  creator  for  fanatics  and  the  devotees  of 
"fads."— Stephen,  Leslie,  1902,  George 
Eliot  (English  Men  of  Letters),  p.  190. 

IMPRESSIONS  OF  THE0PHRA8TU8 
SUCH 
1879 
Her  thoughts  are  too  intense  to  bear 
crowding.  We  have  been  accustomed  of  old 
to  her  subtle  psychological  analysis;  but 
we  have  never  before  had  it  given  to  us  in 
the  undiluted  form.  Narrative  and  dia- 
logue have  elsewhere  allowed  the  characters 
to  develop  themselves  graduallv  and  dra- 
matically under  our  eyes.  In  her  present 
work,  however,  George  Eliot  allows  herself 
to  speak  under  a  thin  dbguise  in  her  own 
person;  and  the  result  is  a  series  of  char- 
acter sketches,  admirable  in  truthfulness, 
insight,  and  power,  but  almost  painful  in 
their  elaborateness  and  weight  of  matter. 
Theophrastus  Such,  the  eponymus  of  the 
volume,  had  probably  for  his  raisond*  etre 
the  desire  of  the  author  to  avoid  that  pos- 
sible imputation  of  self-consciousness  which 
might  have  been  raised  by  the  critical 
reader,  had  the  essays  been  published  with- 
out the  intervention  of  such  a  suppositious 
godfather.  A  bachelor  of  unprepossessing 
and  awkward  exterior,  Theophrastus  has 
not  turned  out  a  success  in  social  life,  and 
he  ^ves  us  his  impressions  of  others  and  of 
himself  with  a  genuine  frankness  which  is 
partially  attributed  to  his  expectation  that 
nobody  will  read  his  fugitive  sketches.  In 
his  first  essay,  "Looking  Inward,"  he  deals 
with  that  most  difficult  of  problems,  hb 
own  individuality  as  it  seems  to  others. — 
Allen,  Grant,  1879,  Some  New  Books, 
Fortnightly  Review,  vol  32,  p.  144. 

A  great  authoress  of  our  time  was  urged 
by  a  friend  to  fill  up  a  gap  in  our  literature 
by  composing  a  volume  of  Thoughts:  the 
result  was  that  least  felicitous  of  perform- 
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ances,  "Theophrastus  Such."— Morley, 
John,  1887,  Aphorisms,  Studies  in  LUer- 
aiure,  p.  71. 

It  contains  studies  of  character,  such  as 
might  form  the  rough  drafts  for  future 
novels,  embodying  moral  lessons  which  she 
desired  to  convey.  The  style  is  weighty 
and  periodic,  influenced  by  the  English  of 
the  seventeenth  century  which  she  loved 
so  well.  The  compact  statement  of  argu- 
ments, the  subtlety  of  analysis  and  insight 
are  as  apparent  as  in  any  of  her  worl^.  The 
humour  is  sometimes  admirable,  at  others 
heavy  and  laboured;  there  is  little  dramatic 
interest.  "Theophrastus"  does  not  exist 
as  a  personality,  and  the  veil  which  divides 
him  from  the  writer  herself  is  of  varying 
degrees  of  density.  Still  the  book  fur- 
nishes many  ''wise,  witty,  and  tender 
sayings,"  and  from  its  inherent  truthfulness 
and  absence  of  affectation  is  a  most  valu- 
able source  of  information  for  the  feelings 
and  opinions  which  lay  deepest  at  her 
heart.— Browning,  Oscar,  1890,  Life  of 
George  Eliot  (Great  Writers),  p.  133. 

The  summer  of  1878  was  partly  occupied 
by  George  Eliot  in  writing  "Theophrastus 
Such"— perhaps  the  only  one  of  her  books 
which  was  not  a  success.  I  have  a  guilty 
conscience  as  to  this  book,  as  I  may  have 
contributed  to  induce  her  to  write  it.  I 
pointed  out  to  her  that  our  English  liter- 
ature, so  rich  and  splendid  in  almost  every 
field  of  poetry  and  prose,  was  deficient  in 
those  collections  of  Thoughts  which  the 
French  call  PeTu^es— pregnant  apothegms 
embedded  in  terse  and  memorable  phrase 
which  would  be  remembered  like  fine  lines 
of  poetry,  and  be  cited  as  readily  as  a  fa- 
miliar proverb.  It  seemed  to  me— it 
seems  to  me  still— that  she  was  eminently 
fitted  to  produce  such  a  book,  and  indeed 
the  "Wit  and  Wisdom  of  George  Eliot" 
was  a  volume  culled  from  her  writings. 
But  "Theophrastus  Such"— where  the 
queer  title  came  from  I  know  not— was  not 
an  adequate  expression  of  her  powers. 
She  was  in  very  poor  health  all  the  time, 
and  George  Lewes  was  then  stricken  with 
his  last  illness.  His  death  delayed  publica- 
tion, and  when  she  read  "Theophrastus"  in 
revise,  she  had  serious  thoughts  of  suppres- 
sing it.  .  .  .  Would  she  had  done  so!  Her 
life  was  ebbing  away  when  it  was  actually 
published.— Harrison,  Frederic,  1901, 
Reminiscences  of  George  Eliot,  Harpefs 
Magazine,  vol.  103,  p.  582. 


POEMS 

The  writing  has  the  diffuseness  of  liter- 
ature, rather  than  the  condensation  of 
poetry;  and,  admirable  as  some  of  it  is^  we 
wish  it  away:  at  the  lowest,  we  say  to  our- 
selves»  if  a  poet  had  had  to  utter  this,  our 
pleasure  would  have  been  perfect;  but,  as 
it  is,  what  is  before  us  is  almost  too  good, 
and  yet  it  is  not  good  enough;  it  does  not 
compel  us  to  think,  le  poeU  a  lie  frisson, 
either  while  we  read  or  afterward.  There 
is  too  much  aggregation  and  accumulation 
about  it;  we  are  set  thinking,  and  set  feel- 
ing;  we  are  agitated ;  but  we  are  not  thrilled 
by  any  single  sudden  notes.  .  .  .  Leaving 
the  workmanship  and  the  intellectual  con- 
ception, or  interwoven  moral  criticism,  of 
the  poem  ("Spanish  Gypsy")  and  coming  to 
the  story,  I  am  sure  of  only  echoing  what 
all  the  world  will  say  when  I  call  this  in  the 
highest  degree  poetic;  and  poetically  dra- 
matic, too.— Rands,  W.  B.  (Matthew 
Browne),  1868,  George  Eliot  as  a  Poet, 
Contemporary  Review,  vol.  8,  pp.  391,  392. 

We  imagine  George  Eliot  is  quite  philoso- 
pher enough,  having  produced  her  poems 
mainly  as  a  kind  of  experimental  entertain- 
ment for  her  own  mind,  to  let  them  com- 
mend themselves  to  the  public  on  any 
grounds  whatever  which  will  help  to  illus- 
trate the  workings  of  versatile  intelligence, 
—as  interesting  failures,  if  nothing  better. 
She  must  feel  they  are  interesting;  an  ex- 
aggerated modesty  cannot  deny  that.  .  .  . 
In  whatever  George  Eliot  writes,  you  have 
the  comfortable  certainty,  infrequent  in 
other  quarters,  of  finding  an  idea,  and  you 
get  the  substance  of  her  thought  in  the 
short  poems,  without  the  somewhat  rigid 
envelope  of  her  poetic  diction.  If  we  may 
say,  broadly,  that  the  supreme  merit  of  a 
poem  is  in  having  warmth,  and  that  it  is 
less  valuable  in  proportion  as  it  cools  by  too 
long  waiting  upon  either  fastidious  skill  or 
inefficient  skill,  the  little  group  of  verses 
entitled  "Brother  audi  Sister"  deserve  our 
preference.— James,  Henry,  1874,  George 
Eliofs  Legend  of  Jubal,  North  American 
Review,  vol.  119,  p.  485. 

George  Eliot's  metrical  work  has  special 
interest,  coming  from  a  woman  aclmowl- 
edged  to  be,  in  her  realistic  yet  ima^native 
prose,  at  the  head  of  living  female  writers. 
She  has  brought  all  her  energies  to  bear, 
first  upon  the  construction  of  a  drama, 
which  was  only  a  sueees  d^estime,  and  re- 
cently upon  a  new  volume  contidning  "The 
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Legend  of  Jubal"  and  other  poems.  The 
result  shows  plainly  that  Mrs.  Lewes, 
though  po^essed  of  great  intellect  and 
sensibility,  is  not,  in  respect  to  metrical  ex- 
pression, a  poet.  Nor  has  she  a  full  con- 
ception of  the  simple  strength  and  melody 
of  English  verse,  her  polysyllabic  language, 
noticeable  in  the  moralimg  passages  of 
"Middlemarch,"  being  very  ineffective  in 
her  poems.  That  wealth  of  thought  which 
atones  for  all  her  deficiencies  in  prose  does 
not  seem  to  be  at  her  command  in  poetry. 
"The  Spanish  Gypsy"  reads  like  a  second- 
rate  production  of  the  Byronic  school  ''The 
L^nd  of  Jubal "  and  "  How  Lisa  Loved  the 
King"  suffer  by  comparison  with  the  nar- 
rative poems,  in  rhymed  pentameter,  of 
Morris,  Longfellow,  or  Stoddard.  A  little 
poem  in  blank-verse*  entitled  "0  may  I 
join  the  choir  invisible!"  and  setting  forth 
her  conception  of  the  "religion  of  human- 
ity," is  worth  all  the  rest  of  her  poetry,  for 
it  is  the  outburst  of  an  exalted  soul  forego- 
ing personal  immortality  and  compensated 
by  a  vision  of  the  growth  and  happiness  of 
the  human  race.— Stedman,  Edmund  Clar- 
'  ENCE,  1875-87,  Victorian  PoeU,  p.  254. 

The ''  Legend  of  Jubal "  tells,  in  sustained 
language,  the  story  of  the  lyre  and  its  in- 
ventor, and  the  fate  he  met  at  the  hands  of 
those  who  loved  his  music.  But  the  same 
volume  contains  four  dramatic  scenes— 
entitled  "Armgart" — presenting  phases  in 
the  life  of  a  passionate  proud  singer  who 
loses  her  exquisite  voice,  and  these  scenes 
are  fuller  of  real  poetry,  albeit,  as  tragic 
sketches,  they  are  not  compact  enough  in 
the  grouping  of  the  fibres.  The  artistic  ex- 
ultation of  the  singer  in  the  earlier  scenes  is 
conveyed  to  us  in  a  wondrously  full  manner. 
Here,  and  in  a  subsequent  poem,  "Stradi- 
varius,"  the  deep  musician-nature  of  the 
poetess  reveals  itself  almost  uncontrollably. 
In  "Stradivarius"  we  have  a  sombre-toned 
picture  of  the  steady  conscientious  violin- 
maker  pursuing  his  loved  occupation  with 
as  great  a  sense  of  responsibility  as  if  he 
had  been  ordained  to  the  work  by  the  direct 
command  of  heaven.  The  character  is 
drawn  in  simple  strong  lines.  But  the  verses 
that  most  genuinely  reveal  such  distinctly 
poetic  faculty  as  George  Eliot  possessed  are 
those  entitled  "  Brother  and  Sister. "  This 
short  series  of  sonnets  on  chUd-life  is  auto- 
biographical, and,  even  more  emphatically 
than  the  description  of  Maggie  Tulliver's 
girlhood,  shows  how  keenly  the  novelist  had 


lived  as  a  child,  and  how  lasting  her  im- 
pressions of  her  early  exbtence  were.  Prob- 
ably George  Eliot  never  excelled,  in  prose, 
the  extraordinary  studies  of  child-life  (boy- 
life  as  weU  as  girl-Ufe)  in  "The  Mill  on  the 
Floss."— Robertson,  Eric  S.,  1883,  Eng- 
lishPoeU$ie$,p.332. 

In  her  poetiy  George  Eliot  is  much  more 
a  doctrinaire-  than  in  her  novels,  all  her 
poems,  except  a  few  of  the  shorter  ones,  are 
devoted  to  the  inculcation  of  some  moral  or 
philosophic  teaching.  The  very  effort  she 
was  obliged  to  make  to  give  herself  utter- 
ance in  poetry  predisposed  her  to  intel- 
lectual subjects  and  those  of  a  controversial 
nature.  For  this  reason  her  verse  has  a 
special  interest  for  those  who  are  attracted 
to  her  teachings.  Her  pen  was  freer,  more 
creative,  in  her  great  novels  than  in  her 
poems.  In  fact,  her  novels,  especially 
"Adam  Bede"  and  "The  Mill  on  the  Floss/' 
are  much  more  poetical  than  much  she  did 
in  verse.— Ck)OKE,  George  Willis,  1883, 
Georf^  Eliot:  A  Critied  Study  of  Her  Lije, 
Writings  and  Philosophy ,  p.  162. 

George  Eliot,  with  brain  surcharged  with 
richest  thought  and  choicest,  carefulest 
culture;  with  heart  to  hold  all  humanity,  if 
that  could  save;  with  tongue  of  men  and 
angels  to  tell  the  knowledge  of  her  intellect, 
the  charity  of  her  heart— yet,  having  not 
faith,  becomes,  for  all  of  satisfaction  that 
she  gives  the  soul,  but  sounding  brass  and 
tinkling  cymbal!  She  will  not  bid  me  hope 
when  she  herself  has  no  assurance  of  tne 
thing  hoped  for.  She  must  not  speak  of 
faith  in  the  unknown.  She  cannot  be  cruel, 
but  she  can  be  dumb;  and  so  her  long  pro- 
cession of  glorious  thoughts,  and  sweet  hu- 
manities, and  noblest  ethics,  and  stem  re- 
nunciations, and  gracious  common  lots, 
and  lofty  ideal  lives,  with  their  scalding 
tears,  and  bursting  laughter,  and  flaming 
passion — all  that  enters  into  mortal  life  and 
time's  story— makes  its  matchless  march 
before  our  ciaptured  vision  up  to— the  stone- 
wall. .  .  .  Her  teaching  takes  its  shape 
from  the  attitude  of  her  own  soul.  To 
epitomize,  then.  George  Eliot's  pages  are 
a  labyrinth  of  wonder  and  beauty;  crowded 
with  ethics  lofty  and  pure  as  Plato's;  with 
human  natures  fine  and  fresh  as  Shake- 
speare's; but  a  labyrinth  in  which  you  lose 
the  guiding  cord!  With  the  attitude  and 
utterance  of  her  spirit  confronting  me,  I 
cannot  allow  her  verse  to  be  poetry.  She 
is  the  raconteur,  not  the  votes;  the  scientist 
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not  the  seer.— Cleveland,  Rose  Eliza- 
beth, 1885,  Geor^  Eliofs  Poetry  and  Other 
Studies,  pp.  18, 22. 

"The  Spanish  Gypsy"  is  the  work  upon 
which  the  deniers  of  George  Eliot's  poetic 
faculty,  mainly  base  their  judgment.  In 
speaking  of  it  their  voice  is  loud  and 
confident.  "The  Legend  of  Jubal"  and 
"Brother  and  Sister"  bring  it  down  to  a 
lower  tone;  and  as  they  approach  that  lyric 
of  solenm  rapture,  "Oh  may  I  join  the 
choir  invisible!"  it  dies  into  a  whisper. 
"The  Spanish  Gypsy"  is  therefore  the 
structure  brave  upon  which  those  who 
greatly  dare,  because  they  greatly  adnure, 
will,  with  courageous  eagerness  plant  their 
standard  as  a  signal  that  there  as  elsewhere 
they  are  ready  to  stand  an  assault.  Nor 
will  they  fear  to  admit  that  there  are  pas- 
sages in  "The  Spanish  Gypsy"  which  lack 
the  metrical  inevitableness  just  referred  to, 
—passages  which  might  have  taken  the 
form  of  prose  without  any  loss  of  essential 
weight  or  beauty;  but  then  they  are  to  be 
found  not  less  in  the  "Iliad,"  the  "In- 
ferno, "  the  "  Paradise  Lost. "  To  the  whole 
world,  however,  these  worls  are  indubitable 
poetry;  and  those  who  regard  "The  Span- 
ish Gypsy"  also  as  poetry,  and  poetry  of  a 
very  noble  order,  base  their  regard  on  the 
fact  that  the  final  impression  left  by  it  as  by 
them  is  of  an  imaginative  conception  which 
could  only  be  nude  fully  manifest  in  an 
embodiment  of  verse. — Miles,  Alfred  H., 
1892,  The  PoeU  and  the  Poetry  of  the  Century, 
Joanna  BaiUie  to  MaihUde  Blind,  p.  298. 

Wiib  all  her  consummate  literary  gifts 
and  tastes,  George  Eliot  never  managed  to 
write  a  poem,  and  never  could  be  brought 
to  see  that  the  verses  she  wrote  were  not 
poems.  It  was  an  exaggeration  of  the  de- 
fect that  mars  her  prose;  and  her  verses 
throw  great  light  on  her  prose.  They  are 
overlaboured;  the  conception  overpowers 
the  form;  they  are  too  intensely  anxious  to 
be  recognized  as  poems.  We  see  not  so 
much  poetic  passion,  as  a  passionate  yearn- 
ing after  poetic  passion.  We  have,— not 
the  inevitable,  incalculable,  inimitable, 
phrase  of  real  poetry, — but  the  slowly  dis- 
tilled, calculated,  and  imitated  effort  to 
reach  the  spontaneous. — Harrison,  Fred- 
eric, 1895,  Studies  in  Early  Victorian  Liter" 
ature,  p.  219. 

Her  genius  was  sensuous  enough,  and 
passionate  enough,  in  all  conscience;  but 
the  first  note  (rf  poetry,  simplicity,  was 


signally  lacking.  The  thought  of  her  poems 
is  profound,  involved  and  highly  analytical; 
in  a  word,  as  much  as  possible  the  reverse 
of  simple;  and  the  verbal  medium  and  ap- 
paratus is  rugged  with  the  ruggedness  of  a 
violent  attempt  to  press  into  poetic  form 
that  of  which  poetry  itself  is  intolerant.  — 
Russell,  George  W.  E.,  1896,  George 
Eliot  Revisited,  The  Contemporary  Review, 
vol.  69,  p,  364. 

She  merely  put  some  of  the  thoughtful 
commonplaces  of  her  time  and  school  into 
wooden  verse,  occasionally  grandiose  but 
never  grand,  and  her  purple  passages  have 
the  purple  of  plush  not  velvet.— Saints- 
bury,  George,  1896,  A  History  of  Nine- 
teenth  Century  lAterature,  p.  322. 

THE  SPANISH  GYPSY 
1868 

I  read  the  ''Spanish  Gypsy"  about  a 
month  ago,  and  enjoyed  it  very  much.  Per- 
haps, in  point  of  form,  it  is  an  imperfection 
that  it  is  neither  drama  nor  epic,  but  it  has 
the  advantage  of  greater  variety  in  being 
both.— Thirlwall,  Connop,  1868,  Letters 
to  a  Friend,  ed.  Stanley,  July  21  p.  158. 

"The  Spanish  Gypsy,"  like  "Romola," 
is  a  mistake,  and  a  mistake  in  several  re- 
spects. The  story  violates  the  laws  of  im- 
aginative probability;  the  dialogue  is 
strained  and  declamatory;  the  dramatic 
action,  in  spite  of  the  sustahied  intellectual 
force,  is  feeble  and  flags;  the  characters  are 
destitute  of  life.  Yet  on  each  of  these  de- 
tails an  immense  amount  of  hard  and  con- 
scientious labour  has  been  expended,  and 
the  cleverness  of  the  counterfdt  is  in  places 
so  remarkable,  that  it  need  not  surprise  us 
that  even  sharp-sighted  critics  should  have 
been  deceived,  it  is  indeed  better  poetry 
than  almost  any  one  except  a  poet  could 
write.  .  .  .  BrilUant  with  epigram  though 
it  be,  is  uneasy,  artificial  and  declamatory. 
It  manifests  a  ceaseless  striving  after 
effects.  There  is  hardly  a  page  unvexed  by 
some  verbal  paradox.— Sexlton,  John, 
1868,  Poetry  and  George  Eliot,  Fraser's 
Magazine,  vol  78,  pp.  471,  474. 

On  the  whole,  Zarca,  the  gypsy  chief,  is 
perhaps  the  most  vividly  drawn  of  George 
Eliot's  purely  ideal  characters.  .  .  .  There 
is  an  unmistakable  grandeur  and  power  of 
invention  in  the  heroic  figure  of  Zarca,  al- 
though, in  spite  of  this  power,  we  miss  the 
convincing  stamp  of  reality  in  him  and  not 
only  in  hun,  but  more  or  leas  in  all  the 
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characters  of  "The  Spanish  Gypsy."  .  .  . 
For,  although  she  here  choee  one  of  the  most 
romantic  of  periods  and  localities,  the  Spain 
of  Ferdinand  and  Isabella,  with  the  mingled 
horror  and  magnificence  of  its  national  tra- 
ditions, she  does  not  really  succeed  in 
resuscitating  the  spirit  which  animated 
those  devout,  cruel,  fanatical,  but  ultra- 
picturesque  times.  The  Castilian  noble,  the 
Jewish  astrologer,  Zarca,  and  the  Spanish 
Inquisitor,  even  the  bright,  gloriously  con- 
ceived Fedalma  herself,  think  and  speak  too 
much  like  sublimated  modem  positivists. 
—  Blind,  Mathilde,  1883,  George  Eliot 
(Famous  Women),  p.  220. 

The  fatal  objection  to  "The  Spanish 
Gypsy,"  and  to  all  George  Eliot's  poems,  is 
that,  save  for  a  few  lines  here  and  there, 
they  might  as  well,  or  better,  have  been 
written  in  prose.— Paul,  Herbert,  1902, 
GeoTQe  Eliot,  The  Nineteenth  Century,  vol,  51 

p.  938. 

THE  LEGEND  OF  JUBAL 
1870 
In  the  evening  read  "The  Legend  of  Ju- 
bal,"  by  Mrs.  Lewes,— a  poem  of  a  good 
deal  of  power,  but  in  parts  rather  con- 
fused, as  the  "new  style"  poetry  often  b  to 
me.— Longfellow,  Henry  Wadsworth, 
1870,  Journal,  April  5;  Life,  ed,  Longfellow, 
vol  m,  p.  148. 

In  the  "Legend  of  Jubal"  (1870)  the 
authoress  found  a  subject  which  called  all 
her  most  characteristic  qualities  into  ex- 
ercise— wisdom,  large-heartedness,  gentle 
irony,  heartfelt  compassion.  The  poetical 
form  is  also  most  happily  chosen;  the  grand 
heroic  couplet,  laden  but  not  overladen  with 
noble  thought,  sweeps  on  with  accumulat- 
ing power  to  the  most  affecting  of  catastro- 
phes.—Garnetf,  Richard,  1887,  The  Reign 
of  Queen  Victoria,  ed.  Ward,  vol.  n,  p.  488. 

GENERAL 

It  is  one  of  the  greatest  merits  of  the 
greatest  living  writer  of  fiction, — of  the 
authoress  of  "Adam  Bede,"—  that  she 
never  brings  you  to  anything  without  pre- 
paring you  for  it;  she  has  no  loose  lumps  of 
beauty,  she  puts  in  nothing  at  random: 
after  her  greatest  scenes,  too,  a  natural 
sequence  of  subordinate  realities  again 
tones  down  the  mind  to  this  sublunary 
world.  Her  logical  style— the  most  logical, 
probably,  which  a  woman  ever  wrote — aids 
in  this  matter  her  natural  sense  of  due  pro- 
portion; there  is  not  a  space  of  incoherency, 


not  a  gap.  It  b  not  natural  to  begin  with 
the  point  of  a  story,  and  she  does  not  begin 
with  it;  when  some  great  marvel  has  b^'n 
told,  we  all  wish  to  know  what  came  of  it, 
and  she  tells  us.  Her  natural  way— as  it 
seems  to  those  who  do  not  know  its  rarity^ 
of  telling  what  happened,  produces  the  con- 
summate effect  of  gradual  enchantment 
and  as  gradual  disenchantment.— Bage- 
HOT,  Walter,  1864,  Sterne  and  Thackeray, 
Works,  ed.  Morgan,  vol  n,  p.  167. 

From  the  time  when  the  interesting 
"Scenes  of  a  Clerical  Life"  were  published, 
down  to  the  issue  of  "Felix  Holt,''  George 
Eliot  has  the  great  merit  of  being  true  to 
herself.  .  .  .  The  corruption  which  a  life  of 
fiction-writing,  like  a  life  of  politics,  is  apt 
to  produce,  has  not  been  able  to  dull  her 
moral  sense,  nor  to  rust  the  keenness  of  her 
sympathy  for  the  sorrows  and  joys  of  men 
and  women.  Even  the  wearing  effects  of 
time  she  shows  but  little.  She  has  neither 
become  a  cynic,  nor  a  humorist,  nor  coarse,, 
but  still  keeps  in  the  path  of  realistic  art,, 
studying  the  roadside  nature,  and  satisfied 
with  it.  She  continues  to  receive  the  great 
reward  which  every  true  realist  longs  for, 
that  she  is  true  to  nature  without  degenerat- 
ing to  the  commonplace,  and  the  old  blame,, 
that  they  have  not  enough  of  the  ideal, 
which  they  covet  too.— Sedgwick,  Arthur. 
G.,  1866,  Felix  Holt  the  Radical,  North 
American  Review,  vol,  103,  p,  557. 

Considering  George  Eliot  as  a  writer  gen- 
erally without  having  regard  to  her  special 
vocation  as  a  writer  of  novels,  criticism 
cheerfully  recognises  many  rare  excellen- 
ces. First  among  these  of  common  con- 
sent, must  be  placed  her  style.  It  would 
be  flattery  to  place  her  on  a  level  with 
Thackeray.  But  now  that  we  have  lost 
Thackeray,  she  is  in.  this  point  above  all 
others.  Trollope,  indeed,  has  a  merit  of  his 
own;  but  his  easy  naturalness  is  altogether 
on  a  lower  level.  George  Eliot's  style  is  rich 
in  beauty  and  power.  It  is  a  splendid 
vehicle.  We  can  often  mark  its  effect  in 
raising  the  thought  to  a  dignity  greater 
than  its  own.  Her  wealth  of  allusion  is  con- 
siderable, and  it  is  indicated  with  becoming 
reserve,  not  ostentetiously  obtruded,  as  is 
the  fashion  with  most  of  our  present  novel- 
ists; to  borrow  a  graceful  simile  from  Mr. 
Hannay,  it  is  like  "violets  hidden  in  the 
green  of  her  prose. "  Above  all  her  style  is 
not  the  result  of  art  only:  it  has  that  in- 
describable stomp  which  marks  it  as  the 
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result  of  feeling  and  thought.  The  thought 
may  not  be  always  deep,  the  feeling  may 
not  be  always  right,  but  both  are  imif ormly 
original  and  sincere. — Lancaster,  Henry 
H.,  1866-76,  George  Elioez  Works,  Essays 
and  Reviews,  p,  354. 

If  he  were  not  so  fantastic,  if  he  were  less 
gross  and  cruel,  if  he  could  believe  in  any- 
thing, if  life  were  not  a  hideous  strife  of  in- 
terests in  which  the  stronger  tramples  on 
the  weak,  if  he  did  not  love  evil  for  its  own 
sake,  Balzac  would  certainly  be  one  of  the 
two  greatest  novelists  of  the  world.  Miss 
Evans  the  other.  As  it  is,  he  must  always 
be  admired  with  reservations,  and  re- 
garded as  a  ruthless  pathologist.  The 
higher  place  of  a  true  physiologist  (such  as  I 
thmk  Miss  Evans  is)  cannot  be  claimed  for 
him.— Symonds,  John  Addington,  1868, 
To  his  Sister  Charlotte,  Jan.  1;  Life,  ed. 
Brown,  vol,  n,  p.  20. 

The  novels  of  George  Eliot  are  not  didac- 
tic treatises.  They  are  primarily  works  of 
art,  and  George  Eliot  herself  is  artist  as 
much  as  she  is  teacher.  Many  good  things 
in  particular  passages  of  her  writings  are 
detachable;  admirable  sayings  can  be 
cleared  from  their  surroundings,  and  pre- 
sented by  themselves,  knocked  out  clean  as 
we  knock  out  fossils  from  a  piece  of  lime- 
stone. But  if  we  separate  the  moral  soul 
of  any  complete  work  of  hers  from  its  artis- 
tic medium,  if  we  murder  to  dissect,  we  lose 
far  more  than  we  gain.  .  .  .  Complete  in 
all  its  parts,  and  strong  in  all,  the  nature  of 
George  Eliot  is  yet  not  one  of  those  rare 
natures  which  without  effort  are  harmo- 
nious. There  is  no  impression  made  more 
decisively  upon  the  reader  of  her  books 
than  this.  No  books  bear  upon  their  faces 
more  unmistakably  the  pain  of  moral  con- 
flict, and  the  pain  of  moral  victory,  only  less 
bitter  than  that  of  defeat.  Great  forces 
warring  with  one  another;  a  sorrowful,  a 
pathetic  victory— that  is  what  we  discern. 
— Dowden,  Edward,  1872-78,  Stvdies  in 
Ldterature,  pp.  241, 258. 

Her  writing  does  not  soothe,  because  she 
keeps  so  constantly  before  us  the  stem  effort 
she  is  making,  not  to  swerve  from  strict  an- 
alysis. The  authoress  presides  too  watch- 
fully over  the  progress  of  our  acquaintance 
with  the  imaginary  beings  to  whom  she  has 
introduced  us;  and  we  should  be  more  at 
ease,  if  she  would  omit  some  of  the  more 
wordy  of  her  examinations  into  their  men- 
tal status  at  each  new  turn  of  the  story. — 


Lathrop,  George  Parsons,  1874,  Growth 
of  the  Novel,  Atlantic  Monthly,  vol.  33,  p. 
688. 

Georgk  Eliot  is  more  than  a  brilliant 
novelist.  She  is  a  great  writer.  She  is  more 
than  simply  a  great  writer.  She  is  a  prime 
elemental  literary  power.  In  literature 
such,  she  is  scarcely  less  in  ethics.  She  is  a 
great  ethical  teacher— it  may  be  not  an  or- 
iginal, but  at  least  a  highly  charged  de- 
rivative, moral  living  force.  Perhaps  even 
thus  much  is  still  too  little  to  have  said.  For 
George  Eliot  seems  already  securely  to  be- 
long to  the  very  smi^il  number  of  those 
choice  literary  names  which  we  jealously 
account  our  greatest.  .  .  .  She  loves  to  be 
sententious.  She  is  fonder  of  reflection  than 
she  is  of  narration.  Her  plot  is  for  the  sake 
of  her  dialogue,  her  dialogue  is  for  the  sake 
of  her  character,  and  her  character  is  for  the 
sake  of  the  wit  and  the  wisdom  that  her 
many-sided  genius  is  consciously  capable 
and  therefore  desirous  of  lavishing  on  the 
world.  .  .  .  Psychological  analysis  is  her 
strength  and  her  joy.  She  creates  char- 
acter, she  devises  incident  and  situation, 
chiefly  that  she  may  have  her  occasion  of 
indulging  that  almost  superhuman  faculty 
which  is  hers,  of  laying  bare  to  its  ultimate 
microscopic  secret,  the  anatomy  of  the  liv- 
ing human  consciousness  in  play.  .  .  .  The 
knowledge  of  the  human  heart  that  George 
Eliot  displays,  is  not  an  acquired  knowl- 
edge. It  was  bom  with  her  and  in  her.  It 
is  genius.  It  is  a  gift  which  is  Shakespear- 
ian in  quality— one  might,  perhaps,  as  well 
be  frankly  true  to  himself  and  out  with  his 
thought— it  is  finer  than  Shakespeare.  In 
quantity  it  is  less,  but  in  quality  it  is  more. 
—Wilkinson,  William  Cleaver,  1874,  A 
Free  Lance  in  the  Field  of  Life  and  Letters, 
pp.  1, 10, 12, 18. 

What  novelist  has  more  conclusively 
made  good  her  claim  to  rank  almost  with 
the  highest,  than  George  Eliot?— Smith, 
George  Barnett,  1875,  Elizabeth  Barrett 
Browning,  Poets  and  Novelists,  p.  107. 

Among  the  highest  characteristics  of 
"George  Eliot"  as  a  writer  of  fiction  is  her 
remarkable  power  in  the  delineation,  not  so 
much  of  character  already  formed,  as  of  its 
development.  Almost  unconsciously  the 
reader  follows  every  process  in  the  growth 
of  those  strong  individual  tyjtes  with  which 
her  novels  are  filled,  and  sees  the  logical  in- 
fluence of  every  circumstance  and  event 
brought  to  bear  upon  their  lives.    In  all  of 
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her  works  the  physical  and  material  diffi- 
culties to  which  her  actors  are  subjected, 
and  all  those  things  which  ordinarily  con- 
stitute the  "plot"  of  a  romance,  are,  with- 
out losing  their  interest  in  any  way,  made 
completely  subordinate  to  this  leading  de- 
sign of  picturing  the  development  of  the 
individu^  character  under  different  con- 
ditions. Thus  her  novels  form  some  of  the 
best  examples  in  the  English  language  of 
the  true  carrying  out  of  the  highest  pur- 
pose of  fiction.— BURLINOAME,  Edward  L., 
1875,  American  Cydopcsdiaj  vol.  x,  p.  382. 

But  two  women  before  her— Madame  de 
Stael  and  Qeoi^e  Sand— have  so  devoted 
themselves  to  lifelong  study,  in  all  attain- 
able departments  of  Imowledge,  for  the  sake 
of  high  success  in  literature.  She  is  more 
feminine  than  the  former,  more  masculine 
than  the  latter,  resembles  both  in  her  in- 
terest in  physical,  ethical,  and  social  science, 
yet,  in  her  style  as  a  writer,  hardly  reaches 
either  the  sculptured  symmetry  of  the  one 
or  the  warmth,  color,  and  fluent  grace  of 
the  other.— Taylor,  Batard,  1876,  Eisayi 
and  Notes,  p.  340. 

To  exalt  the  social  and  abase  the  selfish 
principle,  to  show  the  futility  of  merely  per- 
sonal claims,  cares  and  cravings,  to  purify 
the  passions  by  exhibiting  their  fatal  or 
miserable  issues  when  they  are  centered  in 
the  individual  alone— such  are  the  moral 
purposes  which  we  feel  at  work  beneath  all 
her  artistic  purposes.  .  .  .  The  flow  of 
George  Eliot's  writing,  we  have  felt,  is  apt 
to  be  impeded  with  excess  of  thought;  while 
of  writing  which  does  flow,  and  in  flowing 
carry  the  reader  delightfully  along,  George 
Sand  is  an  incomparable  mistress.  But  this 
is  only  the  sign  of  deeper  differences.  George 
Sand  excels  in  the  poetical  part  of  her  art;. 
George  Eliot  excels  in  the  philosophical. 
Each  is  equally  mistress  of  human  nature 
and  its  secrets,  but  the  one  more  by  instinct, 
the  other  more  by  reflection.  In  everything 
which  is  properly  matter  of  the  intellect, 
the  English  writer  is  the  superior  of  the 
French  by  far.  —  C!olvin,  Sidney,  1876, 
Daniel  Deronda,  FortnighUy  Review,  vol  26, 
pp.  602,  614. 

In  largeness  of  Christian  charity,  in 
breadth  of  human  sympathy,  in  tenderness 
toward  all  human  frailty  that  is  not  vitally 
base  and  self-seeking,  in  subtle  power  of 
finding  ''a  soid  of  goodness"  in  things  ap- 
parentiy  evil,  she  has  not  many  equab. 


certainly  no  superior,  in  the  writers  of  the 
day.  .  .  .  Self-sacrifice  is  the  divine  law  of 
life  and  its  only  fulfilment;  self-sacrifice  not 
in  some  ideal  sphere  sought  out  for  our- 
selves in  the  vain  spirit  of  self-pleasing,  but 
wherever  God  has  phiced  us,  amidst  homely, 
petty  anxieties,  loves  and  sorrows;  the  aim- 
ing at  the  highest  attainable  good  in  our 
own  place,  irrespective  of  all  results  of  joy 
or  sorrow,  of  apparent  success  or  failure- 
such  is  the  lesson  that  hypns  to  be  con- 
veyed to  us  in  George  Eliot's  "Clerical 
Scenes."     The  lesson  comes  to  us  in  the 

Suiet,  unselfish  love,  the  sweet  hourly  self- 
evotion  of  the  "MUly "  of  ''Amos  Barton" 
80  touchingly  pure  and  full  that  it  never 
recognizes  itself  as  self-devotion  at  all.— 
Brown,  John  Crombie,  1879,  The  Eikies  of 
George  Eliot  $  Worke. 

But  if  she  has  failed  as  a  novelist  where 
novelists  of  less  genius  have  succeeded,  she 
exhibits  power  to  which,  amongst  other 
novelists,  we  can  hardly  find  a  parallel,  and 
which  only  very  rarely  have  expressed 
themselves  in  prose  fiction  at  all.  Sne  may 
be  less  than  Miss  Austen  in  art,  but  she  is 
greater  than  Scott  in  insight.  Indeed,  to 
compare  her  even  to  Scott  is  an  unfairness 
to  her.  We  must  go  for  our  parallel  yet  a 
stage  higher;  and  we  must  not  stop  short  of 
the  world's  greatest  poets.— Mallock, 
William  Hurrel,  1879-84,  George  Eliot  on 
the  Human  Character,  Atheism  and  the  Value 
0}  Life,  p,  153. 

George  Eliot  is  genius  and  culture.  Had 
she  never  written  a  page  of  fiction,  she  must 
have  been  regarded  with  admiration  by  all 
who  knew  her  as  a  woman  of  deep  thought 
and  of  a  varied  knowledge  such  as  men  com- 
placentiy  believe  to  be  the  possession  onlv 
of  men.  It  was  not  this,  however,  which 
made  her  a  great  novelist.  Her  e^es  were 
not  turned  inward  or  kept  down  m  meta- 
physical contemplation.  She  studied  the 
livmg  world  around  her.  She  had  an  eye 
for  external  things  keen  almost  as*  that  of 
Dickens  or  Balzac.  George  Eliot  is  the  only 
novelist  who  can  paint  such  English  people 
as  the  Poysers  and  the  TuUivers  just  as  they 
are.  She  looks  into  the  very  souls  of  such 
people.  She  tracks  out  their  slow,  peculiar 
mental  processes;  she  reproduces  them  fresh 
and  firm  from  very  life.  Mere  realism, 
mere  photographing,  even  from  the  life,  is 
not  in  art  a  great  triumph.  But  George 
Eliot  can  make  her  dullest  people  interest- 
ing and  dramatically  effective.     She  can 
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paint  two  dull  people  with  quite  different 
ways  of  diilnes&--a  dull  man  and  a  dull 
woman,  for  example— and  the  reader  is 
astonished  to  find  how  utterly  distinct  the 
two  kinds  of  stupidity  are,  and  how  in- 
tensely amusing  both  can  be  made. — Mc- 
Carthy, Justin,  1880,  A  Hiitory  of  Our 
Own  Times  from  the  AceenUm  of  Queen  Vie- 
toria  to  the  Berlin  Congress,  vol.  IV,  ch.  Ixvii, 
p.  131. 

She,  of  all  novelists,  has  attacked  the  pro- 
found problems  of  our  existence.  She  has 
tai^ht  that  the  mystery  worthy  of  a  great 
artist  is  not  the  shallow  mystery  of  device, 
but  the  infinite  perspective  of  the  great, 
dark  enigmas  of  human  nature;  that  there 
is  a  deeper  interest  in  human  life  seen  in  the 
modem,  scientific  daylight,  than  in  life 
viewed  through  a  mist  of  ancient  and  dying 
superstitions;  that  the  interest  of  human 
character  transcends  the  interest  of  in- 
vented circumstances;  that  the  epic  story 
of  a  hero  and  a  heroine  is  not  so  grand  as  the 
natural  history  of  a  community.  She,  first 
of  all,  has  made  cross  sections  of  modem  life, 
and  shown  us  the  busy  human  hive  in 
the  light  of  a  great  artistic  and  philosophic 
intellect.  She  has  not  sought  to  see  men  in 
the  dim  haze  of  a  romantic  past,  but  to 
bring  men  into  close  vision,  who,  by  differ- 
ence of  race,  condition,  or  the  lapse  of  time, 
were  far  away.  George  Eliot  has  made  the 
typical  novel  of  this  age  of  scientific  thought 
and  growing  imbelief  in  the  supernatural. 
.  .  .  George  Eliot,  more  than  any  other, 
has  shown  that  romance,  so  far  from  dying 
under  the  influence  of  the  stem  skepticism 
of  our  time,  has  had  opened  to  it  a  new  and 
more  vigorous  life.— Eggleston,  Edward, 
1881,  George  Eliot  and  the  Novel,  The  Critic, 
vol.  1,  p.  9. 

George  Eliot's  novels  are  admirably  vari- 
ous in  their  scenery.  They  now  paint 
Methodist  life  in  the  days  of  Wesley,  now 
Mediaeval  Catholicism  in  the  days  of  Sa- 
vonarola, now  the  whole  range  of  the 
Jewish  nationality.  They  are  alike  in  their 
rich  play  of  humour  and  pathos,  in  sym- 
pathy with  the  varieties  of  human  char- 
acter, in  the  spirit  of  humanity  that  is  al- 
lied with  every  honest  aspiration;  they  are 
alike  also  in  the  steadiness  with  which  every 
one  exalts  the  life  that  is  firmly  devoted  to 
the  highest  aim  it  knows.  Again  and  again, 
there  is  the  type  of  the  weak  pleasure-loving 
mind,  too  easUy  misled,  and  of  the  firm 
spirit,  capable  of  self-denial,  tme  to  its 


own  highest  sense  of  right.  George  Eliot's 
novels  will  cloud  no  tme  faith;  they  are  th^ 
work  of  a  woman  of  rare  genius  whose  place 
is,  for  all  time,  among  the  greatest  novelists 
our  country  has  produced.  —  Morley, 
Henrt,  1881,  Of  English  Ldterature  in  the 
Reign  of  Victoria  with  a  Glance  at  the  Past, 
p.  408. 

What  Lord  Beaconsfield  says  of  Lady 
Montford  in  "Endymion"  is  perfectly  ap- 
plicable to  George  Eliot:  "Her  character 
was  singularly  feminine;  she  never  affected 
to  be  a  superior  woman. "  Though  the  in- 
tellectual equal  of  any  woman  who  ever 
wrote  a  book,  and  of  many  men  who  have  no 
intellectual  superiors  among  their  feUows, 
George  Eliot  was  yet  as  impretending  as  if 
she  had  no  right  to  a  place  among  the  most 
worthy.  Oilers  of  her  sex,  without  a  tithe 
of  her  abilities,  are  given  to  demanding  their 
rights.  She  was  satisfied  to  discharge  to  the 
b^t  of  her  power  what  she  regarded  as  her 
duties  as  a  member  of  a  civilized  commun- 
ity. Her  ideal  of  existence  was  a  very 
different  one  from  that  which  women  of  in- 
ferior gifts  but  greater  pretensions  set  forth 
in  writing  or  in  speech.— Rae,  W.  Eraser, 
1881,  George  Eliots  Life  and  Writings,  In- 
ternational Review,  vol.  10,  p.  458. 

At  the  present  moment  Georee  Eliot  is 
the  first  of  English  novelists,  ana  I  am  dis- 
posed to  place  her  second  of  those  of  my 
time.  She  is  best  known  to  the  literary 
world  as  a  writer  of  prose  fiction,  and  not 
improbably  whatever  of  permanent  fame 
she  may  acquire  will  come  from  her  novels. 
But  the  nature  of  her  intellect  is  very  far  re- 
moved indeed  from  that  which  is  common 
to  the  tellers  of  stories.  Her  imagination  is, 
no  doubt,  strong,  but  it  acts  in  analyzing 
rather  than  in  creating.  Everything  that 
comes  before  her  is  pulled  to  pieces  so  that 
the  inside  of  it  shall  be  seen,  and  be  seen,  if 
possible,  by  her  readers  as  clearly  as  by  her- 
self. This  searching  analysis  is  carried  so 
far  that  in  studying  her  later  writings,  one 
feels  one's  self  to  be  in  company  with  some 
philosopher  rather  than  with  a  novelist.  I 
doubt  whether  any  young  person  can  read 
with  pleasure  either  "  Felix  Holt, "  "  Middle- 
march,"  or  "Daniel  Deronda."  I  know 
that  they  are  very  difficult  to  many  that  are 
not  young.  Her  personifications  of  char- 
acter have  been  singularly  terse  and  graphic 
and  from  them  has  come  her  great  hold  on 
the  public,  though  by  no  means  the  greatest 
effect  which  she  has  produced.   The  lessons 


GEORGE  ELIOT 


203 


which  she  teaches  remain,  though  it  is  not 
.  for  the  sake  of  the  lessons  that  her  pages  are 
read.  Seth  Bede,  Adam  Bede,  Maggie  and 
Tom  Tulliver,  old  Silas  Mamer,  and,  much 
above  all,  Tito,  in  ''Romola,"  are  char- 
acters, which  when  once  known,  can  never 
be  forgotten.  I  cannot  say  quite  so  much 
for  any  of  those  in  her  later  works,  because 
in  them  the  philosopher  so  greatly  over- 
tops  the  portrait-painter,  that,  in  the  dis- 
section of  the  mind,  the  outward  signs  seem 
to  have  been  forgotten.  In  her,  as  yet,  there 
IS  no  symptom  whatever  of  that  weariness 
of  mind  which,  when  felt  by  the  reader,  in- 
duces him  to  declare  that  the  author  has 
written  himself  out.  It  b  not  from  deca- 
dence that  we  do  not  have  another  Mrs. 
Poyser,  but  because  the  author  soars  to 
things  which  seem  to  her  to  be  higher  than 
Mrs.  Poyser.— Trollope,  Anthony,  1882- 
83,  Auiobioffraphy,  p,  178. 

That  she  did  teach  positivism  is  un- 
fortunately true,  so  far  as  her  literary  touch 
and  expression  is  concerned.  That  philoso- 
phy affects  all  her  books  with  its  subtly  in- 
sinuating flavor,  and  it  gives  meanmg  and 
bias  to  most  of  them.  They  thus  gain  in 
definiteness  of  purpose,  in  moral  vigor,  in 
minutely  faithful  study  of  some  phases  of 
human  experience,  and  in  a  massive  im- 
pression of  thoughtfulness  which  her  work 
creates.  At  the  same  time,  they  undoubtedly 
lose  in  value  as  studies  of  life;  in  free  range 
of  expression  for  her  genius,  her  poetry  and 
her  irt;  and  in  that  spiritual  vision  which 
looks  forward  with  keen  gazing  eyes  of  hope 
and  confident  inquiry.  Her  teaching,  like 
most  teaching,  is  a  mingled  good  and  evil. 
.  .  .  George  Eliot's  books  have  an  interest 
as  an  attempt  at  an  interpretation  of  life 
from  its  more  practical  and  realistic  side, 
and  not  less  as  a  reaction  against  the  in- 
fluences of  very  near  all  the  great  literary 
minds  of  the  earlier  half  of  the  century  in 
England.  .  .  .  Her  enthusiasm  for  al- 
truism, her  zeal  for  humanity,  lends  a  de- 
lightful feature  to  her  books.  It  gives  a 
glow  and  a  consecration  to  her  work,  and 
makes  her  as  great  a  prophet  as  positivism 
is  capable  of  creating.  And  it  is  no  idle 
power  she  awakens  in  herpositivist  faith  in 
man.  She  shames  those  who  claim  a 
broader  and  better  faith. — Cooke,  George 
Willis,  1883,  George  Eliot:  A  CrUUd  Study 
of  Her  lAJe,  Writings  and  PhUotophy^  pp. 
413,414,418. 

George  Eliot  is  the  greatest  of  the  novel- 


ists in  the  delineation  of  feeling  and  the  an* 
alysis  of  motives.  ...  If  you  say  the  tell- 
ing of  a  story  is  her  forte,  you  put  her  be- 
low Wilkie  dollins  or  Mrs.  Oliphant;  if  you 
say  her  obiect  is  to  give  a  picture  of  English 
society,  she  is  surpassed  by  Bulwer  and 
Trollope;  if  she  be  called  a  satirist  of  so- 
ciety, Thackeray  is  her  superior;  if  she  in- 
tends to  illustrate  the  absurdity  of  be- 
havior, she  is  eclipsed  by  Dickens;  but  if 
the  analysb  of  human  motives  be  her  forte 
and  art,  she  stands  first,  and  it  is  very  doubt- 
ful  whether  any  artist  in  fiction  is  entitled 
to  stand  second.  She  reaches  clear  in  and 
touches  the  most  secret  and  the  most  deli- 
cate spring  of  human  action.—SHEPPARD, 
Nathan,  1883,  ed.  The  Euays  of  George 
Eliot,  p.  7. 

If  it  be  true  that  the  work  of  every  artist 
is  but  a  confession  of  his  own  life  and  feel- 
ings, one  may  say  that  the  writings  of 
G^rse  Eliot  are  essentially  a  confession  of 
her  childhood.  The  most  living  characters 
of  her  novels,  those  who  have  a  home  in  all 
our  memories,  are  sprung  from  the  real  men 
and  women  of  her  early  days.  That  is  why 
they  are  so  veracious  and  so  vivid.  Noth- 
ing lives  and  endures  like  the  life  and  recol- 
lection of  our  very  first  impressions,  like 
the  heart  of  the  child  which  pulses  in  the 
brain  of  the  man.  Her  own  child's  heart  is 
bom  again  to  us  in  the  adorable  image  of 
Maggie  Tulliver,  the  dear  little  girl,  so  (xidly 
compact  of  day-dreams  and  logic,  of  im- 
aginative enthusiasm  and  serious  good 
feeling.— Dar»iesteter,  James,  1883-96, 
English  Stvdies,  tr.  Mrs.  Darmesteier,  p.  99. 

I  will  not  do  Mr.  Trollope  such  an  ill  turn 
as  to  compare  him  with  George  Eliot,  the 
greatest,  I  suppose,  of  all  writers  of  fiction 
till  she  took  to  theories  and  Jews.  It  was  a 
wonderful  feat  to  draw  Romola;  it  was  a 
wonderful  feat  to  draw  Mrs.  Poyser;  but  for 
the  same  hand  to  draw  Romola  and  Mrs. 
Po3rser  was  something  more  than  wonder- 
ful; if  the  fact  were  not  certain,  one  would 
deem  it  impossible.— Freeman,  Edward 
A.,  1883,  Anthony  Trollope,  MaemiUan's 
Magadne,  vol  47,  p.  240. 

It  would  be  rash  to  compare  George  Eliot 
with  Tacitus,  with  Dante,  with  Pascal.  A 
novelist— for  as  a  poet,  after  ^xy\n^  hard  to 
think  otherwise,  most  of  us  find  her  mag- 
nificent but  unreadable— as  a  novelist 
bound  by  the  conditions  of  her  art  to  deal  in 
a  thousand  trivialities  of  human  character 
and  situation,  she  has  none  of  their  severity 
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of  form.  But  she  alone  of  moderns  has  their 
note  of  sharp-cut  melancholy,  of  sombre 
rumination,  of  brief  disdain.  living  in  a 
time  when  humanity  has  been  raised, 
whether  formally  or  informally,  into  a  re- 
ligion, she  draws  a  painted  curtain  of  pity 
before  the  tragic  scene.  Still  the  attentive 
ear  catches  from  time  to  time  the  accents  of 
an  unrelenting  voice,  that  proves  her  kin- 
dred with  those  three  mighty  spirits  and 
stem  monitors  of  men.  In  George  Eliot,  a 
reader  with  a  conscience  may  be  reminded 
of  the  saying  that  when  a  man  opens 
Tacitus  he  puts  himself  into  the  confes- 
sional. She  was  no  vague  dreamer  over  the 
folly  and  the  weakness  of  men,  and  the 
cruelty  and  blindness  of  destiny.  Hers  is 
not  the  dejection  of  the  poet  who  ''could 
lie  down  like  a  tired  child,  and  weep  away 
this  life  of  care,"  as  Shelley  at  Naples;  nor 
is  it  the  despairing  misery  that  moved 
Gowper  in  the  awful  verses  of  the  "Cast- 
away. "  It  was  not  such  self-pity  as  wrung 
from  Bums  the  cry  of  life  "Thou  art  a  gall- 
ing load,  along,  a  rough,  a  weary  road,  to 
wretches  such  as  I;"  nor  such  general  sense 
of  the  woes  of  the  race  as  made  Keats  think 
of  the  world  as  a  place  where  men  sit  and 
hear  each  other  groan,  "Where  but  to  think 
is  to  be  full  of  sorrow,  and  leaden-eyed  de- 
spairs. "  She  was  as  far  removed  from  the 
plangent  reverie  of  Rousseau  as  from  the 
savage  tmculenoe  of  Swift.  Intellectual 
traming  had  given  her  the  spirit  of  order 
and  proportion,  of  definiteness  and  measure, 
and  this  marks  her  alike  from  the  great 
sentimentalists  and  the  sweeping  satirists. 
— MoRLBT,  John,  1885,  The  Life  of  George 
Eliot,  Macmillan's  Magazine,  vol  51,  p.  250. 

After  all  that  has  been  written  about 
<ieorge  Eliot's  place  as  an  artist,  it  may  be 
doubted  if  attention  has  been  properly 
directed  to  her  one  unique  quality.  What- 
ever be  her  rank  amongst  the  creators  of  ro- 
mance (and  perhaps  the  tendency  now  is  to 
place  it  too  high  rather  than  too  low),  there 
can  be  no  doubt  that  she  stands  entirely 
apart  and  above  all  writers  of  fiction,  at  any 
rate  in  England,  by  her  phUosophic  power 
and  general  mental  calibre.  No  other  Eng- 
lish novelist  has  ever  stood  in  the  foremost 
rank  of  the  thinkers  of  his  time.  Or  to  put 
it  the  other  way,  no  English  thinker  of  the 
Ugher  quality  has  ever  used  romance  as  an 
instrument  of  thought.  Our  greatest  novel- 
ists could  not  be  named  beside  her  off  the 
field  of  novel-writing.  Though  some  of  them 


have  been  men  of  wide  reading,  and  even  of 
special  learning,  they  had  none  of  them  pre- 
tensions to  the  best  philosophy  and  science 
of  their  age.  Fielding  and  Goldsmith,  Scott 
and  Thackeray,  with  all  their  inexhaustible 
fertility  of  mind,  were  never  in  the  higher 
philosophy  compeers  of  Hume,  Adam 
Smith,  Burke,  and  Bentham.  But  George 
Eliot,  before  she  wrote  a  tale  at  all,  in  men- 
tal equipment  stood  side  by  side  with  Mill, 
Spencer,  Lewes,  and  Carlyle.  If  she  pro- 
duced nothing  in  philosophy,  moral  or  men- 
tal, quite  equal  to  theirs,  she  was  of  their 
kith  and  kin,  of  the  same  intellectual  qual- 
ity.—Harrison,  Frederic,  1885,  The 
Choice  of  Book$  and  Other  Literary  Piece$,  p. 
212. 

Religion  even  to  George  Eliot  is  not  an 
inner  power  of  Divine  mystery  awakening 
the  conscience.  It  is  at  best  an  intellectual 
exercise,  or  a  scenic  picture,  or  a  beautiful 
memory.  Her  early  Evangelicalism  peeled 
off  her  like  an  outer  garment,  leaving  be- 
hind only  a  rich  vein  of  dramatic  experi- 
ence which  she  afterwards  worked  into  her 
novels.  There  is  no  evidence  of  her  great 
change  having  produced  in  her  any  spiritual 
anxiety.  There  is  nothing  indeed  in  auto- 
biography more  wonderful  than  the  facU- 
ity  with  which  this  remarkable  woman 
parted  first  with  her  faith  and  then  with  the 
moral  sanctions  which  do  so  much  to  conse- 
crate life,  while  yet  constantly  idealizing  life 
in  her  letters,  and  taking  such  a  large  grasp 
of  many  of  its  moral  realities.  Her  scep- 
ticism and  then  her  eclectic  Humanitarian- 
ism  had  a  certain  benignancy  and  elevation 
unlike  vulgar  infidelity  of  any  kind.  There 
are  gleams  of  a  higher  life  everywhere  in  her 
thought.  There  is  much  self-distrust,  but 
no  self-abasement.  There  is  a  strange  ex- 
temality— -as  if  the  Divine  had  never  come 
near  to  her  save  by  outward  form  or  picture 
—never  pierced  to  any  dividing  asunder  of 
soul  and  spirit.  Amid  all  her  sadness— and 
her  life  upon  tiie  whole  is  a  very  sad  one- 
there  are  no  depths  of  spiritual  dread  (of 
which  dramatically— as  in  "Romola"— she 
had  yet  a  vivid  conception),  or  even  of 
spiritual  tenderness — Tulloch,  John,  1885, 
Movements  of  Religious  Thoughi  in  Britain 
During  the  Nineteenth  Century y  p.  162. 

Her  commanding  position  among  the  nov- 
elists of  her  time  renders  her  the  harbinger 
among  women  of  that  eminent  achieve- 
ment in  the  world  of  letters  which  is  des- 
tined to  follow  a  thorough  and  liberal  train- 
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ing  of  their  native  gifts.  But,  although 
greater  writers  may  hereafter  appear  in  the 
domain  of  fiction,  their  most  bnlliant  por- 
trayals of  the  society  aroimd  them  can  never 
supersede  the  pictures  she  has  given  to  the 
world.  Her  novels  will  possess  a  perma- 
nent value,  not  only  as  literary  masterpieces, 
biit^is  glowing  transcripts  of  such  phases  of 
women's  advancement  as  belong;  to  the  his- 
tory of  our  century.  In  their  profound 
study  of  that  social  and  intellectual  prog- 
ress which  the  author  was  privileged  to  see, 
they  will  serve  as  a  more  vivid  illustration 
of  the  development  of  woman's  mind  than 
any  mere  historian  could  supply.  But 
while  the  future  will  honor  her  imperish- 
able work,  and  the  transcendent  powers  she 
brought  to  its  accomplishment,  it  cannot 
fail,  from  the  standpoint  of  (Ustance,  to 
recognize,  also,  the  limitations  of  her  view. 
It  mH  perceive  that  her  interpretation  of 
human  life  stopped  short  of  the  utmost 
truth;  since  a  lack  of  spiritual  insight 
blinded  her  vision  to  the  limitless  outcomes 
of  endeavor,  the  final  adjustments  of  time. 
Her  penetrative  glance,  which  no  visible 
atom  could  escape,  will  appear  then  too 
weak  to  have  discerned,  below  the  material 
surface,  those  stable  foundations  upon 
which  the  universe  rests  in  eternal  poise; 
too  sadly  downcast  to  have  turned  from  the 
passing  shadows  at  her  feet  to  behold  the 
clear  sunlight  of  heaven.—  W00L8ON,  Abba 
GooLD,  1886,  George  Eliot  and  her  Heroiiies, 
p.  173. 

Add  Thackeray's  sharp  and  bright  per- 
ception to  Trollope's  nicety  in  detail,  and 
supplement  both  with  large  scholarship  and 
wide  reach  of  philosophic  insight;  conceive 
a  person  who  looks,  not  only  at  life  and  into 
life,  but  through  it,  who  sympathizes  with 
the  gossip  of  peasants  and  the  principles  of 
advanced  tiunkers,  who  is  as  capable  of  re- 
producing Fergus  O'Connor  as  John  Stuart 
Mill,  and  is  as  blandly  tolerant  of  Garrison 
as  of  Hegel — and  you  have  the  wonderful 
woman  who  called  herself  George  Eliot, 
probably  the  largest  mind  among  the  ro- 
mancers of  the  century,  but  with  an  incur- 
able sadness  at  the  depth  of  her  nature 
wMch  deprives  her  of  the  power  to  cheer  the 
readers  she  interests  and  informs. — Whip- 
ple, Edwin  Perct,  1887,  In  DiekenB- 
Land,  Seribner^s  Magazine,  vol  2,  p.  744. 

Such  wealth  and  depth  of  thoughtful  and 
fruitful  humour,  of  vital  and  various  intel- 
ligence, no  woman  has  ever  shown—no 


woman  perhaps  has  ever  shown  a  tithe  of  it. 
In  knowledge,  in  culture,  perhaps  in  capac- 
ity for  knowledge  and  for  culture,  Charlotte 
Bronte  was  no  more  comparable  to  George 
Eliot  than  George  Eliot  is  comparable  to 
Charlotte  Bronte  in  purity  of  passion,  in 
depth  and  ardour  of  feelmff,  in  spiritual 
force  and  fervour  of  forthright  inspiration. 
.  .  .  George  Eliot,  as  a  woman  of  the  first 
order  of  intellect,  has  once  and  again  shown 
how  much  further  and  more  steadily  and 
more  hopelessly  and  more  irretrievably  and 
more  intolerably  wrong  it  is  possible  for 
mere  intellect  to  go  than  it  ever  can  be  pos- 
sible for  mere  genius.  Having  no  taste  for 
the  dissection  of  dolls,  I  shall  leave  Daniel 
Deronda  in  his  natural  place  above  the  rag- 
shop  door;  and  having  no  ear  for  the  melo- 
dies of  a  Jew's  harp,  I  shall  leave  the  Span- 
ish Gipsy  to  perform  on  that  instrument  to 
such  audience  as  she  may  collect.— Swin- 
burne, Algernon  Charles,  1887,  A  Note 
on  CharloUe  Bronte,  pp.  19, 21. 

George  Eliot's  books  have  also  been  a 
stndy  for  me,  sometimes  rather  an  arduous 
one.— Hamerton,  Philip  Gilbert,  1887, 
Booki  Which  Have  Influenced  Me,  p.  59. 

Her  style  is  everywhere  pure  and  strong, 
of  the  best  and  most  vigorous  English,  not 
only  broad  in  its  power,  but  often  intense  in 
its  description  of  character  and  situation, 
and  always  singularly  adequate  to  the 
thought.  Probably  no  novelist  knew  the 
Enghsh  character— especially  in  the  Mid- 
lands—so well  as  she,  or  could  analyze  it 
with  so  much  subtlety  and  truth.  She  is 
entirely  mistress  of  the  coimtry  dialects.  In 
humour,  pathos,  knowledge  of  character, 
power  of  putting  a  portrait  firmly  upon  the 
canvas,  no  writer  surpasses  her,  and  few 
come  near  her.  Her  power  is  sometimes 
almost  Shakespearian.  Like  Shakespeare, 
she  gives  us  a  large  number  of  wise  say- 
ings, expressed  in  the  pithiest  language.— 
Heiklejohn,  J.  M.  D.,  1887,  The  English 
Language:  Its  Grammar,  Hiitory  and  LUer- 
aJture,  p.  365. 

He,  Charles  Reade,  had  no  stomach  for 
the  fulsome  eulogy  piled  on  George  Eliot, 
the  less  so  because  it  became  an  open  secret 
that  this  bold  advertisement  was  the  out- 
come of  judicious  wire-pulling.  As  an  artist 
he  conceived  it  the  right  of  every  member  of 
his  craft  to  demand  a  fair  field  and  no  favor. 
No  marvel,  therefore,  if  when,  stung  by  a 
keen  sense  of  injustice,  he  delivered  himself 
rather  slightingly  of  the  idol  before  whom. 
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at  the  bidding  of  her  own  Nebuchadnezzar 
behind  the  scenes,  the  entire  press  of  Eng- 
land did  obeisance.  —  Reade,  Charles 
L.,  AND  Rev.  Compton,  1887,  Memoir  of 
Charki  Reade,  p.  301. 

The  nineteenth-century  Amazon.  — 
Thompson,  Maurice,  1889,  The  Domain  of 
Romance,  The  Forum,  vol  8,  p.  333. 

George  Eliot  was,  indisputably,  a  wo- 
man of  genius,  but  her  writings  (the  popular 
verdict  to  the  contrary  notwithstanding) 
include,  at  most,  only  one  novel  of  the  first 
rank.  Her  excellence  is  in  her  wise  sayings. 
— Lewin,  Walter,  1889,  The  Abuse  of  Fie- 
Hon,  The  Forum,  vol,  7,  p.  665. 

In  her  vast  and  lucid  intellect,  German 
Criticism,  French  Positivism,  and  English 
Rationalism,  in  which  she  was  successively 
trained,  were  dominated  and  directed  by  an 
active  spirit  of  tolerance,  of  love  and  of  com- 
passion, and  the  outcome  is  an  individu- 
ality profoundly  original.  Her  art,  like 
her  reason,  perfectly  balanced,  trained  to 
the  purest  realism,  is  as  far  removed  from 
the  crudeness  now  too  bitter  and  again  too 
fine-spun  of  the  French,  as  it  is  from  the 
formless  nebulosity  of  the  Russian  writers. 
She  also  looks  at  life  with  a  microscope  to 
discover  the  fibres  of  which  it  is  composed; 
but  she  does  not  use  clouded  glasses,  and 
therefore  she  sees  and  reproduces  perfect 
images.  Science  and  poetry  unite  in  her  to 
teach  us  a  moral  based  upon  love  and  toler- 
ance, a  moral  which,  instead  of  repudiating 
modem  thought,  is  deduced  from  it  as  a 
logical  consequence.  This  is  the  reason  of 
the  originality  of  this  powerful  writer,  the 
reason  of  her  charm  and  her  glory,  and  the 
reason  also  of  this  book,  in  which  I  have 
tried  to  trace  the  salient  lines  of  this  noble 
figure.— Negri,  Gaetano,  1891,  George 
Eliot:  La  tua  viia  ed  %  suai  Romanzi. 

George  Eliot's  mental  discipline  and 
ascetic  restraint  in  speculation  does  not  per- 
mit her  social  sympathies  full  flow.— Kauf- 
man, MORITZ,  1892,  Charles  Kingsley, 
Christian  Socialist  and  Social  Reformer,  p. 
138. 

How  great  was  the  place  George  Eliot 
filled  in  modem  literature  we  may  measiu^ 
by  the  impossibility  of  naming  her  succes- 
sor. .  .  .  Her  fiction  is  wrought  with  a 
majesty  and  power  which  give  it  a  cate- 
gory of  its  own  and  secure  for  it  a  noble 
place  in  English  literature.  It  is  superb 
fiction;  but  it  is  much  more  than  fiction. — 


Dawson,  W.  J.,  1892,  Quest  and  Vision,  pp. 
129,  146. 

George  Eliot's  work  fills  us  with  an  in- 
tense sense  of  reality.  Her  characters  are 
substantial,  living  people,  drawn  with  a 
Shakesperean  truth  and  insight.  In  order 
to  interest  us  in  them  she  is  not  forced,  as 
Dickens  was,  to  rely  on  outward  eccentric- 
ities. In  Tom  and  Maggie  Tulliver,  in  Doro- 
thea Brooke,  in  Tito  Melema,  or  in  Gwendo- 
len Harleth,  we  enter  into  and  identify  our- 
selves with  the  inner  experiences  of  a  hu- 
man soul.  These  and  the  other  great  crea- 
tions of  George  Eliot's  genius  are  not  set 
characters;  like  ourselves,  they  are  sub- 
ject to  change,  acted  upon  by  others,  act- 
mg  on  others  in  their  turn;  moulded  by  the 
daily  pressure  of  things  within  and  things 
without.  We  are  made  to  understand  the 
growth  of  the  degeneration  of  their  souls; 
how  Tito  slips  half  consciously  down  the 
easy  slopes  of  self-indulgence,  or  Romola 
learns  through  suffering  to  ascend  the 
heights  of  self-renunciation.  The  novels  of 
George  Eliot  move  under  a  heavy  weight  of 
tragic  earnestness;  admirable  as  is  their  art, 
graphic  and  telling  as  is  their  humor,  they 
are  weighed  down  with  a  burden  of  philo- 
sophic teaching,  which  in  the  later  books, 
especially  "Daniel  Deronda,"  grows  too 
heavy  for  the  story,  and  injures  the  purely 
literary  value.— Pancoast,  Henry  S.,  1893, 
Representative  English  Literature,  p,  426. 

He  (Edward  A.  FreemanJ  liked  the  real- 
ity and  truth  to  life  of  George  Eliot's  works, 
but  curiously  failed  to  appreciate  Dickens. 
"I  read  'The  Mill  on  the  Floss'  years  ago, 
but  not  lately, "  he  wrote  in  1886.  "  'Adam 
Bede'  I  read  again  this  year.  George  Eliot's 
people  are  all  real  people.  You  have  seen 
such  people,or  you  feel  you  might  have  seen 
such— so  utterly  different  from  the  forced 
wit  and  vulgarity  of  so  many,  I  should  say, 
of  Dickens."— Porter,  Deua  Lyman, 
1893,  Mr.  Freeman  at  Home,  Seribner*s 
Magazine,  vol  14,  p.  616. 

In  its  averages  George  Eliot's  style  ap- 

E roaches  that  of  Dickens,  except  that  the 
»s  elaborate  philosophizing  of  the  latter 
keeps  the  word-average  of  his  paragraph 
down.  But  the  sentence  of  the  two  writers 
is  nearly  the  same,  and  George  Eliot's  per- 
centage of  sentences  of  less  than  15  words 
is  the  same,  within  3  per  cent.,  as  Dick- 
ens's. Of  the  two  writers  the  balance  in  the 
matter  of  the  short  sentence  is  in  favor  of 
the  woman,  who  has  43  per  cent.  Evidently 


GEORGE  ELIOT 


207 


there  is  here  quite  as  much  variability  in 
the  female  style  as  in  the  masculine.  It 
should  be  noted,  however,  that  George 
Eliot's  short  sentences  tend  to  occur  to- 
gether; the  same  is  true  of  her  long  sen- 
tences. In  the  dialogue  the  sentence  is 
short;  in  the  narrative  it  is  long.  We  may 
^y  that  George  Eliot's  paragraphs  have 
unity,  barring  an  occasional  philosophical 
digression.  We  may  say  that  they  show 
logical  coherence,  excepting  now  and  then 
one  where  a  remote  conclusion  is  intro- 
duced before  it  is  analyzed.— Lewis,  Ed- 
win Herbert,  1894,  The  Hidory  of  the  Eng- 
lish  Paroffraph,  p.  157. 

George  Eliot's  people  were  never  made: 
they  were  bom  like  mortals.  Personality 
existed  in  them,  and  their  author  gave  them 
an  essence,  as  no  writer  excepting  Shake- 
speare had  ever  done;  with  the  develop- 
ment of  this  strong  personality,  moreover, 
there  existed  also  a  power  of  expression 
rivalled  only  by  that  of  the  great  dramatist 
himself.  Her  humor  is  inimitable ;  it  is  nat- 
ural and  genuine,  and  nowhere  in  her  pages 
are  we  jarred  by  the  intrusion  of  the  gro- 
tesque or  the  unreal;  here  all  b  intensely 
human,  with  the  unity  of  nature  and  its 
calm.  But  there  is  a  third  respect  in  which 
this  woman  novelist  surpassed  her  prede- 
cessors, and  won  a  place  in  the  domain  of 
story-telling  which  has  not  yet  been  wrested 
from  her.— SniONDS,  W.  E.,  1894,  An  Intro- 
duction to  the  Study  of  Engluh  Fiction,  p.  68. 

Twenty  years  ago  it  reqdred,  if  not  a 
genuine  strength  of  mind,  at  any  rate  a 
certain  amount  of  "cussedness,"  not  to  be 
a  George-Eliotite.  All,  or  almost  all,  per- 
sons who  had  **  got  culture  "  admired  George 
Eliot,  and  not  to  do  so  was  to  be  at  a  best  a 
Eenito  among  the  chosen  people,  at  worst 
an  outcast,  a  son  of  Edom  and  Moab  and 
Philistia.  Two  very  different  currents  met 
and  mingled  among  the  worshippers  who 
flocked  in  the  flesh  to  St.  John's  Wood,  or 
read  the  books  in  ecstasy  elsewhere.  There 
was  the  rising  tide  of  the  ssthetic,  revering 
the  creator  of  Tito.  There  was  the  agnostic 
herd,  faithful  to  the  translator  of  Strauss 
and  the  irregular  partner  of  Mr.  G.  H. 
Lewes.  I  have  alwa3rs  found  myself  most 
unfortunately  indisposed  to  follow  any 
fashion,  and  I  never  remember  having  read 
a  single  book  of  George  Eliot's  with  genuine 
and  whole-hearted  admiration.— Saints- 
bury,  George,  1895,  Corrected  Impres- 
mane,  p.  162. 


Perhaps  few  students  adequately  realise 
the  singular  service  that  much  of  George 
Eliot's  work  may  be  made  to  render  to  the 
truth*  Nature  meant  her  for  a  great  theo- 
logian, as  well  as  a  superb  interpreter  of 
human  life  and  character;  but  the  Coventry 
Sodnians,  the  task  of  translating  Strauss, 
and  the  sinister  influence  of  George  Henry 
Lewes  turned  her  into  a  nominal  agnostic 
not  altogether  content  with  her  rdle.  Es- 
sentially constructive  in  genius,  we  can 
almost  hear  the  sigh  of  pain  surging  in  her 
breast  when  she  feels  compeUed  for  the 
moment  to  be  destructive.  She  seems 
never  to  have  entirelv  lost  the  Christian 
sympathies  of  her  early  life,  and  in  some 
attenuated  sense  is  an  illustration  of  the 
doctrine  of  final  perseverance.  The  sad- 
dest and  most  depressing  of  her  books 
have  in  them  a  lingering  aroma  of  religion, 
indeed  more  than  an  aroma;  for  they  illus- 
trate many  principles  which  are  precise 
parallels  and  analogies  to  some  of  the  funda- 
mental principles  of  the  faith  whose  his- 
toric credulity  she  had  thought  well  to 
repudiate.  In  her  own  soul  there  was  a 
subtle  residuimi  of  theology  nothing  could 
volatilize  or  destroy.  And  she  was  ever 
seeing  some  of  the  elements  of  this  rudi- 
mentary theology  verified  in  those  mani- 
fold phases  of  life  she  studied  with  an  almost 
infallible  scrutiny.—  Selby,  Thomas  G., 
1896,  The  Theology  of  Modem  Fiction,  p.  8. 

Her  genius  was  certemly  great,  and  her 
style  was  often  eloquent,  always  elaborate 
and  skilful,  and,  in  ite  earlier  phases,  in- 
stinct with  feeling  and  force.  But  as  she 
left  the  simplicity  of  her  earlier  canvas,  so 
her  style  lost  its  distinctive  character,  and 
was  less  closely  allied  to  her  genius.  Its 
analytical  precision  wearies  us;  its  elabora- 
tion seems  to  be  studied  in  order  to  pro- 
duce an  impression  upon  that  vague  entity 
—the  average  reader;  and  what  was  at  first 
the  impulse  of  the  eager  student  of  human 
nature,  seeking  an  outlet  for  emotion  in 
delicacy  and  subtlety  of  expression,  be- 
came a  literary  trick  and  an  imposing  ped- 
antry. It  was  only  the  strength  of  her  in- 
tellectual power  that  preserved  her  genius 
from  being  even  more  depressed  by  an  ac- 
quired and  imnatural  habit. —  Craik, 
Henry,  1896,  English  Prose,  vol  v,  p.  666. 

The  creations  of  George  Eliot,— Tito  and 
Baldassare,  Mrs.  Po3rser  and  Silas  Mamer, 
Dorothea  Brooke  and  Gwendolen, — are  not 
as  familiar  to  the  reacUng  public  of  to-day 
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as  they  were  to  that  of  ten  or  fifteen  years 
ago.  Of  the  idolatry  which  almost  made 
her  a  prophetess  of  a  new  cult  we  hear 
nothing  now.  She  has  not  maintained  her 
position  as  Dickens,  Thackeray,  and  Char- 
lotte Bronte  have  maintained  theirs.  But 
if  there  be  little  of  partisansUp  and  much 
detraction,  it  is  idle  to  deny  that  George 
Eliot's  many  gifts,  her  humour,  her  pathos, 
her  remarkable  intellectual  endowments, 
give  her  an  assured  place  among  the  writers 
of  Victorian  literature.—SHORTER,  Clem- 
ent, 1897,  Victorian  lAterature,  p.  52. 

Her  writings  always  depend  upon  a  pri- 
mary postulate,  and  to  this  postulate  all 
characters,  scenes,  and  situations  are  ulti- 
mately subordinated.  This  postulate  is: 
The  ideal  social  order  as  a  whole,  the  estab- 
lishment of  sane  and  sound  social  rela- 
tions in  humanity,  the  development  and 
progress  of  human  society  ^oward  such  an 
ideal  of  general  human  lifb.— Waldstein, 
Charles,  1897,  LibTary  of  the  World* s  Be$l 
Literature,  ed.  Warner,  vol.  ix,  p.  5367. 

In  the  ''Mill  on  the  Floss"  and  "Silas 
Mamer"  a  curious  phenomenon  appeared 
—George  Eliot  divided  into  two  person- 
ages. The  close  observer  of  nature^  mis- 
tress of  laughter  and  tears,  exquisite  in  the 
intensity  of  cumulative  emotion^  was  pres- 
ent still,  but  she  receded;  (he  mechanician, 
overloading  her  page  with  pretentious  mat- 
ter, working  out  her  scheme  as  if  she  were 
building  a  steam-engine,  came  more  and 
more  to  the  front.  In  " FeKx  Holt"  and  on 
to  "Daniel  Deronda"  the  second  person- 
age preponderated,  and  our  ears  were  deaf- 
ened by  the  hum  of  the  philosophical  ma- 
chine, the  balance  of  scenes  and  sentences, 
the  intolerable  artificiality  of  the  whole  con- 
struction. George  Eliot  is  a  very  curious  in- 
stance of  the  danger  of  self-cultivation.  No 
writer  was  ever  more  anxious  to  improve 
herself  and  conquer  an  absolute  mastery 
over  her  material.  But  she  did  not  observe, 
as  she  entertained  the  laborious  process,  that 
she  was  losing  those  natural  accomplish- 
ments which  infinitely  outshone  the  philoso- 
phy and  science  which  she  so  painfully  ac- 
quired. She  was  bom  to  please,  but  un- 
happily she  persuaded  herself,  or  was  per- 
suaded, that  her  mission  was  to  teach  the 
world,  to  lift  its  moral  tone,  and,  in  con- 
sequence, an  agreeable  rustic  writer,  with 
a  channing  humour  and  very  fine  sympa- 
thetic nature,  found  herself  gradually  up- 
lifted until,  about  1875,  she  sat  enthroned 


on  an  educational  tripod,  an  almost  ludicrous 
pythoness.  From  the  very  first  she  had 
been  weak  in  that  quality  which  more  than 
any  other  is  needed  by  a  novelist,  imagina- 
tive invention.  So  long  as  she  was  humble, 
and  was  content  to  reproduce,  with  the 
skillful  subtlety  of  her  art,  what  she  had 
personally  heard  and  seen,  her  work  had  de- 
lightful merit.  But  it  was  an  unhappy  day, 
when  she  concluded  that  strenuous  effort, 
references  to  a  hundred  abstruse  writers, 
and  a  whole  technical  S3^tem  of  rhetoric 
would  do  the  wild-wood  business  of  native 
imagination.  The  inteUectual  self-suf5ci- 
ency  of  George  Eliot  has  suffered  severe 
chastisement.  At  the  present  day  scant 
justice  is  done  to  her  unquestionable  dis- 
tinction of  intellect  or  to  the  emotional  in- 
tensity of  much  of  her  early  work.— GossB, 
Edmund,  1897,  A  Short  History  of  Modem 
English  Literature,  p,  369. 

Never,  surely,  were  books  more  wistful 
than  those  great  novels,  "Romola,"  "Mid- 
dlemarch, "  "  Daniel  Deronda. "  Their  ani- 
mus is  wholly  new:  it  is  neither  scorn  nor 
laughter;  it  is  S3anpathy.  This  S3anpathy, 
more  than  any  other  quality,  gives  to  the 
work  of  George  Eliot  a  depth  of  thought- 
fulness  unsounded  by  the  shallow  criticism 
on  life  of  her  predecessors. — Scudder,  Vida 
D.,  1898,  Social  Ideals  in  English  Letters,  p. 
185. 

To  the  theologian  George  Eliot  offers,  for 
a  variety  of  reasons,  a  most  fascinating 
study.  The  bent  of  her  mind  was  distinctly 
theological,  and  underlying  all  she  wrote 
there  was  a  theological  conception  of  life 
and  of  the  universe.  .  .  .  Singular  to  say, 
the  very  feature  in  George  Eliot's  works 
which  imparts  to  them  a  supreme  interest 
for  the  student  of  religion  and  theology,  is 
that  to  which  special  exception  has  been 
taken  by  the  critics.  ...  It  is  profoundly 
affecting  to  think  that  before  George  Eliot 
sat  down  to  the  composition  of  her  first 
novel  she  had  ceased  to  be  a  Christian  be- 
liever. Though  she  could  not  but  have  felt 
tiie  painfulness  of  the  wrench  it  cost  her  to 
part  with  so  much  that  was  dear,  and  though 
she  did  show  some  concern  at  the  grief  she 
caused  her  friends,  yet  she  quailed  not  be- 
fore consequences  nor  ever  once  exhibited 
any  vacillation  of  judgment,  nor  any  sign 
of  recantation  or  retreat.  She  never  ap- 
pears to  have  faltered  in  her  unbelief,  never 
seems  to  have  doubted  the  rectitude  of  the 
change  which  had  come  over  her.  .  .  . 
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George  Eliot's  ethical  system  is  summed  up 
in  the  one  word  Duty.  With  her  it  was  an 
imperial  word  which  covered  the  entire  ter- 
ritory of  life,  and  included  every  relation  in 
which  men  stand  to  each  other,  whether  as 
landlord  and  tenant,  priest  and  parishioner, 
husband  and  wife,  parent  and  child,  brother 
and  sister.  With  her  the  way  of  Duty  must 
ever  be  trodden,  though  it  be  bordered 
with  no  wayside  flowers,  and  is  strewn  with 
cruel  flints  that  make  the  traveller's  feet 
to  bleed.— Wilson,  S.  Law,  1899,  The  Tht^ 
ology  of  Modem  Literature,  pp.  231,  232, 
247,  262. 

Notwithstanding  all  these  differences  be- 
tween her  earlier  and  her  later  work,  George 
Eliot  was  from  first  to  last  a  philosopher 
and  moralist.  All  her  novels  and  tales  are 
constructed  on  the  ethical  formula  of  Mrs. 
Qaskell's  "Ruth."  For  the  way  in  which 
she  thought  out  and  applied  this  doctrine  of 
the  act  and  its  train  of  good  and  ill,  the  only 
appropriate  epithet  is  magnificent.  She 
explained  chance  and  circumstance,  giving 
to  these  words  a  new  content.  All  happen- 
ings, she  showed,  are  but  the  meeting  and  the 
intermingling  of  courses  of  events  that  have 
their  source  in  the  inner  history  of  man- 
kind. This  invisible  medium  in  which  we 
move  is  outside  of  time.  The  past  is  here 
in  what  was  done  yesterday;  the  future  is 
here  in  what  is  done  to-day;  and ''  our  finest 
hope  is  finest  memory. "  Whatever  may  be 
her  method  of  telling  a  story,— whether  she 
begins  at  the  beginning  or  breaks  into  the 
midst  of  her  plot  and  in  due  time  gathers  up 
its  threads,— George  Eliot  always  comes 
quickly  to  an  incident  which  discovers  some- 
what the  moral  quality  of  her  characters; 
and  then  she  proceeds  slowly  with  their 
self-revelation.— Cross,  Wilbur  L.,  1899, 
The  Development  of  the  English  Novell  p. 
244. 

As  regards  her  style,  George  Eliot  may  be 
accepted  as  one  of  the  safest  models  in  our 
language.  Her  mastery  of  English  was  re- 
markable, her  choice  of  words  was  unerring, 
and  her  vocabulary  was  sufliciently  exten- 
sive to  meet  the  demands  of  her  great  in- 
tellect. Her  sentences,  when  subjected  to 
the  most  acute  analysis,  will  be  found  not 
only  to  conform  to  the  laws  of  unity,  mass, 
and  coherence,  but  to  possess  a  strength 
and  rhythm  characteristic  of  only  our  high- 
est prose.  Her  style  is  admirably  adapted 
to  her  subject,  that  of  English  provincial 
life;  and  in  this  branch  of  the  novel  she 
14  r 


stands  supreme.  —  Wauchope,  George 
Armstrong,  1899,  ed.  George  Eliofe  8ila$ 
Mamer,  p.  26. 

George  Eliot  certainly  stands  at  the  head 
of  psychological  novelists,  and  though 
within  far  narrower  limits  she  has  here  and 
there  been  equalled— by  Mr.  Hardy,  for  ex- 
ample; and  in  highly  differentiateid  types, 
in  the  subtleties  and  nuaneee  of  the  genre  by 
Mr.  Henry  James— it  is  probable  that  the 
genre  itself  will  decay  before  any  of  its 
practitioners  will,  either  in  depth  or  range, 

surpass  its  master  spirit One  may  speak 

of  George  Eliot's  style  as  of  the  snakes  in 
Iceland.  She  has  no  style.  Her  substance 
will  be  preserved  for  "the  next  ages"  by  its 
own  pungency  or  not  at  all.  No  one  will 
ever  read  her  for  the  sensuous  pleasure  of 
the  process.  She  is  a  notable  contradiction 
of  the  common  acceptation  of  Buffon's  "le 
ityle  e*e$t  Vhomme. "  Her  very  marked  in- 
dividuality expresses  itself  in  a  way  which 
may  be  called  a  characteristic  manner,  but 
which  lacks  the  "order  and  movement" 
that  Buff  on  defined  style  to  be  when  he  was 
defining  it  instead  of  merely  sa}dng  some- 
thing about  it.— Brownell,  W.  C,  1900, 
George  Eliot,  Seribner's  Magazine,  vol,  28. 

In  spite  of  her  detractors,  in  spite  of  the 
demon  of  depreciation  raging  and  seeking 
whom  in  the  past  he  may  next  devour, 
George  Eliot  was  very  great.  Her  moral 
force,  her  sustaining  power  in  holding  up 
to  her  contemporaries  the  highest  ideal  she 
could  frame  of  what  has  been  called  the 
evangel  of  altruism,  never  deserted  her;  she 
loathed  egotism  and  the  worship  of  self.  Had 
she  seen  the  latest  manifestations  of  the 
decadent  school,  she  would  have  felt  amply 
justified  in  lashing  as  she  did  the  first  symp- 
toms of  this  malady.  She  believed  in  her- 
self, and  her  disciples  believed  in  her,  with 
unquestioning  fervour ;  but  when  we  attempt 
to  find  out  what  in  her  work  will  live,  it  is 
doubtful  if  the  admiration  of  those  who  are 
not  disciples  does  not  mean  more  than  the 
enthusiasm  of  her  worshippers.  She  was 
great  and  she  was  also  original;  the  pathos 
of  Silas  Mamer,  the  humour  of  Mrs.  Poyser, 
the  limitations  of  Tulliver  pere,  the  fascina- 
tions of  Tito,  the  detestableness  of  Grand- 
court,  &c.,  have  a  spontaneous  and  vibra- 
ting ring  which  is  of  the  essence  of  George 
Eliot's  mind;  and  the  ring  is  the  ring  of 
genius.— PoNSONBY,  Mary  E.,  1901,  George 
Eliot  and  George  Sand,  The  Nineteenth  Cen- 
tury, vol  50,  p,  611. 
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1826-1880 
Bom  17th  December  1826,  at  Christ  Church  College,  Oxford,  was  educated  at  Win- 
chester and  Christ  Church  and  after  five  years  studying  medicine  at  St.  George's  Hospital, 
London,  was  assistant  surgeon  to  the  2nd  Life  Guards  (1854-63).  From  Us  boyhood  a 
zealous  naturalist,  he  contributed  largely  to  the  Times,  Fieldy  Queen,  and  Land  and  Water, 
which  last  he  started  in  1866;  and  he  was  also  author  of  ''Curiosities  of  Natural  History" 
(4  vols.  1857-72),  "Fish-hatching"  (1863),  "Logbook  of  a  Fisherman  and  Zoologist" 
(1876),  "Natural  History  of  British  Fishes"  (1881),  and  "Notes  and  Jottings  from  Animal 
Life"  (1882).  In  1867  he  was  appointed  inspector  of  salmon-fisheries.  In  1870  special 
commissioner  on  salmon-fisheries  in  Scotland,  and  in  1877  on  the  Scotch  herring-fisheries. 
He  died  December  19th,  1880.  See  Life  by  G.  C.  Bompas  (1885).— Patrick  and  Groome, 
eds.,  1897,  Chambers's  Biographical  Dictionary,  p.  148. 


PERSONAL 

He  certainly  is  not  at  all  premature;  his 
great  excellence  is  in  his  diisposition,  and 
apparently  strong  reasoniag  powers,  and  a 
most  tenacious  memory  as  to  facts.  He  is 
always  asking  questions,  and  never  forgets 
the  answers  he  receives,  if  they  are  such 
as  he  can  comprehend.  If  there  is  any- 
thing he  cannot  understand,  or  any  word, 
he  won't  go  on  imtil  it  has  been  explained 
to  him.  He  is  always  wanting  to  see  every- 
thing made,  or  to  know  how  it  is  done;  there 
is  no  end  to  his  questions,  and  he  is  never 
happy  unless  he  sees  the  relations  between 
cause  and  effect.— Buckland,  Mrs.  Will- 
iam, 1830,  Journal,  June  26;  Life  of 
Frank  Buckland,  ed.  Bompas,  p.  3. 

We  first  made  his  acquaintance  in  1870, 
when  appointed  along  with  him  to  inquire 
into  and  report  upon  the  effect  of  recent 
legislation  on  the  Salmon  Fisheries  of 
Scotland.  ...  At  that  time  he  was  in  the 

Erime  of  life,  somewhat  under  the  middle 
eight;  and  broad-shouldered  and  power- 
fully built,  with  a  clever  pleasant  face,  in 
which  the  most  noticeable  features  were 
the  large,  dark,  expressive  eyes.  He  was 
about  the  most  true  and  genuine  man  we 
ever  met,  without  a  particle  of  affectation, 
saying  what  he  thought  and  felt  simply  and 
naturally.  He  learned  to  have  a  thorough 
enjoyment  of  life  in  all  its  phases;  and  it 
would  have  been  diflScult  to  say  whether 
he  was  most  at  home  in  the  polished 
society  of  a  luxurious  country  house,  or 
while  engaged  in  demonstrating  the  anat- 
omy of  a  salmon,  a  herring,  or  a  lobster  to  a 
group  of  fishermen  assembled  round  a 
fishing-boat  on  the  beach.  At  that  time  he 
took  but  little  care  of  himself,  and  thought 
nothing  of  wading  across  a  river  up  to  his 
waist,  even  though  he  could  not  change  his 
wet    clothes    for    hours    afterwards;    or 


minutely  examining  the  structure  and  de- 
tails of  a  salmon-ladder  while  up  to  his 
knees  in  water.  At  that  period  he  seemed 
to  have  a  wonderful  amount  of  latent 
caloric,  and  never  appeared  to  feel  cold. 
He  was  a  great  smoker,  and  to  him  a  pipe 
or  a  cigar  was  an  absolute  necessity  of  life. 
Yet  his  constant  smoking  never  seemed  to 
spoil  his  appetite  or  to  lessen  his  natural 
vivacity  and  flow  of  spirits.  On  every 
subject,  which  bore  upon  his  special  studv 
of  natural  history,  whether  connected  with 
our  inquiry  or  not,  he  took  a  lively  interest 
—Young,  Archibald,  1880,  The  Scots- 
man, 

At  school  he  certainly  received  his  share 
of  chastisement,  and  within  a  year  or  two 
of  his  death  he  showed  some  of  his  friends 
scars  on  his  hands  which  he  said  were  his 
uncle's  doings.  He  was  probably  a  trying 
pupil  to  an  impatient  school-master;  yet  he 
contrived  to  acquire  a  large  share  of  clas- 
sical knowledge.  He  had  whole  passages 
of  Virgil  at  his  fingers'  ends.  He  used  to 
say,  when  he  could  not  understand  an  act 
of  parliament,  that  he  alwa3rs  turned  it 
into  Latin;  and  within  a  fortnight  of  his 
death  he  was  discussing  a  passage  of  a 
Greek  play  with  one  of  the  accomplished 
medical  men  who  attended  him,  interesting 
himself  about  the  different  pronunciation 
of  ancient  and  modem  Greek,  and  the 
merits  of  Greek  accentuation.  Mathe- 
matics were  not  supposed  to  form  a  neces- 
sary part  of  a  boy's  education  forty  years 
ago  and  it  may  be  doubted  whether  even  his 
dread  of  his  uncle's  ferule  or  the  discipline 
at  Winchester  could  have  induced  him  to 
make  any  progress  in  the  study.  To  the 
end  of  his  life  he  always  regarded  it  as  a 
providential  circumstance  that  nature  had 
given  him  eight  fingers  and  two  thumbs, 
as  the  arrangement  had  enablcKi  him  to 
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count  as  far  as  ten.  When  he  was  engaged 
on  long  inspections,  which  involved  the 
expenditure  of  a  good  deal  of  money  he 
always  carried  it  in  small  paper  parcels  each 
containing  ten  sovereigns;  and,  though  he 
was  fond  of  quoting  the  figures  which 
his  secretary  prepared  for  him  in  his  re- 
ports, those  who  knew  him  best  doubted 
whether  they  expressed  any  clear  meaning 
to  him.  He  liked,  for  instance,  to  state  the 
number  of  eggs  which  various  kinds  of  fish 
produced,  but  he  never  rounded  off  the 
calculations  which  his  secretary  made  to 
enable  him  to  do  so.  The  unit  at  the  end  of 
the  sum  was,  in  his  eyes,  of  equal  importance 
to  the  figure,  which  represents  millions, 
at  the  beginning  of  it.— Walpole,  Spenceb, 
1881,  Mr.  Frank  Buckland,  MaemiUan'B 
Magadfu,  vol  43,  p.  303. 

His  personal  characteristics  were  meet 
attractive.  No  one  ever  met  him  without 
longing  to  meet  him  again.  His  simple, 
earnest,  humorous  temperament  reflected 
itself  in  all  he  wrote,  so  that  no  one  read  a 
book  by  him  without  also  determining  to 
read  the  next  he  should  publish.  Thus  he 
had  an  enormous  number  of  friends  and 
acquaintances,  from  the  highest  in  the 
land  to  the  giants  and  dwarfs,  and,  lower 
still,  the  waifs  and  strays,  of  human  life 
in  London.  Fifty-four  years  seem  a  short 
span  in  which  to  break  down  the  apathy 
of  Englishmen  to  the  life  and  sufferings  of 
the  lower  animals,  to  instill  a  love  of  natural 
history  among  the  people,  and  to  set  on 
foot  some  of  the  most  important  enter- 
prises in  the  way  of  acclimatisation  and 
fish  culture  m  order  to  benefit  the  eco- 
nomical condition  of  this  country.  Yet  it  is 
Buckland's  merit  to  have  succeeded  in 
this.  He  was  able  to  die  with  the  pleasant 
consciousness  of  having  made  no  enemies, 
and  of  having  by  Tm  teaching  largely 
increased  the  happiness  of  his  fellow-men 
by  directing  them  to  the  practical  study  of 
nature.  The  life  of  such  a  man  well  de- 
served to  be  written.  Buckland  was  a 
philanthropist  of  no  ordinary  kind.  He 
strove  to  augment  the  sum  of  England's 
material  resources,  and  he  left  men  more 
cheerful,  genial  and  friendly  than  he  found 
them.— Watkins,  M.  G.,  1883,  Life  of 
Frank  Buckland,  The  Academy,  vol  28, 
p.  11. 

We  know  that  he  was  very  pious.  Being 
so,  he  could  accept  evolution  neither  in  its 


Darwinian  phases  nor  in  general.  Though 
accepting  his  religion  through  faith  and 
belief,  he  was  naturally  sceptical,  and  re- 
quired strong  proofs  for  anything  out  of 
the  usual  way.  Firmly  believing  in  design, 
he  accepted  only  objects  or  effects  as 
proof,  not  seeing  that  processes  might  be 
more  conclusive  evidence.  The  trouble 
his  mother  foresaw  in  his  volatile  disposi- 
tion was  obviated  by  earnestness,  industry, 
and  a  noble  purpose.  Few  have  done  more 
in  disseminating  science  and  in  making  it 
practical.  To  continue  his  teachings  he 
leaves  an  excellent  reputation,  his  writings 
and  his  museum  casts,  mounted  specimens, 
and  skeletons — mainly  the  work  of  his  own 
hands.— Garman,  S.,  1885,  Life  of  Frank 
Buekland,  The  Nation,  vol  41,  p.  472. 

Few  men  can  now  recall  those  unique 
breakfasts  at  Frank's  rooms  in  the  comer 
of  Fell's  Building;  the  host,  in  blue  pea- 

i'acket  and  German  student's  cap  blowing 
>last8  out  of  a  tremendous  wooden  horn; 
the  various  pets  who  made  it  difScult  to 
speak  or  move;  the  marmots  and  the  dove 
and  the  monkey  and  the  chameleon  and 
the  snakes  and  the  guinea-pigs;  the  after- 
breakfast  visits  to  the  eagle  or  the  jackal 
or  the  pariah  dog  or  Tiglath-pUeser,  the 
bear,  in  the  little  yard  outside.  The  under- 
graduate was  father  of  the  man.  His 
house  in  Albany  Street  became  one  of  the 
sights  of  London;  but  to  enter  it  presup- 
posed iron  nerves  and  dura  Uia.  Intro- 
duced to  some  five-and-twenty  poor  rela- 
tions, free  from  sh3mess,  deeply  mterested 
in  your  dress  and  person,  you  felt  as  if 
another  flood  were  toward,  and  the  animals 
parading  for  admission  to  the  ark.  You 
remained  to  dine:  but,  as  in  his  father's 
house  so  in  his  own,  the  genius  of  experi- 
ment, supreme  in  all  departments,  was 
nowhere  so  active  as  at  the  dinner  table. 
Panther  chops,  rhinoceros  pie,  bison  steak, 
kangaroo  ham,  horse's  tongue,  elephant's 
trunk,  are  reported  among  his  manifesta- 
tions of  hospitality;  his  brother-in-law 
quotes  from  the  diary  of  a  departing  guest 
— "Tripe  for  dinner;  don't  like  crocodile 
for  breakfast."  —  Tucjkwell,  W.,  1900, 
Reminisceneei  of  Oxford,  p.  106. 

GENERAL 

In  its  now  revised  and  improved  form, 

with  additional  plates  of  organic  remains, 

Buckland's  ''Geology  and  Mineralogy"  is 

the  best  general  work  on  this  interesting 
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study.— Chambers,  Robert,  1876,  CycUh 
pwdia  of  English  Literature,  ed,  CamUhers. 

Writing,  indeed,  seems  to  have  been  the 
solace  and  amusement  as  well  as  the  busi- 
ness of  his  life.  He  wrote  a  great  deal,  and 
easily  and  rapidly,  not  only  at  his  office 
and  at  his  house,  but  in  railway  carriages, 
steamboats  and  other  public  conveyances. 
His  writings,  like  those  of  most  men  who 
have  written  so  much  and  so  rapidly,  are 
unequal,  but  the  best  of  them  are  admirable. 
The  style  is  thoroughly  original,  and  won- 
derfuDy  descriptive,  bringing  the  object  or 
scene  written  about  clearly  and  vividly 
before  the  reader's  eye;  and  it  may  safely 
be  affirmed  that  no  one  has  ever  done 
more  to  render  natural  history  popular 
and  attractive.— Young,  Archibaij),  1880, 
TheSeottman. 

The  love  of  fun  and  laughter,  which  was 
perceptible  while  he  was  transacting  the 
dullest  business,  distinguished  him  equally 
as  a  writer.  It  was  his  object,  so  he  himself 
thought,  to  make  natural  history  practical; 
but  it  was  his  real  mission  to  make  natural 
history  and  self-culture  popular.  He  popu- 
larised everything  that  he  touched,  he 
hated  the  scientific  terms  which  other 
naturalists  employed,  and  invariably  used 
the  simplest  language  for  describing  his 
meaning.  His  writings  were  unequal: 
some  of  them  are  not  marked  by  any 
exceptional  qualities.  But  others  of  them, 
such  as  the  best  parts  of  the  "Curiosities 
of  Natural  History,"  and  "The  Royal 
Academy  Without  a  Catalogue"  are  ad- 
mirable examples  of  good  English,  keen 
critical  observation  and  rich  humour.  .  . 
The  more  laboured  compositions  which  Mr. 
Buckland  undertook  did  not  always  con- 
tain equal  traits  of  happy  humour.  He  was 
at  his  best  when  he  took  the  least  pains, 
and  a  collection  of  his  very  best  pieces 
would  deserve  a  permanent  place  in  any 
collection  of  English  essays.— Walpole, 
Spencer,  1881,  Mr.  Frank  Bueklandf  Mac- 
miUan's  Magazine,  vol  43,  p.  307. 

No  more  zealous,  truth-loving,  or  pains- 
taking man  ever  studied  more  earnestly 
or  described  more  accurately  the  various 
gifts  and  instincts,  the  nature  and  habits 
of  birds  and  beasts.  A  quaint  vein  of 
humour  runs  through  his  writings,  which 
must  commend  them  to  every  reader, 
especially  to  the  young;  and  few  writers 
have  conveyed  more  varied  and  useful 
information.  —  Rooper,    George,    1883, 


Presidtnes  Address  to  Hertfordslure  Natural 
History  Society. 

To  trace  the  power  of  the  Creator  in  His 
works,  and  to  increase  the  use  of  His  crea- 
tures to  mankind,,  were  to  Frank  Buckland 
the  chief  ends  of  natural  history,  and  the 
chief  purpose  of  his  life.  He  was  indeed 
slow,  nay,  unwilling,  to  admit  the  truth  of 
Darwin's  teaching,  and  of  the  theory  of 
evolution,  too  often  represented  as  super- 
seding the  necessity  of  a  Creator,  and  the 
evidence  of  design;  and  he  often  humour- 
ously but  vehemently  protested  against 
his  supposed  relationship  to  his  monkey 
pets.  The  pomt  of  this  protest  was  against 
the  notion  that  chance  could  produce  the 
order  of  the  universe,  or  a  monkey  develop 
itself  into  a  man.  To  him,  the  old  notion 
of  a  imiverse  formed  by  a  fortuitous  con- 
course of  atoms,  was  not  more  unreason- 
able, than  the  notion  of  the  harmony  of 
nature,  or  the  structure  of  any  beast  or 
fish,  being  the  result  of  a  mere  chance 
combination  of  circumstances.  Each  alike 
must  beget  chaos.  .  .  .  Those  who  would 
know  Frank  Buckland  better  should  read 
his  books,  which,  after  all,  form  his  best  por- 
traiture. In  these,  the  incidents  of  his  life, 
his  pets,  his  queer  companions,  are  made 
familiar,  and  on  this  thread  are  strung  a 
fund  of  curious  information  and  droll 
anecdote.  These  seem  to  talk  to  us  in  his 
old  tones,  and  recall  his  sparkling  eye  and 
merry  laugh,  his  restless  energy,  and  tender- 
ness of  feeling  for  man  and  beast.— Bompas, 
George  C,  1885,  Life  of  Frank  Buckland, 
pp.  425,  433. 

Many  naturalists  have  studied  the  habite 
and  structure  of  animals  with  no  less  care 
and  scientific  judgment  than  he  has;  but, 
above  his  other  qualifications,  he  has 
brought  to  his  occupation  a  sjmipathetic 
insight  of  the  feelings  of  dumb  creatures, 
and  has  interpreted  their  thoughts,  desires, 
and  emotions  with  wonderful  imderstand- 
ing.  He  has  established  confidential  rela- 
tions with  monkeys,  and  has  learned  the 
aspirations  and  disappointments  of  the 
beasts  of  the  field.  When  he  writes  about 
one  of  the  creatures  whose  acquaintonce 
he  has  made,  it  seems  to  be  a  revelation  of 
private  life;  and  the  sympathy  which  he 
shows  awakens  similar  feelings  in  us.  The 
monkey  is  no  longer  a  speechless  brute. 
It  becomes,  through  Mr.  Buckland's  inter- 
pretation, a  genial  and  intelligent  fellow- 
being.    He  has  done  more  than  anyone  else 
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to  make  the  animal  world  intelligible  to 
man,  and  yet  he  is  a  resolute  opponent  of 
the  Darwinian  theory.— Ribeino,  William 
H.,  1885,  Dr.  Francis  Trevelyan  Btiekland, 
Some  Noted  Princes,  Authors  and  States- 
men of  Our  Time,  ed,  Parton,p,26. 

Genial,  sagacious,  enthusiastic,  always 
prone  to  look  at  the  humorous  side  of  the 
subject,  Buckland  aimed  rather  at  enlisting 
the  S3nnpathies  of  others  in  his  favourite 
studies  than  at  acquiring  the  name  of  a 
profound  writer  of  science. — Watkins, 
M.  G.,  1886,  Dictionary  of  National  Biog- 
raphy,  vol.  vn,  p.  204. 

His  various  duties  and  his  endless  private 
work  were  incessant.  Never  careful  of  his 
health,  a  constitution  naturally  strong  soon 


broke  down,  after  repeated  Qlnesses.  As 
a  writer,  Buckland  was  lively  and  graphic, 
and  as  an  observer,  acute  without  being 
always  accurate.  His  knowledge  was 
more  extensive  than  deep,  and  though 
not  a  great  naturalist  or  a  great  author,  he 
was  a  genial,  kindly  man,  who  "loved  all 
things,  both  great  and  small,"  and  was 
himself  loved  in  return.  His  enthusiasm 
was,  moreover,  infectious,  and  hence,  by 
stimulating  others  to  pursue  the  study  of 
nature  more  scientifically  than  he  did  him- 
self, he  exerted  a  greater  influence  on  the 
scientific  world  in  which  he  moved  than 
many  more  distinguished  labourers. — 
Brown,  Robert,  1887,  Celebrities  of  the 
Century,  ed.,  Sanders,  p.  187. 


Tom  Taylor 

1817-1880 
Bom,  at  Simderland,  1817.  Early  education  at  school  there.  Studied  at  Glasgow 
Univ.,  1831-32,  1835-36.  Matric,  Trin.  Coll.,  Camb.,  1837;  B.  A.,  1840;  Fellow  1842; 
M.  A.,  1843.  Prof,  of  English  Literature,  Univ.  Coll.,  London.  Called  to  Bar  at  Middle 
Temple,  Nov.  1845.  Assistant  Sec.  to  Board  of  Plealth,  1850;  Sec.,  1854.  Married  Laura 
W.  Barker,  19  June  1885.  Sec.  to  Local  Government  Act  CWfice,  1858-72.  Wrote  over 
100  dramatic  pieces,  1845-80.  Editor  of  Punch,  1874-80.  For  some  time  Art  Critic  to 
"The  Times"  and  "The  Graphic."  Died,  at  Wandsworth,  12  July  1880.  Works:  "The 
King's  Rival"  (with  Charles  Reade),  1854;  "Masks  and  Faces"  (with  Charles  Reade), 
1854;  "Two  Loves  and  a  Life"  (with  Charles  Reade),  1854;  "Barefaced  Impositors" 
(anon.;  with  F.  G.  B.  Ponsonby  and  G.  C.  Ben tinck)  [1854];  "The  Local  Government  Act, 
1858,  etc.,"  1858;  "The  Railway  Station,  painted  by  W.  P.  Frith,  described, "  1862; "  Hand- 
book of  the  Pictures  in  the  International  Exhibition  of  1862,"  1862;  Textto  Birket 
Foster's  "Pictures  of  English  Landscapes"  1863  [1862];  "A  Marriage  Memorial"  [1863], 
"Catalogue  of  the  Works  of  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds"  (with  C.  W.Franks),  1869;  "The  The- 
atre in  England"  (from  "The  Dark  Blue"),  1871;  "Leicester  Square,"  1874;  "Historical 
Dramas,"  1877.  [Also  a  number  of  separate  dramatic  pieces,  published  in  Lacy's  Acting 
Edition  of  Plays.]  Retranslated:  Vicomte Hersart  de  La  Villemarqu^'s "Ballads and  Songs 
of  Brittany,"  1865;  and  edited:  "The  Life  of  B.  R.  Haydon,"  1853;  C.  R.  Leslie's 
"Autobiographical  Recollections,"  1860;  Mortimer  Collins'  "Pen  Sketches  by  a  Vanished 
Hand,"  1879.— Sharp,  R.  Farquharson,  1897,  A  Dictionary  of  English  Authors,  p.  276. 


PERSONAL 

Certainly  the  highest-toned  of  all  the 
"Punch"  and  "Household  Words"  school— 
a  Cambridge  scholar,  who,  to  maintain  his 
mother  and  sisters,  submitted  to  very  dis- 
tasteful literary  toil,  even  theatrical  bur- 
lesques, but  who  has  come  out  of  it  un- 
stained, and  will  be,  I  predict,  amongst 
the  most  eminent  of  our  new  writers. — 
MiTPORD,  Mart  Russell,  1854,  Letter  to 
Miss  Jephson,  July  12;  The  Friendships 
of  Mary  Russell  Mitford,  ed.  VEstrange, 
p.  114. 

He  is  a  tall,  slender,  dark  young  man, 
not  English-looking,  and  wearing  colored 
spectacles,  so  that  I  should  readily  have 


taken  him  for  an  American  literary  man. — 
Hawthorne,  Nathaniel,  1856,  English 
Note-Books,  vol,  li,  p.  6. 

Claude  Mellot  seems  to  have  come  into  a 
fortune  of  late  ytars,  large  enough  at  least 
for  his  few  wants.  He  paints  no  longer, 
save  when  he  chooses;  and  has  taken  a 
little  old  house  in  one  of  those  back  lanes 
of  Brompton  where  islands  of  primeval 
nursery  garden  still  remain  undevoured 
by  the  advancing  surges  of  the  brick  and 
mortar  deluge.  There  he  lives,  happy  in  a 
green  lawn  and  windows  opening  thereon, 
in  three  elms,  a  cork,  an  ilex  and  a  mul- 
berry, with  a  great  standard  pear,  for 
flower  and  foliage  the  queen  of  all  suburban 
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trees.  .  .  .  Claude's  house  is  arranged 
with  his  usual  defiance  of  all  convention- 
alities. Dining  or  drawing-room  proper 
there  is  none.  The  large  front  room  is  the 
studio,  where  he  and  Sebina  eat  and  drink 
as  well  as  work  and  paint,  and  out  of  it 
opens  a  little  room,  the  walls  of  which  are 
all  covered  with  gems  of  art  (where  the 
rogue  finds  money  to  buy  them  is  a  puzzle), 
that  the  eye  can  turn  nowhere  without 
taking  in  some  new  beauty,  and  wandering 
on  from  picture  to  statue,  from  portrait 
to  landscape,  dreaming  and  learning 
afresh  after  every  glance. — Kingslby, 
Charles,  1857,  Two  Yean  Ago. 

My  vu-drvU  happened  to  be  Tom 
Taylor,  who  was  decidedly  the  liveliest 
of  the  company.  Tom  was  a  man  of  thirty- 
eight,  [1857]  or  thereabouts,  rather  tall 
than  short,  well-built,  with  a  strong, 
squarish  face,  black  eyes,  hair,  and 
moustache,  and  a  gay,  cheerful,  wide- 
awake air,  denoting  a  happy  mixture  of 
the  imaginative  and  the  practical  faculties. 
He  was  always  ready  to  join  in  the  laugh, 
and  to  crown  it  by  provoking  another. 
In  fact,  he  showed  so  little  of  English  re- 
serve, so  much  of  unembarrassed  ^erican 
bonhommie,  that  we  ought,  properly,  to 
call  him,  "Our  English  Cousin."— Taylor, 
Bayard,  1862,  Personal  Sketches,  At  Home 
and  Abroad,  Second  Series,  p.  418. 

His  everyday  life  was  as  unlike  that  of 
Claude  Mellot  as  could  be,  for  besides  his 
office  work,  which  was  done  most  punctu- 
ally and  diligently,  he  had  always  a  play 
on  the  stocks,  and  work  for  Punch,  or  the 
magazines,  on  hand.  He  was  at  his  desk 
early  every  morning,  often  at  five  o'clock, 
for  three  hours'  work  before  breakfast, 
after  swallowing  a  cup  of  milk.  And  I 
believe  it  was  tUs  wealth  of  work  of  many 
kinds  which  gave  such  a  zest  to  the  recrea- 
tion at  Eagle  Lodge  on  those  summer 
evenings.  Then,  in  play  hours,  if  the  com- 
pany were  at  all  sympathetic— and  very 
little  company  came  there  which  was  not 
so— he  would  turn  himself  loose,  and  give 
the  rein  to  those  glorious  and  most  genial 
high  spirits,  which  thawed  all  reserves, 
timidities,  and  conventionalities,  and  trans- 
formed all  present  for  the  time  being  into 
a  group  of  rollicking  children  at  play,  with 
our  host  as  showman,  stage  manager, 
chief  tumbler,  leader  of  all  the  revels.  In 
the  power  and  faculty  for  excellent  fooling, 
which  ran  through  every  mood,  from  the 


grotesque  to  the  pathetic,  but  with  no 
faintest  taint  of  coarseness,  or  malice,  or 
unkindliness,  and  of  luring  all  kinds  of 
people  to  join  in  it,  no  one  in  our  day  has 
come  near  him.— Hughes,  Thomas,  1880, 
In  Menwriam,  MacmiUan's  Magazine,  vol. 
42,  p.  298. 

That  Tom  Taylor  realised  and  did  his 
duty  with  conscientiousness  is  certain. 
With  those  fellow-critics  who  were  wont 
to  meet  him  at  the  exhibitions,  and  to 
pursue  with  him  the  dusty  labours  of  the 
press  day,his  minuteness  and  steadiness  were 
proverbial.  Most  of  us  take  in  the  side  of  a 
room  at  a  general  glance,  and  then  proceed 
to  the  further  consideration  of  the  half- 
dozen  pictures  which  for  some  quality  or 
other  have  taken  our  eye;  but  he  gave 
separate  and  deliberate  attention  to  every 
one  without  exception.  It  is  no  exaggera- 
tion to  say  that  he  often  went  through  the 
entire  catalogue  without  missing  a  number, 
and  he  did  his  work  with  so  much  method— 
opera-glass  in  hand,  and  the  case  slung 
across  his  shoulders— that  the  more  erratic 
journalists  who  had  been  excited  by  the 
premonitory  whispers  of  the  studios  to 
make  a  zigzag  flight  through  the  rooms  in 
search  of  excitement,  were  frequently  but 
half  through  their  work  while  he  was 
serenely  finishing  the  last  of  his  last 
hundred,  putting  up  his  glass,  and  ex- 
changing a  serious  nod  with  his  friends, 
or  perhaps  pausing  for  the  first  time  to 
listen  to  the  last  good  thing  which  Mr. 
Sala  might  be  saying  to  a  little  knot  of  less 
business-like  emissaries  of  the  press,  on 
his  way  out.— Oldcastle,  John,  1881, 
Bundles  of  Rue,  Magazine  of  Art,  vol.  4, 
p.  66. 

GENERAL 

The  new  play  at  the  Haymarket  [''Masks 
and  Faces"]  wants  the  scope  and  propor- 
tions of  a  regular  English  comedy,  being  in 
outline  and  structure  of  a  French  cast;  but 
in  character  it  is  English,  in  sentiment 
thoroughly  so,  and  its  language  and  ex- 
pression, whether  of  seriousness  or  humour, 
have  the  tone  at  once  easy  and  earnest 
which  truth  gives  to  scholarship  and  wit. 
— MoRLEY,  Henry,  1852,  Journal  of  a 
London  Playgoer,  Nov.  27,  p.  56. 

Why,  my  dear  old  Tom,  I  never  was 
serious  with  you,  even  when  you  were 
among  us.  Indeed,  I  killed  you,  quite,  as 
who  should  say,  without  seriousness,  "A 
rat!     A  rat!"  you  know,  rather  cursorily. 
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Chaff,  Tom,  as  in  your  present  state  you 
are  beginning  to  perceive,  was  your  fate 
here,  and  doubtless  will  be  throughout 
the  eternity  before  you.  With  ages  at  your 
disposal,  this  truth  will  dimly  dawn  upon 
you;  and  as  you  look  back  upon  this  life, 
perhaps  many  situations  that  you  took 
au  serieux  (art-critic,  who  knows?  ex- 
pounder of  Velasquez,  and  what  not)  will 
explain  themslves  sadly— chaff !  Go  back! . 
—Whistler,  J.  M'Neill,  1879,  The  Gentle 
Art  of  Making  Enemies,  p.  39. 

He  was  very  able  in  many  ways,  as 
scholar,  poet,  critic,  dramatist;  but  we 
have  had  greater  men  than  he  in  our  gener- 
ation in  each  one  of  these  lines,  and  greater 
men  are  left  among  us.  But  where  shall  we 
turn  for  the  man  who  wiU  prove  such  a 
spring  of  pure,  healthy,  buoyant,  and 
Undly  fun  for  the  next,  as  he  has  been  to 
us  for  the  last  thirty  years?— Hughes, 
Thoicas,  1880,  In  Memoriam,  MaemiUan'i 
Magazine,  vol.  42,  p.  298. 

Tom  Taylor  was  not  a  brilliant  critic,  but 
he  was  a  sure  one;  he  had  no  touch  of 
genius  to  guide  him  in  his  verdicts,  but  he 
had  long  training  and  an  infinite  capacity 
for  taking  pains.  There  are  many  artists 
who  can  claim  the  greatest  of  living  art- 
critics^Ur.  Ruskin — as  the  foster-father 
of  their  art;  his  writing  has  inspu*ed  the 
first  efforts  which  his  criticism  afterwards 
corrected.  Tom  Taylor  did  not  inspire, 
because  he  did  not  create;  but  in  his  meas- 
ure he  did  much  to  discover  and  encourage 
talent  in  the  young  and  the  obscure;  and 
there  are  several  artists,  who  can  remember 
the  delight  with  which  they  read  the  good 
word  in  the  Times  about  their  earliest 
exhibited  productions.  On  the  other  hand, 
Tom  Taylor  was  fearless,  as  Mr.  Ruskin 
has  been  fearless,  to  condemn  what  he 
thought  deserved  to  be  condemned.— 
Oldcastle,  John,  1881,  Bundles  of  Rue, 
Magazine  of  Art,  vol.  4,  p.  66. 

That  the  idea  of  making  Peg  Wofllngton 
the  heroine  of  a  play  was  exclusively 
Charles  Reade's;  that  the  shaping  of  the 
play  into  the  form  in  which  it  was  finally 
produced  was  Tom  Taylor's.  But  that  the 
credit  of  the  play  should  be  equally  divided 
between  the  two  authors,  as  each  brought 
to  the  work  qualities  and  powers  peculiarly 
his  own,  the  ultimate  result  being  the  pro- 
duction of  certainly  one  of  the  very  best 
and  finished  come<Ues  of  modem  times. — 
Taylor,  Arnold,  1886,  Letter,  Oct.  11; 


Charles  Reade  by  Charles  L.,  and  Rev.  Comp- 
tan  Reade,  p.  193. 

Worthy  to  rank  with  Mr.  Wills  as  a 
poetical  dramatist,  is  Mr.  Tom  Taylor^ 
who  is  at  once  the  most  successful  writer 
of  his  class,  with  only  one  exception,  and 
the  bite  noir  of  a  large  clique  of  critics. 
Mr.  Taylor  is  less  original  but  m<)re  diverse— 
less  happy,  but  more  careful,  than  Mr. 
Wills;  and  his  dialogue,  though  bald  like 
most  modem  dialogue,  is  more  apt  and  to 
the  purpose.  I  am  certainly  not  among 
those  gentlemen  who  deny  Mr.  Taylor  the 
merit  of  originality;  on  the  contrary,  I 
believe  his  talents  are  underrated,  simply 
because  a  foolish  and  erroneous  idea  has 
been  circulated  as  to  his  indebtedness  to 
foreign  sources.  To  my  mind  he  has 
seldom  or  never  exceeded  the  allowable 
privileges  of  a  dramatist,  and  almost  all 
his  success  is  due  to  dramatic  faculties 
and  instincts  entirely  his  own.  He  is  the 
author  of  some  of  the  very  brightest  pieces 
of  the  day,  and  if  in  his  historical  and 
poetical  productions  he  has  failed  to  main- 
tain a  high  level  of  literary  excellence,  he 
has  merely  failed  in  conmion  with  almost 
all  caterers  for  the  modern  stage.— 
Buchanan,  Robert,  1886,  The  Modem 
Stage,  A  Look  Round  lAterature,  p.  253. 

Tom  Taylor  was  a  ripe,  classical  scholar, 
and  an  admirable  playwright;  he  was  es- 
sentially clever,  just,  and  upright,  but  he 
was  not  very  much  gifted  with  either  wit 
or  humoiu*  m  the  tme  sense  of  the  term. 
Beyond  his  exceedingly  droll  "Adventures 
of  an  Unprotected  Female,"  I  cannot  recall 
any  Punch  contributions  of  his  which  were 
absolutely  comic;  and,  being  altogether 
bereft  of  an  ear  for  music,  the  poetry 
on  which  he  occasionally  ventured  was, 
as  a  rule,  deplorably  cacophonous.— Sala, 
George  Augustus,  1895,  Life  and  Adven- 
tures, vol.  n,  p.  246. 

He  essayed  almost  every  department  of 
the  drama,  but  made  his  chief  success  in 
domestic  comedy.  His  mastery  of  stage- 
craft was  great,  and  many  of  his  pieces  still 
keep  the  boards;  but  he  lacked  dramatic 
genius  or  commanding  power  of  expression. 
—Kent,  Charles,  1898,  Dictionary  of 
National  Biography,  vol.  LV,  p.  473. 

Original  writers  were  perpetually  snubbed 
and  Tom  Taylor,  a  very  able  writer,  and  as 
quick  as  lightning,  was  glad  enough  to 
accept  £150  down  for  the  most  successful 
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melodrama  of  our  time,  ''The  Ticket-of- 
Leave  Man/'  because  it  was  adapted,  and 
very  well  adapted  too,  from  a  fine  play  by 
Brisebarre  and  Nus,called  ''Leonard/'  and 
went  cheap  for  the  very  good  reason  that 


there  was  no  protection  for  stolen  goods, 
and  any  manager  could  employ  a  hack 
writer  to  give  him  another  version  of 
"Leonard/'— Scott,  Clement,  1899,  Tkt 
Drama  of  Yesterday  and  Today,  vol.  I,  p.  474. 


James  Hobinson  Planclie 

1796-1880 
Bom,  in  London,  27  Feb.  1796.  Articled  to  a  bookseller,  1810.  Upwards  of  seventy  dra- 
matic pieces  produced,  1818-71.  Married  Elizabeth  St.  George,  26  April,  1821.  F.  S.  A., 
24  Dec.  1829  to  1852.  Rouge  Croix  Pursuivi»nt  at  Arms,  Heralds'  Coll.,  13  Feb.  1854; 
Somerset  Herald,  7  June  1866.  Civil  List  Pension,  June  1871.  Died,  in  Chelsea,  SOBIay, 
1880.  Works:  [exclusive  of  a  number  of  dramas,  burlesques,  and  extravaganzas,  mostly 
printed  in  "Lacy's  Acting  Edition  of  Plays,"  or  in  Cumberland's  or  Duncombe's  "British 
Theatre"]:  "Costumes  of  Shakespeare's  King  John"  (5  pts.),  1823-25;  "Shere  Afkun," 
1823;  "Descent  of  the  Danube,"  1828;  "History  of  British  Costumes,"  1834;  "A  Cata- 
logue of  the  collection  of  Ancient  Arms  ...  the  property  of  Bernard  Brocas,"  1834; 
"Continental  Gleaning"  [1836?];  "Regal  Records,"  1838;  "Souvenir  of  the  Bal  Costum^ 
...  at  Buckingham  Palace,"  1843;  "The  Pursuivant  of  Arms,"  1852;  "A  Corner  of 
Kent,"  1864;  'Tieces  of  Pleasantry  for  Private  Performance"  [1868];  "Recollections  and 
Reflections,"  (2  vols.),  1872;  "William  with  the  Ring,"  1873;  "The  Conqueror  and  his 
Companions"  (2  vols.),'1874;  "A  Cyclopaedia  of  Costume"  (2  vols.),  1876-79;  "Sugges- 
tions for  establishing  an  English  Art  Theatre,"  1879;  "Extravanganzas,"  ed.  by  T.  fTD. 
Croker  and  S.  Tucker  (5  vols.),  1879;  "Songs  and  Poems,"  1881.  He  translated:  Hoff- 
man's "Kmg  Nutcracker,"  1853;  Countess  d'Aulnoy's  "Fairy  Tales,"  1855;  "Four-and- 
twenty  Fairy  Tales  selected  from  those  of  Perrault,  etc., "  1858;  and  edited:  H.  Clark's  "  In- 
troduction to  Heraldry,"  1866.— Sharp,  R.  Farquharson,  1897,  A  Dictionary  of  English 
Authors,  p.  228. 

an  enemy;  and  though  many  of  his  con- 
temporaries might  be  named  whose  literary 
fame  is  greater,  how  few  have  caused  more 
amusement!  He  was,  moreover,  fortunate 
in  being  associated  with  Madame  Vestris, 
who  seemed  to  be  created  to  embody  upon 
the  stage,  and  even  to  give  additional 
charm  to  his  refined  and  elegant  burlesques. 
— Ballantine,  William,  1882,  Some  Ex- 
periences of  a  Barrister's  Life,  vol.  l,  p.  284. 


PERSONAL 

This  active  spirit,  so  varied  in  accom- 
plishments, so  deeply  imbued  with  taste, 
so  full  of  sweet  and  genial  fancy,  has  at 
last  passed  away.  The  latter  part  of  his 
life  was  unfortunately  embittered  bv 
family  misfortune.  But  he  bravely  took 
to  his  home  a  widowed  daughter  and  eight 
children,  for  whose  sake  he  stUl  toiled, 
and  struggled  with  manly  fortitude  and 
Christian  kindliness.  Suffering,  also,  from 
excruciating  disease,  was  hard  to  bear  in 
his  old  days.  But  his  genial  spirit  still 
shone  forth  throughout  aJl.— Simpson,  J. 
Palgrave,  1880,  James  Robinson  PlanehS, 
The  Theatre,  vol.  5,  p.  99. 

It  is  only  very  recently  that  a  well-known 
face  is  missing  from  the  tables  of  those  who 
love  the  society  of  artists,  and,  old  as  he 
was  when  he  passed  away  from  the  scenes 
of  his  successes,  his  death  caused  surprise, 
for  he  had  looked  for  so  many  years  the 
same,  his  cheery  spirits  never  seemed  to 
flag,  and  he  appeared  to  have  defied  the 
inevitable.  This  was  Planchg.  I  knew 
him  well  and  met  him  often.  I  suppose  that 
in  his  long  journey  through  life,  although 
he  met  witii  great  successes,  he  never  made 


Planchg  was,  when  I  first  knew  him,  a 
little  bent,  bowed,  and  shrivelled  old  gen- 
tleman, who  in  a  second  could  twist  his 
features  so  as  to  resemble  a  chattering 
monkey.  He'  was  one  of  the  old  school 
of  good  manners,  obviously  a  courtier,  and 
at  times  a  veritable  "pocket  Polonius." — 
Scott,  Clement,  1899,  The  Drama  of 
Yesterday  and  To-day,  vol.  n,  p.  11. 

GENERAL 

Whatever  the  origin  of  Planchfi's  pieces, 
there  can  be  no  doubt  that  he  exercised  a 
considerable  influence  on  the  English  stage. 
The  two  most  characteristic  qualities  of  his 
writings  were  taste  and  elegance.  Breadth 
of  tone  in  comedy— power  which  might  in 
most  cases  have  been  justly  looked  on  as 


JAMES  ROBINSON  PLANCH6 


217 


fustian,  and  sentiment  which  chiefly 
displayed  itself  in  maudlin  clap-trap— 
had  been  the  main  attributes  and  aims  of 
most  of  the  dramatists  of  the  first  quarter 
of  the  century.  Planch^  introduced  into 
his  works  elements  which  gave  a  fresh 
direction  to  the  comedy  writers  of  the 
period.  True,  they  were  redolent  of  hair- 
powder  and  bedecked  with  patches;  but 
they  had  a  pleasant  smack  of  elegance  and 
grace;  and,  although  not  displaying  the 
breadth  of  low  comedy,  the  tendency  to 
fine  heavily-phrased  writing,  or  the  plati- 
tudes of  artificial  sentiment  which  were  the 
prevailing  characteristics  of  most  of  his 
immediate  predecessors,  they  were  ac- 
cepted with  delight  by  the  public.  In 
adopting  and  adapting  French  models  he 
had  imbued  hinoself  with  the  spirit  of  the 
French  school,  and  almost  founded  a  new 
school  of  his  own.  "The  natural,"  some- 
what heightened  in  colour  by  the  stage 
rouge,  which  is  more  or  less  necessary  te  all 
dramatic  doings,  and  the  due  proportions 
of  which  were  well  taught  by  his  foreign 
prototypes,  took  the  place  of  stereotyped 
artificiality.— Simpson,  J.  Palgravb,  1880, 
Jamez  Robimon  PlanchS,  The  Theatre^  vol. 
5,  p.  96. 

In  the  first  years  of  the  reign  of  Victoria 
the  stage  had  in  Mr.  James  Robinson 
Planch^,  a  delightful  writer  of  brilliant 
extravaganzas,  fairy  pieces  with  grace  of 
invention  and  treatment,  and  with  ingenu- 
ity and  beauty  in  the  manner  of  present- 
ment. ...  Mr.  Planch^  distinguished  him- 
self as  a  student  of  ancient  life  and  manners, 
whose  antiquarian  knowledge,  joined  to 
his  good  taste,  made  him  a  valuable  coun- 
sellor upon  all  points  of  dramatic  costume. 
— MoRLEY,  Henry,  1881, 0/  English  Literor 
iure  in  the  Reign  of  Victoria  With  a  Olance 
at  the  Pott,  p.  U9. 

He  was  an  assiduous  student  of  archae- 
ology ...  A  great  deal  that  Planch6 
has  written  is  not  literature.  In  even  his 
best  comedies  his  style  can  hardly  be  called 
brilliant,  while  his  characters  are  drawn  on 
more  or  less  conventional  lines.  But  the 
dialogue  is  dramatically  effective  and  the 
plots  are  neatly  constructed.  The  im- 
broglio in  "The  Follies  of  a  Night"  (per- 
haps the  mostenterteiningof  his  comedies), 
is  managed  with  delightful  address.  It  is 
in  his  extravaganzas,  however,  that  his 
peculiar  talent  shines  out  most  brightly. 
These  little  pieces  cannot  properly  be  de- 


scribed as  burlesques.  Their  writer  had  a 
vein  of  poetry  as  well  as  a  frolic  wit;  he 
never  stooped  to  v\ilgarity  or  brainless  buf- 
foonery. He  adhered  as  closely  as  he  could 
to  the  lines  of  the  old  stories  which  he  cast 
into  dramatic  form.  His  fairy  plays  are 
brimful  of  humour  and  graceful  fancy, 
ringing  with  mirth  and  music,  lightly 
touched  here  and  there  with  the  colours 
of  romance.  There  blows  through  them  a 
breath  from  the  country  over  the  hills  and 
far  away,  not,  it  is  true,  from  the  moon- 
light-coloured dreamland  of  the  olden 
fairy  poetry,  but  from  the  powdered  and 
perfumed  and  delightfully  modish  world 
of  gruff,  bluff  kings,  and  bombastic  chan- 
cellors, and  foppish  wiseacres,  and  shrewish 
queens,  and  machinating  cooks,  and  charm- 
ing oppressed  princesses,  and  town-witted 
elves— the  world  into  which  Thackeray 
leads  us  when  he  introduces  us  to  Rosidba 
and  Bulbo.— Whyte,  Walter,  1894,  The 
Poets  and  the  Poetry  of  the  Century,  Humour, 
Society,  Parody  and  Occasional  Verse,  ed. 
MUes,  pp.  218, 220. 

From  1818  onward  Planch^  was  the 
author,  adapter,  translator,  and  what  not, 
of  innumerable— they  certainly  run  to 
hundreds— dramatic  pieces  of  every  pos- 
sible sort  from  regular  plays  to  sheer 
extravaganzas.  He  was  happiest  perhaps 
in  the  lighter  and  freer  kinds,  having  a 
pleasant  and  never  vulgar  style  of  jocular- 
ity, a  fair  lyrical  gift,  and  the  indefinable 
knowledge  of  what  is  a  play.  But  he 
stands  only  on  the  verge  of  literature  proper, 
and  the  propriety,  indeed  the  necessity, 
of  including  him  here  is  the  strongest 
possible  evidence  of  the  poverty  of  dra- 
matic literature  in  our  period.  It  would 
indeed  only  be  possible  to  extend  this 
chapter  much  by  including  men  who  have 
no  real  claim  to  appear,  and  who  would 
too  forcibly  suggest  the  hired  guests  of  story, 
introduced  in  order  to  avoid  a  too  obtrusive 
confession  of  the  absence  of  guests  entitled 
to  be  present.— Saintsbury,  George, 
1896,  A  History  of  Nineteenth  Century 
LUerature,  p.  423. 

More  graceful  extravaganzas  than  those 
written  for  the  Lyceum  by  Planch6  were 
never  seen  on  any  stage.  The  versification 
was  always  neat  and  admirable,  the 
rhyming  faultless,  and  the  puns  of  the 
very  best  kind.— Scott,  Clement,  1899, 
The  Drama  of  Yesterday  and  To^y,  vol. 
n,  p.  190. 
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1802-1880 

Born  in  Medford,  Mass.,  11th  February,  1802.  Her  father  was  David  Francis.  Lydia 
was  assisted  in  her  early  studies  by  her  brother,  Convers  Francis,  who  was  afterwards  pro- 
fessor of  theology  in  Harvard  College.  ..  .  She  studied  in  the  public  schools  and  one  year  in  a 
seminary.  In  1814  she  went  to  Norridgewock,  Maine,  to  live  with  her  married  sister.  She 
remained  there  several  years  and  then  returned  to  Watertown,  'Mass.,  to  live  with  her 
brother.  He  encouraged  her  literary  aspirations,  and  in  his  study  she  wrote  her  first  story, 
"  Hobomok, "  which  was  published  in  1823.  It  proved  successful,  and  she  next  published 
"Rebels,"  which  ran  quickly  through  several  editions.  She  then  brought  out  in  rapid 
succession  ''The  Mother's  Book,"  wMch  ran  through  eight  American,  twelve  English  and 
one  German  editions,  "The  Girl's  Book,"  the  "History  of  Women,"  and  the  "Frugal 
Housewife"  which  passed  through  thirty-five  editions.  In  1826  she  commenced  to  pub- 
lish her  "  Juvenile  tGscellany . "  In  1828  she  became  the  wife  of  David  Lee  Child,  a  lawyer, 
and  they  settled  in  Boston,  Mass.  In  1831  they  became  interested  in  the  anti-slavery 
movement,  and  both  took  an  active  part  in  the  agitation  that  followed.  Mr.  Child  was 
one  of  the  leaders  of  the  anti-slavery  party.  In  1^3  Mrs.  Child  published  her  "Appeal  in 
Behalf  of  that  Class  of  Americans  Called  Africans. "  Its  appearance  served  to  cut  her  off 
from  the  friends  and  admirers  of  her  youth.  Social  and  literary  circles  shut  their  doors  to  her. 
The  sales  of  her  books  and  subscriptions  to  her  magazines  fell  off,  and  her  life  became  one  of 
battle.  Through  it  all  she  bore  herself  with  patience  and  courage,  and  she  threw  herself 
into  the  movement  with  all  her  powers.  While  engaged  in  that  memorable  battle,  she 
found  time  to  produce  her  lives  of  Madame  Roland  and  Baroness  de  Stael,  and  her  Greek 
romance  "Philothea."  She,  with  her  husband,  supervised  editorially  the  Anti'Slaverg 
Standard,  in  which  she  published  her  admirable  "  Letters  from  New  York. "  During  those 
troubled  times  she  prepared  her  three-volume  work  on  "The  Progress  of  Religious  Ideas." 
She  lived  in  New  York  City  with  her  husband  from  1840  to  1844,  when  she  removed  to 
Wayland,  Mass.,  where  she  died  20th  October,  1880.    Her  Anti-Slavery  writings  aided 

Eowerfully  in  bringing  about  the  overthrow  of  slavery,  and  she  lived  to  see  a  reversal  of  the 
ostile  opinions  that  greated  her  first  plea  for  the  negroes.  Her  books  are  numerous.  Be- 
sides those  already  mentioned  the  most  important  are  "Flowers  for  ChUdren"  (3  volumes 
1844-46) ; "  Fact  and  Fiction  "  (1846) ; "  The  Power  of  Kindness  "  (1851) ; "  Isaac  T.  Hopper, 
A  True  Life  "  (1853) ;  "Autumnal  Leaves  "  (1856) ; "  Looking  Towards  Sunset "  (1864) ; "  The 
Freedman's  Book"  (1865);  "Miria"  (1867),  and  "Aspirations  of  the  World"  (1878).  .  .  . 
A  volume  of  her  letters,  with  an  introduction  by  John  Greenleaf  Whittier  and  an  appendix 
by  Wendell  PhUlips,  was  published  in  Boston  in  1882.— Moijlton,  Charles  Wells, 
1893,  A  Woman  of  the  Century,  ed.  WUlard  and  Livermore,  p.  173. 


PERSONAL 

Mrs.  C!hild,  casually  observed,  has  noth- 
ing particularly  striking  in  her  personal 
appearance.  One  would  pass  her  in  the 
street  a  dozen  times  without  notice.  She 
is  low  in  stature  and  slightly  framed. 
Her  complexion  is  florid;  eyes  and  hair  are 
dark;  features  in  general  diminutive. 
The  expression  of  her  countenance,  when 
animated,  is  highly  intellectual.  Her  dress 
is  usually  plain,  not  even  neat — an3rthing 
but  fashionable.  Her  bearing  needs  ex- 
citement to  impress  it  with  life  and  dignity. 
She  is  of  that  order  of  beings  who  are  them- 
selves only  on  "great  occasions."— PoE, 
Edgar  Allan,  1846,  Lydia  M.  Child,  The 
LiteraH,  Works  of  Edgar  Allan  Poe,  ed, 
Stedman  and  Woodberry,  vol.  vm,  p. 
114. 


There  comes  Philothea,  her  face  all  aglow, 

She  has  just  been  dividing  some  poor  creature's 
woe, 

And  can't  tell  which  pleases  her  more,  to  relieve 

His  want,  or  his  story  to  hear  and  believe; 

No  doubt  against  many  deep  griefs  she  pre- 
vails. 

For  her  ear  is  the  refuge  of  destitute  tales; 

She  knows  well  tliat  silence  is  sorrow's  best 
food, 

And  that  talking  draws  off  from  the  heart  its 
black  blood, 

So  she'll  listen  with  patience  and  let  you  un- 
fold 

Your  bundle  of  rags  as  'twere  piire  cloth  of 
gold, 

Which,  indeed,  it  all  turns  to  as  soon  as  she's 
touched  it, 

And  (to  borrow  a  phrase  from  the  nursery) 
mucked  it. 

—Lowell,  Jambs  Russell,  1848,  A  Fable 
for  Critics. 
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A  dear  lovable  woman,  welcome  at  a 
sick  bedside;  as  much  in  place  there  as 
when  facing  an  angry  nation;  contented 
in  the  home  she  made;  the  loyal  friend; 
such  ingenuity  in  devising  ways  to  help 
you;  the  stalwart  fidelity  of  friendship, 
rare  in  these  easy  going,  half-and-half, 
non-committal  days;  such  friendship  as 
allowed  no  word  of  disparagement,  no 
doubt  of  a  friend's  worth,  to  insult  her 
presence.  A  wise  counsellor,  one  who 
made  your  troubles  hers  and  pondered 
thoughtfully  before  she  spoke  her  hearty 
word.  We  feel  we  have  lost  one  who  would 
have  stood  by  us  in  trouble,  a  shield.  She 
was  the  kind  of  woman  one  would  choose 
to  represent  woman's  entrance  into  broader 
life.  Modest,  womanly,  simple,  sincere, 
solid,  real,  loyal;  to  be  trusted;  equal  to 
affairs  and  yet  above  them;  mother-wit 
ripened  by  careful  training,  and  enriched 
witii  the  lore  of  ages;  a  companion  with 
the  pass-word  of  every  science  and  all 
literatures;  a  hand  ready  for  fire-side  help 
and  a  mystic  loving  to  wander  on  the 
edge  of  the  actual  reaching  up  and  out  into 
the  infinite  and  the  unfathomable;  so  that 
life  was  lifted  to  romance,  to  heroism  and 
the  loftiest  faith.  May  we  almost  have  a 
faith  that  is  almost  sight.  How  joyful  to 
remember,  dear  friend,  your  last  counsel, 
the  words  you  thought  spirit  hands  had 
traced  for  your  epitaph:  "You  think  us 
dead.  We  are  not  dead ;  we  are  the  living.'' 
^Phillips,  Wendell,  1880,  Remarkt  ai 
ihe  Funeral  of  Lydia  Maria  Child,  Od.  23, 
p.  268. 

She  bid  fair  to  be  the  most  popular 
authoress  in  America,  and  her  recorded 
publications  show  a  continuous  production 
of  books  and  pamphlets  from  1824  to  1878, 
ranging  from  works  of  the  imagination  to 
cookery-books,  from  New  England  history 
to  the  history  of  religions,  from  juvenile 
periodicals  (the  first  ever  established)  to 
political  tracts.  It  is  well  known  that  her 
open  association  with  the  abolitionists, 
following  her  husband's  example,  cost  her 
her  literary  popularity  at  one  blow,  and 
made  literary  ambition  seem  despicable 
to  her,  though  it  may  be  thought  strange 
that  the  author  of  "Hobomok,"  "The 
Rebels,"  and  "Philothea"  was  not  led  to 
produce  an  anti-slavery  romance  antici- 
pating "Uncle  Tom's  Cabin."— Garbison, 
W.  P.,  1883,  Mn.  Child's  Letters,  The 
NaHm,voL36,p.SS. 


Thenceforth  her  life  was  a  battle;  a  con- 
stant rowing  hard  against  the  stream  of 
popular  prejudice  and  hatred.  And  through 
it  all— pecuniary  privation,  loss  of  friends 
and  position,  the  painfulness  of  being 
suddenly  thrust  from  "the  still  air  of  de- 
lightful studies"  into  the  bitterest  and 
sternest  controversy  of  the  age— she  bore 
herself  with  patience,  fortitude,  and  un- 
shaken reliance  upon  the  justice  and  ulti- 
mate triumph  of  the  cause  she  had  espoused. 
Her  pen  was  never  idle.  Wherever  there 
was  a  brave  word  to  be  spoken,  her  voice 
was  heard,  and  never  without  effect.  It  is 
not  exaggeration  to  say  that  no  man  or 
woman  at  that  period  rendered  more 
substantial  service  to  the  cause  of  freedom, 
or  made  such  a  "great  renunciation"  in 
doing  it.  A  practical  philanthropist,  she 
had  the  courage  of  her  convictions,  and 
from  the  first  was  no  mere  closet  moralist, 
or  sentimental  bewailer  of  the  woes  of 
humanity.  She  was  the  Samaritan  stoop- 
ing over  the  wounded  Jew.  She  calmly 
and  unflinchingly  took  her  place  by  the 
side  of  the  despised  slave  and  free  man  of 
color,  and  in  word  and  act  protested 
against  the  cruel  prejudice  which  shut  out 
its  victims  from  the  rights  and  privileges 
of  American  citizens.  Her  philanthropy 
had  no  taint  of  fanaticism;  throughout 
the  long  struggle,  in  which  she  was  a 
prominent  actor,  she  kept  her  fine  sense 
of  humor,  good  taste,  and  sensibility  to 
the  beautiful  in  art  and  nature. — Whittier, 
John  Greenleaf,  1883,  ed.  Letters  of 
Lydia  Maria  Child,  Biographical  Intro- 
duetian,  p.  ix. 

The  impulse  which  Miss  Edgeworth  gave 
to  juvenile  literature  has  never  died  out, 
and  we  pass  naturally  with  it  to  the  life  of 
her  who  issued  in  America  the  first  chil- 
dren's magazine.  "Here  comes  PhDothea, 
her  face  all  aglow."  And  these  half-quiz- 
zical lines  give  us  a  far  better  idea  of  Mrs. 
Child  than  the  very  unlike  portrait  to  be 
seen  in  these  letters.  Of  all  beautiful 
women,  Mrs.  Child  was  perhaps  the  most 
beautiful  to  those  who  loved  her;  and  this 
not  so  much  on  account  of  the  exquisite 
form  and  color  of  the  mask  she  wore  as 
because  the  soul  took  such  triumphant 
possession  of  her  whole  body.  Her  com- 
plexion had  the  delicacy  and  freshness  of 
the  "apple-blossoms,"  of  which  her  brother, 
Dr.  Francis,  once  said,  as  he  might  have 
said  of  her,  that  they  seemed  "more  and 
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more  beautiful"  every  year  of  his  life. 
Her  eyes  glowed  with  a  warm  fire  or 
danced  with  childlike  merriment;  and, 
when  her  hair  was  as  white  as  snow,  it 
still  reminded  us  of  the  rippling  brown 
curls  which  fell  from  her  open  brow  when 
she  first  became  a  wife.  Her  whole  being 
was  fired  with  a  sacred  enthusiasm,  which 
was  not  only  felt  by  herself,  but  was 
evident  to  others,  as  pervading  her  to  her 
very  fingers'  ends. — Dall,  Caroline  H., 
1883,  Lydia  Maria  CkUd,  Christian  Re- 
view, vol.  19,  p.  519. 

In  religious  matters  she  did  not  identify 
herself  with  any  local  society,  or  anything 
strictly  denominational.  She  attended 
Dr.  Sears's  preaching,  because  she  liked 
the  man,  but  was  in  full  sympathy,  we 
judge,  with  only  her  own  standard  of 
faith.  In  earlier  life  she  was  nominally  a 
Swedenborgian.  .  .  .  Whether  at  home 
or  abroad,  she  was  plainly  dressed.  This 
may  have  been  through  a  slight  oddity  or 
eccentricity,  and  a  reluctance  to  appear 
extravagant.  She  was  especially  peculiar 
in  what  she  wore  on  her  head.  The  writer 
recently  held  in  his  hands  two  bonnets,  the 
last  ones  worn  by  Mrs.  Child.  They  were 
almost  alike,  and  evidently  the  old  was  not 
exchanged  for  the  new  because  of  change 
in  the  style.  .  .  .  She  received  company 
at  her  house  with  characteristic  simplicity, 
and  with  a  warmth  which  made  one  feel 
welcome.— Hudson,  Alfred  Sereno,  1890, 
The  Home  of  Lydia  Maria  Child,  New 
England  Magazine,  vol.  8,  pp.  412, 413. 

She  was  not  a  beautiful  girl  in  the  ordinary 
sense;  but  her  complexion  was  good,  her 
eyes  very  bright,  her  mouth  expressive  and 
her  teeth  fine.  She  had  a  good  deal  of  wit, 
liked  to  use  it,  and  did  use  it  upon  Mr. 
Child,  who  was  a  frequent  visitor,  but  her 
deportment  was  always  maidenly  and 
lady-like.  .  .  .  Inmiediately  after  their 
marriage  they  went  to  house-keeping  in  a 
very  small  house  in  Boston,  most  plainly 
furnished  by  the  little  money  which  Mrs. 
Child  had  saved  out  of  her  literary  earn- 
ings. I  dined  with  her  once  in  that  very 
humble  home.  She  kept  no  servant,  and 
did  her  own  cooking.  She  had  prepared  a 
savory  dish,  consisting  of  a  meat-pie, 
perhaps  mutton,  baked  in  a  small  oven, 
and  there  were  roasted  or  baked  potatoes, 
and  a  baked  Indian  pudding.  Mr.  Child 
came  in  to  the  two  o'clock  dinner,  breezy, 
cheerful,  and  energetic  as  ever.    There  was 


no  dessert,  and  no  wine,  no  beverage  of  any 
kind  but  water,  not  even  a  cup  of  tea  or 
coffee.  This  was  the  beginning  of  the 
married  life  of  Lydia  Maria  Child,  a  woman 
of  genius,  who,  in  a  worldly  point  of  view, 
ought  to  have  had  a  different  lot,  but  who 
never  faltered  or  failed  in  her  duty  to 
her  husband,  and  who  was,  beyond  all 
doubt,  perfectly  happy  in  her  relations 
with  him  through  their  long  lives.— 
Curtis,  George  Ticknor,  1890,  Reminii- 
eenees  of  N.  P.  WiUis  and  Lydia  Maria  Child, 
Harper's  Magazine,  vol  81,  pp.  719, 720. 

I  saw  her  only  twice,  but  she  impressed 
me  as  a  strong  and  lofty  personality,  so 
far  above  the  usual  social  human  being 
that  her  solitude  and  the  sparseness  of  her 
environment  seemed  to  partake  of  the 
character  of  luxuries  which  most  of  us 
were  unfit  to  share.— Phelps,  Elizabeth 
Stuart,  1896,  Chapters  from  a  Life,  p.  182. 

GENERAL 
We  are  glad  to  see  that  the  author  of 
"Hobomok,"  whom  we  understand  to  be  a 
lady,  has  resumed  her  pen.  That  interest- 
ing little  tale  made  its  way  to  the  public 
favor  solely  by  its  own  merits,  and  was 
scarcely  noticed  by  our  critics,  till  their 
opinions  had  been  rendered  of  littie  con- 
sequence by  the  decision  of  the  literary 
community.  Whatever  objections  may  be 
made  to  the  mode  in  which  the  story  is 
conducted,  and  the  catastrophe  produced, 
it  cannot  be  denied,  that  these  faults  are 
abundantiy  redeemed  by  beauties  of  no 
ordinary  value.  In  graphic  descriptions 
of  scenery,  in  forcible  delineations  of 
character,  in  genuine  pathos,  we  think 
''Hobomok"  may  be  safely  compared 
with  any  work  of  fiction,  which  our  country 
has  produced.  .  .  .  The  author  has  paid 
the  usual  price  of  an  early  reputation,  that 
of  being  compelled  to  use  redoubled 
exertions  in  order  to  prevent  it  from 
fading.  We  cannot  venture  to  say,  that 
her  laurels  have  lost  none  of  their  freshness 
by  the  present  attempt,  ["The  Rebels"] 
but  on  the  other  hand,  we  think  that  her 
failure  is  only  a  partial  one,  and  that  it  may 
be  ascribed  to  other  causes  than  want  of 
ability.  .  .  .  The  narrative  is  greatiy  de- 
ficient in  simplicity  and  unity,  and  is  not 
so  much  one  story  as  a  number  of  separate 
stories,  not  interwoven,  but  loosely  tied 
together.— Gray,  J.  C,  1826,  The  Rebels, 
North  American  Review,  vol  22,  pp.  400, 
401,  402. 
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This  Iftdy  has  long  been  before  the  public 
as  an  author,  with  much  success.  And  she 
well  deserves  it,— for  in  all  her  works  we 
think  that  nothing  can  be  found,  which 
does  not  commend  itself  by  its  tone  of 
healthy  morality,  and  generally  by  its  ffood 
sense.  Few  female  writers,  if  any,  nave 
done  more  or  better  things  for  our  litera- 
ture, in  its  lighter  or  graver  departments. 
She  has  continued  to  render  herself  popular 
in  fiction  and  fact;  to  be  graceful  alike  in 
telling  a  village  story,  and  in  giving  a 
receipt  for  the  kitchen;  to  be  at  home  in 
the  prose  and  poetry  of  life;  in  short,  to  be 
just  the  woman  we  want  for  the  mothers 
and  daughters  of  the  present  generation. 
We  have  long  watched  the  course  of  Mrs. 
Child,  and  in  general,  with  satisfaction. 
Sometimes  we  Juive  been  more  than  satis- 
fied,— we  have  admired  her.— Mellen,  G., 
1833,  Works  of  Mrs.  ChM,  NorOi  American 
Review,  vol.  37,  p.  139. 

I  am  fully  aware  of  the  unpopularity  of 
the  task  I  have  undertaken;  but  though  I 
expect  ridicule  and  censure,  I  do  not  fear 
them.  A  few  years  hence  the  opinion  of  the 
world  will  be  a  matter  in  which  I  shall  have 
not  even  the  most  transient  interest;  but 
this  book  will  be  abroad  on  its  mission  of 
humanity  long  after  the  hand  that  wrote 
it  is  mingling  with  the  dust.  Should  it  be 
the  means  of  advancing  even  one  single 
hour  the  inevitable  progress  of  truth  and 
justice,  I  would  not  exchange  the  con- 
sciousness for  all  Rothschild's  wealth  or  Sir 
Walter's  fame.— Child,  Ltdu  Maru,  1833, 
Appeal  in  behalf  of  that  doss  of  Americans 
eaUed  Africans,  Preface. 

Mrs.  Child  has  some  intellectual  traits, 
which  are  well  suited  to  success  in  this  field 
of  literary  enterprise.  She  has  a  vigorous 
and  exuberant  imagination,  and  an  accu- 
rate eye  for  beauty  of  form.  She  under- 
stands the  harmonious  construction  of 
language,  and  can  describe  both  nature 
and  sodety  with  liveliness  and  truth. 
Her  style,  in  its  general  character,  is  rich 
and  eloquent;  abounding  in  brilliant  turns 
and  fanciful  illustrations.  It  is  generally 
simple,  energetic,  and  impressive,  but 
sometimes  it  is  too  dazzling.  In  fact,  the 
copiousness  of  her  imagination,  and  the 
ardor  of  her  feelings,  which  lend  such  power 
to  her  enthusiastic  eloquence,  in  a  measure 
injure  her  style  for  classical  novel-writing. 
— Felton,  C.  C,  1837,  Philothea,  North 
American  Review,  vol.  44,  pp.  77, 79. 


Mrs.  Child  has  sent  me  a  Book,  "Philo- 
thea,"  and  a  most  magnanimous  epbtle. 
I  have  answered  as  I  could.  The  Book  is 
beautiful,  but  of  a  hectic  beauty;  to  me  not 
pleasant,  even  fatal-looking.  Such  things 
grow  not  in  the  ground,  on  mother  earth's 
honest  bosom,  but  in  hothouses,— Senti- 
mental-Calvinist  fire  traceable  underneath  I 
— Carlylb,  Thomas,  1838,  To  Emerson, 
June  15;  Correspondence  of  Carlyle  and 
Emerson,  ed.  Norton,  vol.  I,  p.  169. 

There  is  a  vivacious  naturahiess  about 
the  book,  ["Letters  from  New  York"] 
compassing  even  its  oddities,  covering  up 
its  minor  defects  of  rhetoric,  that  to  one 
like  ourselves,  tired  with  the  heat  and  dust 
of  this  dry  September,  is  refreshing  as  an 
April  shower.  At  times,  too,  there  are 
scattered  up  and  down  over  the  letters 
little  eloquent  apostrophes,  which,  if  we 
liken  its  general  vivacity  to  a  shower,  may 
in  sequence  be  likened  to  an  iced  draught 
of  the  pure  element.  We  have  not  even 
now  said  what  we  might  say,  that  there  is 
an  extravagant  tone  pervading  the  whole, 
which  being  at  once  natural  and  graceful 
in  the  writer,  we  can  by  no  means  con- 
demn; but  the  same  being  strange  and 
unsuited  to  a  running  comment  upon 
practical  matters,  and  such  occasionally 
are  sublimed  by  the  writer's  touch,  we 
cannot  wholly  praise.  .  .  .  One  word  more, 
and  a  kind  one,  to  Mrs.  Child.  We  wish  not 
to  lessen  one  iota  the  amount  of  your  in- 
fluence, which  we  believe  to  be  consider- 
able; and  so  believing,  we  implore  you,  by 
your  hatred  of  formalism  and  cant,  of 
ostentations  and  pride— by  your  sympathv 
with  human  want,  and  your  hearty  relish 
for  all  that  is  natual  and  noble  in  thought 
and  in  action,  to  direct  that  influence 
against  the  crymg  evUs  of  social  life.  Your 
energies  mis(Urected  will  avail  less  than 
those  of  a  weak  man;  rightly  directed,  they 
will  avail  more  than  those  of  the  strongest. 
—Mitchell,  Donald  G.,  1845,  Letters  from 
New  York,  American  Review,  vol.  7,  p.  74. 

"Philothea,"  in  especial,  is  written  with 
great  vigor)  and,  as  a  classical  romance,  is 
not  far  inferior  to  the  "Anacharsis"  of 
Barth61emy;  its  style  is  a  model  for  purity, 
chastity  and  ease.— PoE,  Edgar  Allan, 
1846,  The  Literati,  Works,  ed.  Stedman  and 
Woodherry,  vol.  vm,  p.  113. 

Mrs.  Child  has  a  large  acquaintance  with 
common  life,  which  she  describes  with  a 
genial  sympathy  and  fidelity,— a  generous 


222 


LYDIA  MARIA  CHILD 


love  of  freedom,  extreme  susceptibility  of 
impressions  of  beauty,  and  an  imagination 
wliich  bodies  forth  her  feelings  in  forms  of 
peculiar  distinctness  and  freshness.  Her 
works  abound  in  bright  pictures  and 
fanciful  thoughts,  which  seem  to  be  of  the 
atmosphere  in  which  she  lives.  She  trans- 
fuses into  them  something  of  her  own 
spirit,  wMch,  though  meditative  and  some- 
what mystical,  is  always  che^ul  and 
radiant.  In  her  revelation  on  music, 
illustrations  of  the  doctrine  of  correspond- 
ence, and  all  the  more  speculative  parts  of 
her  various  writings,  sne  has  shown  that 
fine  perception  of  the  mysterious  analogy 
which  exists  between  the  physical  and 
moral  world,  and  of  the  mode  in  which  the 
warp  and  woof  of  life  are  mingling,  which 
is  among  the  first  attributes  of  the  true 
poet.— Griswold,  Rupus  Wilmot,  1847, 
The  Prose  Wnters  of  Ameriea,  p.  427. 

The  design  of  the  abolitionists,  let  us 
believe,  is  uie  improvement  and  happiness 
of  the  coloured  race;  for  this  end  Mrs. 
Child  devoted  her  noblest  talents,  her 
holiest  aspirations.  Seventeen  years  ago 
she  consecrated  her  powers  to  this  work. 
The  result  has  been,  that  her  fine  genius, 
her  soul's  wealth  has  been  wasted  in  the 
struggle  which  party  politicians  have  used 
for  their  own  selfish  purposes.  Had  Mrs. 
Child  taken  the  more  quiet,  but  far  more 
efficient  mode  of  doing  good  to  the  coloured 
race  by  aiding  to  establish  schools  in 
Liberia— preparing  and  sending  out  free 
colored  emigrants,  who  must  there  become 
teachers  and  exemplars  to  thousands  and 
millions  of  the  poor  black  heathen;  if  she 
had  written  for  this  mission  of  peace  as 
she  has  poured  her  heart  out  in  a  cause 
only  tending  to  strife,  what  blessed 
memorials  of  these  long  years  would  now 
be  found  to  repay  her  disinterested  ex- 
ertions!—Hale,  Sarah  Josepha,  1852, 
Woman' t  Record,  p.  620. 

Mrs.  Child  is  a  woman  of  strong  and 
generous  impulses,  with  a  lively  sense  of 
beauty,  especially  fond  of  music,  and  of 
tracing  fanciful  analogies  between  its 
subtile  suggestions  and  the  sister  arts,  be- 
lieving in  absolute  truth  and  justice,  but 
somewhat  too  enthusiastic  to  preserve 
always  the  just  balance  of  judgment. 
Her  works  apparently  reflect  her  own 
nature,  and  bring  the  reader  and  author 
face  to  face.  In  the  haste  of  composition 
there  are  occasional  slips,  and  among  so 


many  works  there  is  not  a  uniform  standard 
of  merit;  still  there  are  few  authors  who 
have  added  so  much  to  the  pleasure  and  to 
the  moral  culture  of  our  generation.  It  is 
to  be  hoped  that  a  revised  edition  of  her 
works  may  be  published,  as  many  of  them 
are  now  out  of  print.— Underwood, 
Francis  H.,  1872,  A  Handrbook  of  English 
lAierature,  American  Authors,  p.  220. 

Whose  "Letters  from  New  York"  were 
models  in  their  kind;  whose  stories  for 
young  people  have  not  been  surpassed  by 
any  writer,  except  Andersen;  whose  more 
labored  works  have  a  quality  that  entitles 
them  to  a  high  place  among  the  products 
of  mind,  is  a  devotee  of  the  transcendental 
faith.— Frothingham,  Ocfavius  Brooks, 
1876,  TranseendeTUdism  in  New  England, 
p.  382. 

In  judging  of  this  little  book,  ["Hobo- 
mok"]  it  is  to  be  remembered  that  it 
marked  the  very  dawn  of  American  im- 
aginative literature.  Irving  had  printed 
only  his  "Sketch  Book;"  Cooper  only 
"Precaution."  This  new  production  was 
the  hasty  work  of  a  young  woman  of  nine- 
teen—an Indian  tale  by  one  who  had 
scarcely  even  seen  an  Indian.  Accord- 
ingly "Hobomok"  now  seems  very  crude 
in  execution,  very  improbable  in  plot;  and 
is  redeemed  only  by  a  certain  earnestness 
which  carries  the  reader  along,  and  by  a 
sincere  attempt  after  local  coloring.  It  is 
an  Indian  "Enoch  Arden,"  with  important 
modifications,  which  unfortunately  all 
tend  away  from  probability.  ...  As  the 
first  work  whose  scene  was  laid  in  Puritan 
days,  "Hobomok"  wiU  always  have  a 
historic  interest,  but  it  must  be  read  in 
very  early  youth  to  give  it  any  other 
attraction.  .  .  .  The  "Frugal  Housewife" 
now  lies  before  me,  after  a  great  many 
years  of  abstinence  from  its  appetizing 
pages.  The  words  seem  as  familiar  as 
when  we  children  used  to  study  them 
beside  the  kitchen  fire,  porins  over  them 
as  if  their  very  descriptions  had  power  to 
allay  an  unquenched  appetite  or  prolong 
the  delights  of  one  satiated.  ...  As  it 
["Appeal"]  was  the  first  anti-slavery  work 
ever  printed  in  America  in  book  form,  so  I 
have  always  thought  it  the  ablest;  that  is, 
it  covered  the  whole  ground  better  than 
any  other.  I  know  that,  on  reading  it  for 
the  first  time,  nearly  ten  years  after  its 
appearance,  it  had  more  formative  in- 
fluence on  my  mind  in  that  direction  than 
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any  other,  although  of  coarse  the  eloquence 
of  public  meetings  was  a  more  exciting 
stimulus.  It  never  surprised  me  to  hear 
that  even  Dr.  Channing  attributed  a  part 
of  his  own  anti-slavery  awakening  to  this 
admirable  book.  ...  I  well  remember  the 
admiration  with  which  this  romance 
["Fhilothea"]  was  hailed;  and  for  me  per- 
sonally it  was  one  of  those  delights  of  boy- 
hood which  the  criticism  of  maturity  can- 
not disturb.  .  .  .  She  was  one  of  those 
prominent  instances  in  our  literature  of 
persons  bom  for  the  pursuits  of  pure  intel- 
lect, whose  intellects  were  yet  balanced 
by  their  hearts,  both  being  absorbed  in 
the  great  moral  agitations  of  the  age.  .  .  . 
She  wrote  better  than  most  of  her  con- 
tomporaries,  and  well  enough  for  her 
public,  she  did  not,  therefore,  win  that 
intellectual  immortality  which  only  the 
best  writers  command.  .  .  .  But  she  won 
a  meed  which  she  would  value  more  highly, 
— that  warmth  of  sympathy,  that  mingled 
gratitude  of  intellect  and  heart  which  men 
give  to  those  who  have  faithfully  served 
their  day  and  generation.— Higginson, 
Thomas  Wentworth,  1899,Cantemporarie», 
fp.  114, 117, 123, 124, 140, 141. 

As  for  the  exact  literary  rank  of  this 
heroic  woman,  the  critical  scales  must  be 


passed  to  younger  and  cooler  hands.  In 
the  homes  of  a  few  "original  Garrisonians" 
her  early  books  were  still  cherished.  We 
learned  to  read,  that  we  might  not  be 
dependent  on  our  busy  elders  for  daily 
absorption  in  her  ''Flowers  for  Children." 
Our  own  offspring  seem  to  detect  a  moral 
and  Edgeworthian  flavor  in  the  cherished 
volume,  and  prefers  "Little  Women."  We 
first  heard  the  very  names  of  Pericles  and 
Plato  in  her  Greek  romance  "Philothea." 
"The  Letters  from  New  York"  widened 
the  visa  of  a  village  street  to  our  boyish 
eyes.  Though  not  successful  in  rhythmical 
utterance,  Mrs.  Child  had  much  of  the 
poet's  nature.  Her  "PhUothea"  is  almost  a 
rhapsody.  Her  firm  faith  in  thought- 
transference,  her  half-belief  in  metemp- 
sychosis, her  mystical  and  ideal  tendencies 
generally,  unite  with  the  frugality  of  the 
Yankee  housewife  even  more  grotesquely, 
at  times,  than  the  similar  ndxture  m 
Emerson;  and,  like  him,  she  is  herself  the 
first  to  laugh.  Of  all  the  picturesque 
figures  among  Transcendentalists  and  Abo- 
litionists, there  is  perhaps  not  one  so  utterly 
lovable.  Some  of  her  books  may  yet  regain 
their  influence.— Lawton,  Wiluam  Cran- 
ston, 1902,  Introdueiian  to  the  Study  o/ 
American  Literature,  p.  187. 


George  Ripley 

1802-1880 

American  man  of  letters,  was  bom  at  Greenfield,  Mass.,  graduated  at  Hartford  in  1823, 
and  m  1826  at  the  Cambridge  Divinity  School.  From  1828-31  he  was  a  Unitarian  minister 
at  Boston,  but  then  resigned  his  pastorate  and  went  to  Europe  to  study  philosophy.  On 
his  return  he  edited,  with  Dr.  Hedge,  "Specimens  of  Foreign  Standard  Literature"  (1838- 
42,)  and  published  "Discourses  on  the  Philosophy  of  Religion"  (1839),  which  produced  an 
animated  controversy  with  Professor  Andrews  Norton.  Dr.  Ripley  was  one  of  the  in- 
itiators of  transcendentalism,  wrote  for  the  Dial,  and  in  1844  lost  his  fortune  in  the  social- 
istic experiment  of  Brook  Farm.  In  1849  he  became  literary  editor  of  the  Tribune,  and 
later  "reader"  for  Harpers.  In  1852  he  edited  a  "Handbook  of  Literature  and  the  Fine 
Arts"  with  Mr.  Bayard  Taylor,  and  in  1858  "Appleton's  New  American  Cyclopadia"  with 
Mr.  C.  A,  Dana.~SANDERS,  Lloyd,  C,  ed,,  1887,  CekbriHes  of  the  Century,  p.  862. 
PERSONAL 

He  was  lacking  in  the  gift  of  thrilling 
speech,  his  convictions  did  not  fall  glowing 
from  his  lips.  His  ideas,  though  clear, 
cogent,  and  earnestly  put  forth,  did  no 
execution.  In  a  small  room,  among  personal 
friends,  on  his  own  themes,  and  following 
his  own  impulse,  he  was  eloquent,  persua- 
sive, enchanting;  but  in  a  meeting-house, 
on  a  formal  occasion,  before  a  mixed 
audience,  on  impersonal  subjects,  he  was 
unimpassioned,    almost    cold.     He  must 


have  his  hearer  within  arm's  length;  then 
his  full  power  was  felt.  Individually  his 
parishioners  were  much  attached  to  him. 
They  found  him  delightful  in  their  homes; 
a  true  friend,  sympathetic  and  consolating, 
more  than  ready  in  all  cases  of  need  with 
counsel  and  assistance.  For  many  years 
after  his  ministry  ceased,  those  who  had 
known  him  as  a  pastor  spoke  of  him  with 
a  depth  of  affection  which  nothing  but 
faithful  service  could  justify  or  explain. 
A  few  still  live  to  speak  tender  words  in 
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his  memory.  —  FROTfflNGHAM,  Octavius 
Brooks,  1882,  George  Ripley  (American 
Men  of  Letters),  p.  52. 

The  more  the  subject  has  been  thought 
over,  and  long-buried  memories  of  our  dear 
friend  reappear,  the  wider  and  richer  the 
theme  opens.  And  it  would  need  many 
pages  to  present  the  least  adequate  por- 
traits of  George  Ripley  as  a  Christian 
minister,  a  scholar,  an  expounder  of  phi- 
losophy, a  social  reorganizer,  a  literary 
critic,  an  encyclopsadist,  a  fnend  and  a 
man.  To  me,  in  reviewing  his  diversified 
yet  consistent,  progressive  and  ascending 
career,  he  takes  a  front  rank  among  the 
many  leaders  of  thought  whom  it  has  been 
my  rare  privilege  to  know,  in  our  own 
republic  and  in  Europe.  Especially  would 
it  gratify  me  to  bear  my  testimony  to  the 
generous  and  quite  heroic  spirit,  whereby 
he  and  his  great  souled  wife  were  impelled 
to  organize  Brook  Farm;  and  to  the  wise 
sagacity,  genial  good-heartedness,  friendly 
sympathy,  patience,  persistency,  and  ideal 
hopefulness  with  which  they  energetically 
helped  to  carry  out  that  romantic  enter- 
prise to  the  end.— Channinq,  William 
Henry,  1882,  Letter  to  Mr.  Frothingham, 
April  7;  George  Ripley  hy  Octavius  Brooks 
Frothingham  (American  Men  of  Letters), 
p.  302. 

Although  a  scholar  of  great  metaphysical 
and  theological  acuteness,  and  a  critic  of 
high  rank  exerting  through  the  last  years 
of  his  life  a  powerful  influence  as  literary 
editor  of  the  New  York  Tribune,  George 
Ripley  is  chiefly  remembered  as  the  founder 
of  the  Brook  Farm  Community.  Into  this 
idea  he  threw  all  of  his  tremendous  zeal 
and  energy.  He  resigned  his  pulpit  in 
Boston  to  devote  his  whole  time  to  it,  and 
for  it  he  labored  with  earnestness  and  self- 
denial.  He  was  the  motive  power  of  the 
movement.— Pattee,  Fred  Lewis,  1896, 
A  History  of  American  Literature,  p.  234. 

Mr.  Ripley,  who  sat  at  the  head  of  the 
table,  [Brook  Farm,  1847]  talked  supremely 
well.  He  was  a  most  striking  figure,  and 
every  one  was  so  intellectual  and  superior 
that  one  wished,  had  it  been  less  warm  and 
more  fragrant,  to  stay  there.  Mr.  Ripley, 
who  afterwards  became  a  very  dear  friend 
of  mine  in  New  York  society,  often  spoke 
of  that  glimpse  of  mine  at  what  had  been 
to  him  a  painful  disappointment.  He  told 
me  how  badly  some  characters  "panned 
out,"  how  many  illusions  he  lost.     "It  all 


went  up  in  smoke,"  he  said;  "and  yet  the 
theory  seemed  most  plausible."— Sher- 
wood, Mary  E.  W.,  1897,  An  Epistle  to 
Posterity,  p.  37. 

To  the  last  there  was  a  merry  twinkle 
under  the  gold-bowed  spectacles  of  Dr. 
Ripley.  For  all  this  I  think  the  Brook- 
Farm  failure  left  a  sore  place  in  his  heart. 
Later  reform  projects  seemed  to  him,  I  feel 
sure,  artificial,  dishonest— as  compared 
with  that  first  out-put  of  the  seeds  of  justice 
and  brotherhood;  always  (for  him)  there 
was  a  rhythmic  beat  of  celestial  music  in 
that  far  away  choir  of  workers  and  singers 
—brought  together  by  his  agency,  bonded 
by  his  affectionate  serenities  —  and  put 
upon  the  road— amidst  rural  beatitudes — 
toward  the  Delectable  Mountains  and  the 
heights  of  Beulah.  ...  If  an  honest  pure- 
thoughted  man  ever  lived  'twas  George 
Ripley;  and  he  carried  a  beautiful  zeal  and 
earnestness  into  that  firook-Farm  under- 
taking. Much  as  he  enjoyed  the  genius  of 
Hawthorne,  I  do  not  think  he  had  kindly 
thought  of  the  "Blithedale  Romance":  not 
inde(^  blind  to  its  extraordinary  merit, 
or  counting  it  an  ugly  picture— but  as  one 
throwing  a  quasi  pagan  glamour  over  a  holy 
undertaking.— Mitchell,  Donald  G.,  1899, 
American  Lands  and  Letters,  Leaiher'Stock- 
ing  to  Poe's  ''Raven,"  pp.  161, 162. 

Ripley  discharged  all  the  obligations 
resting  on  the  Brook  Farm  Phalanx  at  the 
time  of  its  dissolution.  Although  these  did 
not  amount  to  more  than  one  thousand 
dollars,  the  last  receipt  was  dated  Decem- 
ber 22, 1862,  and  was  an  acknowledgment 
of  payment,  partly  in  money  and  partly  by 
a  copy  of  the  "Cyclopaedia,"  received  for 
groceries.  No  sharper  comment  is  necessary 
on  the  deprivations  of  his  first  years  in  New 
York.  It  has  been  felt  that  nobody  gained 
less  from  the  Brook  Farm  experinl^nt 
than  did  Ripley,  and  although  that  sur- 
mise must  in  many  ways  be  true,  it  cannot, 
in  the  largest  sense,  be  accepted  by  those 
who  have  followed  carefully  the  man's 
after  life.  The  blows  of  the  hammer  may 
harden  the  metal  into  a  rail  or  temper 
it  into  a  Damascus  blade.  Both  the 
bludgeon  and  the  blade  are  useful,  but  the 
latter  does  the  finer  work.  So  when 
courage  becomes  not  defiance  but  forti- 
tude; when  endurance  does  not  allow 
itself  to  sink  into  stoicism  at  the  death 
of  that  in  which  belief  has  been  deepest, 
there  is  good  certainty  that  much  besides 
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a  crushing  impact  has  accrued  to  the 
victim  of  fate.— Swift,  Lindsay,  1900, 
Brook  Farm,  Its  Members,  Seholan  and 
YisUors,  p.  145. 

QENERAL 
He  wrote  from  observation,  reading, 
knowledge,  not  from  feeling  or  fancy. 
From  the  first  he  did  this.  His  training  at 
school  and  college;  his  years  of  experience 
in  an  exacting  profession;  his  exercise  in 
reviews  and  controversies;  his  familiarity 
with  the  best  productions  of  American, 
English,  German  and  French  genius;  the 
severe  mental  and  moral  discipline  of 
Brook  Farm,  all  conspired  with  a  remark- 
able finnness  and  moderation  of  tempera- 
ment, to  repress  any  impulse  towards 
affectation  or  imdue  exhilaration  of  judg- 
ment, whUe  his  natiural  buoyancy  of 
spirits,  his  inborn  kindness  of  heart,  his 
knowledge  of  intellectual  difficulties,  and 
his  sympathy  with  even  modest  aspirations, 
saved  him  from  moroseness,  and  rendered 
it  impossible  for  him  to  ply  with  severity 
the  scourage  of  criticism.  .  .  .  The  com- 
petency of  Mr.  Ripley's  literary  judgments 
has  often  been  remarked  on.  He  did  not 
wait  tiU  others  had  spoken,  and  then 
venture  an  opinion.  He  spoke  at  once, 
and  he  spoke  with  confidence,  as  one  who 
had  good  reason  for  what  he  said.  Whether 
the  book  in  question  was  the  ^'Scarlet 
Letter,"  the  "Origin  of  Species,"  or  the 
"Light  of  Asia,"  the  verdict  was  equally 
prompt  and  decided.  There  was  no  dognia- 
tism,  no  boasting,  no  claim  to  special 
insight,  no  affectation  of  patronage;  simply 
a  quiet  recognition  of  talent  and  an  appre- 
ciation of  its  value  in  the  world  of  letters. 
That  his  judgments  were  generally  con- 
firmed by  specialists  is  an  evidence  of 
their  intrinsic  worth;  that  they  were 
usually  ratified  by  the  public  testifies 
to  his  knowledge  of  the  public  taste.  .  •  . 
His  intellectuid  temperament  aided  him 
in  his  task.  The  absence  of  passion  was 
a  great  advantage.  The  lack  of  ardent 
partisan  feeling  made  possible  the  calm, 
clear,  judicial  temper  so  necessary  to  the 
critic.  The  want  of  what  may  be  called 
the  "artistic  constitution"  which  delights 
in  music,  painting,  sculpture,  architecture, 
did  something  te  insure  the  equability 
of  his  poise.  His  mental  force  was  not 
wasted  by  emotion  or  attenuated  by 
disiTaction.  He  was  no  dreamer,  no 
visionary,  no  enthusiast,  no  creature  of 


imagination  or  fancy.  He  was,  through 
and  through,  a  critic,  gentie  but  firm, 
intelligent,  exact,  holding  the  interests 
of  truth  paramount  to  all  others,  always 
hoping  that  the  interest  of  truth  might 
be  served  by  the  effort  of  careful  writers.— 
Frothingham,  Octavius  BrookIs,  1882, 
George  Ripley  {American  Men  of  Letters), 
pp.  201, 286, 292. 

The  wisest,  most  equitable,  and  keenly 
discriminating  while  generous  critic  of 
his  nation.  .  .  .  These  masterly  essays, 
which  have  never  been  surpassed  in 
America,  for  thoroughness  of  scholarship, 
massive  argument  and  loftiness  of  appeal. 
And,  indeed,  it  would  be  difficult,  any- 
where to  find  a  more  lucid  exposition  of 
the  highest  Spiritual  Philosophy,— a  more 
profound  and  penetrating  while  sympa- 
thetic interpretation  of  Spinoza's  specula- 
tive and  ethical  System,— or  a  more 
touchingly  reverent,  while  finely  dis- 
criminating, analysis  of  Schleiermacher's 
inspiring  doctrine,  than  can  be  found  in 
these  admirably  composed  'Three  Letters 
of  an  Alumnus,"  each  of  which  in  temper, 
thought,  and  style,  might  serve  as  a  model 
of  philosophical  discussion,  vitalised  and 
sanctified  by  religious  fervour  and  mag- 
nanimous humanity.  These '  "Letters" 
clearly  indicate  that,  if  their  writer  had 
felt  free  in  conscience  to  consecrate  his 
life  to  scholarship,  he  would  have  found 
no  superior  and  out  few  peers  among  his 
countrymen,  as  a  Philosopher,  a  Theo- 
logian, or  a  Religious  Historian  and 
Critic— Channing,  Wiluam  Henry,  1883, 
George  Ripley,  The  Modem  Review,  vol. 
4,  pp.  521, 534. 

It  seems  to  me,  one  can  hardly  assign 
to  this  veteran  American  critic  a  high 
or  permanent  place  in  our  literary  history. 
He  was  equipped  with  a  wide  knowledge, 
including  philosophy  and  theology,  as 
well  as  belles-lettres;  contemporary  Euro- 
pean literature  was  familiar  to  him;  his 
tastes  -  and  sympathies  were,  as  a  rule, 
both  kindly  and  catholic;  he  had  few 
hobbies  to  ride  or  rancors  to  exhibit;  no 
trace  of  embittering  personal  dissappoint- 
ment  appeared  in  his  reviews;  and  he  did 
not  yield,  as  far  as  I  know,  to  individual 
dislikes  or  petty  spites.  But  his  critical 
work  could  not  be  compared,  in  merit, 
with  that  of  such  an  essayist  as  Mr.  Lowell, 
nor  with  the  unsigned  and  unrecognized 
reviews  of  some  less  known  writers.      It 
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lacked  grasp;  the  points  Dr.  Ripley  sought 
to  make  must  be  found  by  the  readers  at 
some  cost  of  time  and  trouble.  His  writing 
was,  as  a  rule,  diffuse;  terse  or  remarkable 
characterizations  were  lacking;  nor  did 
one  often  find  a  sentence  that  went  straight 
to  the  heart  of  a  book.  Dr.  Ripley  was 
considered  to  have  an  unusual  ability 
as  a  summarizer  of  the  books  he  reviewed, 
but  summarizing  by  paraphrase  or  by 
scissors-work,  is  the  easiest  kind  of  criti- 
cism. Again,  his  use  of  adjectives,  was 
sometimes  deemed  a  merit;  but  these 
adjectives  were  generally  used  to  round 


out  a  style  perpetually  "balanced"  or 
Johnsonian.  The  writer  evidently  sought 
to  leave  an  impression  of  profundity  and 
nice  analytical  power;  but  this  impression 
was  produced  upon  those  who  delighted 
in  the  literary  habit  of  saying  that,  though 
B  follows  A  in  the  alphabet,  it  undoubtedly 
precedes  C.  Dr.  Ripley's  reviews,  as  a 
rule,  could  have  been  divided  into  parallel 
columns,  each  sentence  separate  into 
halves  by  such  words  as,  but,  yet,  though^ 
notwithstanding.— Richardson,  Charles 
F.,  1887,  American  Literature,  1607-1885, 
vol  I,  p.  429. 


Jones  Very 

1813-1880 
Born  in  Salem,  Mass.,  28  Aug.,  1813 ;  died  there,  8  May,  1880.  He  made  voyages  with  his 
father,  a  cultivated  sea-captain,  and  had  schooling  in  Salem  and  New  Orleans.  A  grad- 
uate of  Harvard  in  1836,  he  taught  Greek  there  for  two  years.  His  first  volume  of  essays 
and  poems  appeared  in  1839.  In  1843  the  Cambridge  Association  licensed  him  to  preach, 
but  he  was  never  ordained.  He  was  the  intimate  friend  of  Emerson  and  Channing,  and  a 
frequent  contributor  to  "The  Christian  Register"  and  other  Unitarian  joumab.  His 
friend  James  Freeman  Clarke  edited  a  complete  posthumous  edition  of  his  poems  and  essays. 
In  1883  Very's  "Poems"  were  reedited  by  William  P.  Andrews,  with  a  memoir.  The  son- 
net, somewhat  on  the  Shakesperean  model,  was  the  form  of  expression  most  natural  to  him. 
--Stedman,  Edbiund  Clarence,  ed.,  1900,  An  American  Anthology,  Biographicai  Notes,  p. 
829. 


PERSONAL 

Jones  Very  came  hither  two  days  since. 
His  position  accuses  society  as  much  as 
society  names  that  false  and  morbid. 
And  much  of  his  discourse  concerning 
society,  church  and  college  was  absolutely 
just.  He  says  it  is  with  him  a  day  of  hate: 
that  he  discerns  the  bad  element  in  every 
person  whom  he  meets,  which  repels  him: 
he  even  shrinks  a  little  to  give  the  hand, 
that  sign  of  receiving.  The  institutions, 
the  cities  which  men  have  built  the  world 
over,  look  to  him  like  a  huge  ink-blot. 
His  only  guard  in  gomg  to  see  men  is,  that 
he  goes  to  do  them  good,  else  they  would 
injure  him  spiritually.  He  lives  in  the 
sight  that  He  who  made  him,  made  the 
things  he  sees.  He  would  as  soon  embrace 
a  black  Eg3rptian  mummy  as  Socrates. 
He  would  obey, — obey.  He  is  not  dis- 
posed to  attack  reli^ons  or  charities, 
though  false.  The  bruised  reed  he  would 
not  break,  smoking  flax  not  quench.  .  .  . 
He  had  the  manners  of  a  man,— one,  that 
is,  to  whom  life  was  more  than  meat.  He 
felt  it,  he  said,  an  honour  to  wash  his  face, 
being,  as  it  was,  the  temple  of  the  spirit. 
I  ought  not  to  omit  to  record  the  astonish- 


ment which  seized  all  the  company  whea 
our  brave  Saint  the  other  day  fronted  the 
presiding  Preacher.  The  preacher  begaa 
to  tower  and  dogmatise  with  many  words. 
Then  I  foresaw  that  his  doom  was  fixed; 
and,  as  soon  as  he  had  ceased  speaking, 
the  Saint  set  him  right,  and  blew  away  all 
his  words  in  an  instant,— unhorsed  him, 
I  may  say,  and  tumbled  him  along  the 
ground  in  utter  dismay,  like  my  angel  of 
Heliodorus;  never  was  discomfiture  more 
complete.  In  tones  of  genuine  pathos, 
he  bid  him  wonder  at  the  Love  which 
suffered  him  to  speak  there  in  his  chair 
of  things  he  knew  nothing  of;  one  might 
expect  to  see  the  book  taken  from  his 
hands  and  him  thrust  out  of  the  room,  and 
yet  he  was  allowed  to  sit  and  talk,  whilst 
every  word  he  spoke  was  a  step  of  departure 
from  the  truth;  and  of  this  he  commanded 
himself  to  bear  witness.— Ebierson,  Ralph 
Waldo,  1838,  Journal,  Oct  26. 

He  was  good  as  goodness  itself,  true  as 
truth.  With  his  knowledge  and  wisdom 
he  was  as  simple  as  a  chUd— transparent 
and  artless.  He  was  the  extremest  possible 
distance  from  pomposity  or  pretension, 
and  when  he  believed  that  poetry,  which 
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came  to  him  like  the  breath  of  heaven, 
<ii<i  aettudiy  come  from  heaven,  it  was  so 
naturally  and  simply  said  one  felt  it  was 
his  prof oundest  conviction.  It  was  a  sacred 
idea— a  divine  reality.— Watebson,  Rob- 
ert C,  1882,  Century  Magazine^  vol.  24, 
p.  862. 

In  college,  as  in  school,  he  was  too 
sedate  (o  be  widely  and  generally  popular, 
but  all  who  knew  him  reverenced  the  lofty 
purity  of  his  character,  and  he  soon  gathered 
around  him  a  small  circle  of  wannly  at- 
tached friends.  He  was  sensitive  and  re- 
served, but  the  cordiality  of  his  tone  and 
the  sweet  naturalness  of  his  smile  of  welcome 
at  once  attracted  whoever  made  his  ac- 
quaintance, though  the  uniform  gravity  of 
his  daily  walk  and  conversation  prevented 
the  many  from  approaching  him  as  an  inti- 
mate. .  .  .  "Men  in  General,"  said  Dr. 
Channing,  "have  lost  or  never  found  this 
higher  mind,  their  insanity  is  profound, 
Mr.  Yery's  is  only  superficial.  To  hear  him 
{alk  was  like  looking  into  the  purely  spirit- 
ual world,  into  truth  itself.  He  had  noth- 
ing of  self-exaggeration,  but  seemed  to 
have  attained  self-annihilation  and  become 
an  oracle  of  God."  Dr.  Channing  repeated 
that  he  had  "not  lost  his  reason,"  and 
quoted  some  of  his  sa3dngs,  identical  with 
many  parts  of  his  sonnets,  as  proofs  of  the 
"iron  sequence  of  his  thoughts."— An- 
drews, William  P.,  1883,  ed.  Poems  by 
Jones  Very,  Memoir,  pp.  7, 10. 

GENERAL 
His  essays  entitled  "Epic  Poetry," 
"Shakespere,"  and  "Hamlet,"  are  fine 
specimens  of  learned  and  sympathetic 
criticism;  and  his  sonnets,  and  other  pieces 
of  verse,  are  chaste,  simple,  and  poetical, 
though  they  have  little  range  of  subjects 
and  illusion.  They  are  religious,  and  some 
of  them  are  mystical,  but  they  will  be 
recognised  by  the  true  poet  as  the  over- 
flowings of  a  brother's  soul. — ^Griswold, 
RUFUS  WiLMOT,  1842,  The  Poets  and  Poetry 
of  America,  p.  392. 

Jones  Very  has  written  some  of  the  best 
sonnets  in  our  language. — Peabody,  An- 
drew P.,  1856,  American  Poetry,  North 
American  Review,  vol.  82,  p.  243. 

Jones  Very  has  always  piped  the  sweet, 
sad  notes  of  religious  melancholy.— Ward, 
Julius  Hammond,  1863,  Quietism  in  the 
Nineteenth  Century,  North  American  Re- 
view,  vol.  97,  p.  400. 


His  verse  is  characterized  by  a  remarkable 
purity  and  delicacy  of  thought,  and  great 
ease  and  simplicity  of  style,  while  it  breathes 
the  spirit  of  a  sweet  and  loving  trust,  and  is 
pervaded  by  a  fine,  subtle  sense  of  the 
enduring  realities.  In  very  many  of  his 
poems  there  is  the  unmistakable  element 
or  master-touch  that  belongs  to  the  higher 
order  of  genius.— Putnam,  Alfred  P., 
1874,  Singers  arul  Songs  of  the  Liberal 
Faith,  p.  336. 

Among  the  minds  stirred  about  half  a 
century  ago  by  the  impulse  of  Transcen- 
dentalism, one  of  the  least  conspicuous, 
and  since  that  time  one  of  the  least  known, 
was  one  which  now  fairly  promises  to  be 
foremost  in  the  poetic  interpretation  of 
the  movement.  .  .  .  Jones  Very,  for  forty 
years  past  one  of  the  most  reserved, 
modest,  retiring,  and  unknown  of  literary 
men,  now  slowly  comes  to  the  front,  while 
many  of  the  briliant  and  attractive  men 
and  women  who  were  in  the  group  in  which 
Emerson,  Alcott,  and  Margaret  Fuller  were 
the  principal  figures,  begin  to  fade  away, 
and,  dying,  leave  scarcely  a  sign  to  indicate 
the  secret  of  their  charming  influence. 
.  .  .  Natural  genius  and  the  finest  clas- 
sical culture  had  given  him  unerring  good 
taste  and  command  of  the  Shakspearean 
sonnet  as  a  means  of  communicating  his 
thought  to  the  world,  and  the  uninstructed 
reader  would  never  suspect  that  he  was 
reading  the  words  of  a  man  "beside  him- 
self" according  to  the  standard  of  what  we 
call  "common  sense."  His  was  uncommon 
sense  as  Channing  thought,  a  higher  mood 
of  sanity,  to  which  few  men  ever  attained. 
— Batchelor,  George,  1883,  A  Poet  of 
Transcendentalism,  The  Dial,  vol.  4,  pp. 
58, 59. 

"Essays  and  Poems,"  by  Jones  Very,— 
a  little  volume,  the  work  of  an  exquisite 
spirit.  Some  of  the  poems  it  contains  are 
as  if  written  by  a  George  Herbert  who  had 
studied  Shakespeare,  read  Wordsworth, 
and  lived  in  America.— Norton,  Charles 
Eliot,  1884-86,  ed.  The  Correspondence 
of  Thomas  Carlyle  and  Ralph  Waldo  Emer- 
son, vol.  I,  p.  360,  note. 

The  sort  of  inspiration  .which  gleams 
through  the  best  of  the  sonnets  is  in  the 
prose  almost  wholly  lacking.  Literary 
skill  he  had  little  or  none,  though,  at  his 
best,  he  had  something  far  better  than 
literary  skill.  ...  In  all  these  poems  we 
find  a  strenuous  insistence  on  submission 
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of  the  will  to  God,— submission  in  itself 
inevitable,  but,  if  made  voluntarily,  a 
source  of  the  highest  joy.  •  .  .  Emerson 
exhorts,  encourages,  instructs;  but  the 
attitude  of  Very  is  different.  There  is  a 
certain  sternness  in  his  verse,  a  flavor  of 
absolutism,  which  carries  one  back  a 
thousand,  two  thousand  years  out  of 
modem  skepticism  and  doubt.  Emerson 
compares  him  to  David  and  Isaiah.  On 
this  point,  the  comparison  is  just.  By  his 
passionate  and  wholly  modem  sensibility 
to  Nature,  by  his  broad  and  spiritual  view 
of  God,  he  stands  apart  from  them;  but 
he  shares,  if  in  a  far  less  degree,  theu*  tone 
of  austere  judgment  and  command.  He 
has  in  conmion  with  them  a  sense  of  wrath 
and  scorn  at  the  meanness  and  pettiness 
of  men  around  him,  a  feeling  of  isolation 
in  the  midst  of  a  people  who  have  fallen 
off  from  God.  .  .  .  Jones  Very  is  not  and 
never  can  be  one  of  the  ^eat  figures  of 
literature.  His  breadth  is  too  slight  in 
proportion  to  his  depth.  Moreover,  the 
outward  form  of  current  religious  phrase- 
ology, in  which  he  clothed  his  profound 
spiritual  life,  is  in  a  certain  degree  repellent 
to  many  men  of  this  generation;  and,  on 
the  other  hand,  his  passionate  idealism  does 
not  altogether  please  the  average  religious 
mind.  With  our  material  civilization  and 
our  democratic  habit  he  has  little  in 
common.  But  that  which  makes  the  soul 
and  inspiration  of  his  verse — his  love  of 
Nature,  with  his  tender  mysticism— must 
give  him  a  place  permanent  at  least,  if  not 
prominent  in  our  literature.— Bradford, 
G.,  Jr.,  1887,  Jone$  Very,  Unitarian  Review, 
vol  27,  pp.  112, 113, 114, 118. 

Jones  Very,  a  sort  of  Unitarian  monk 
and  mystic,  packed  into  many  a  sonnet  or 
meditative  hymn  rich  and  weighty  words 
of  reverence  and  consecration,  which  he 
deemed  inspired  by  ghostly  power  from 
above,  and  which  he  wrote  in  implicit 
obedience  to  the  spiritual  voice  within. 
Some  of  these  poems  are  harmed  by  a 
semi-Buddhistic  Christian  Quietism,  as 
though  Molinos  had  been  incarnated  anew 
in  the  Salem  streets;  others  display  the 
serene  sure  beauty  of  church-yard  lilies. — 
Richardson,  Charles  F.,  1888,  American 
Literature,  1607-1885,  vol  n,  p.  233. 

Was  a  sort  of  slender  American  shadow 
of  William  Blake,  with  the  masculine 
strength  and  the  painter's  genius  left  out; 
he  was  a  mystic  and  a  spiritist,  and  wrote 


some  deep  and  delicate  little  poems  under 
what  he  believed  to  be  direct  spirit  guid- 
ance.—Hawthorne,  JnuAN,  AND  Lemon, 
Leonard,  1891,  American  Literature,  p. 
155. 

Very  has  received  a  rarer  and  nobler 
recognition  than  popularity;  men  of  genius 
have  concurred  in  praising  him.  In  respect 
to  his  poems  and  the  voice  that  speal^  in 
them,  Bryant,  Emerson,  and  Hawthorne 
have  each  paid  positive  tribute.  The  mind 
from  which  Very's  poetry  came  was  of  an 
unusual  order,  and  one  that  cannot  be 
judged  without  special  study,  though  the 
poetry  of  that  mind  may  be  enjoyed.  He 
was  one  of  those  few  ASmericans  (perhaps 
the  only  American)  for  whom  religious 
contemplation  is  everything;  and  one  of 
those  mortals  to  whom  above  others  is,  in 
spiritual  things,  granted  the  clearest  vision. 
Such  a  man,  as  we  know  with  regard  to 
oriental  mystics,  with  whom  conditions  are 
more  favorable  for  solitary,  rapt  medita- 
tion than  in  America,  naturally  and  rightly 
regards  himself  as  a  teacher  of  divine  tmth, 
and  an  exposer  of  worldly  pretension  and 
sin;  in  America  less  naturally  but  not  less 
rightly,  this  was  the  case  with  Very.— 
SmoNDS,  Arthur  B.,  1894,  American 
Sang,  p.  57. 

His  sympathy  with  nature  is  profound, 
but  his  methods  of  expression  not  varied. 
This  and  the  frequent  repetition  of  his 
subject  give  his  writings  an  impression  of 
monotony  fatal  to  an  extended  reading. 
He  is  seldom  trite,  though  his  reflections 
are  often  drawn  from  the  commonest 
objects.  Close  to  ourselves  lie  the  wonders 
of  nature,  is  the  keynote  of  his  poetry. 
The  wind-flower,  the  colimibine,  and  the 
snowdrop  were  to  him  as  eloquent  as  a 
forest,  a  mountam,  or  an  ocean.  He  was 
one  of  the  most  original  as  well  as  most 
unreadable  of  our  poets.  All  his  poems 
are  infused  with  the  sweetness  of  h^  own 
anemones  and  columbines,  of  too  subtle  an 
essence  to  suit  the  general  taste. — Onder- 
DbNK,  James  L.,  1899-1901,  History  of 
American  Verte,  p.  185. 

Had  in  him  an  eccentric  streak  amount- 
ing almost  to  insanity;  but  his  "Poems  and 
E^ys"  (1839)  reveal  an  original  and  in- 
tensely spiritual  nature,  and  an  unusual 
gift  of  terse,  fresh,  direct  expression  within 
a  limited  field.— Bronson,  Wai/ter  C, 
1900,  A  Short  History  of  American  Litera- 
ture, p.  210. 
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Thomas  Carlyle 

1795-1881 
1795,  Bom  at  Ecclefechan,  Annandale,  Dumfrieeshire.  1800,  at  the  Village  School. 
180&-1809,  at  the  Grammar  School,  Amian.  1809,  enters  Edinburgh  Univority.  1814- 
1815,  Teacher  of  Mathematics  at  Annan.  1816-1818,  Master  at  Kirkcaldy;  niendship 
with  Edward  Irving.  1818-1820,  at  Edinburgh;  divinity  and  law;  writes  first  articles  for 
Brewster's  EneyclopfBdia;  begins  the  study  of  Uerman  literature.  1821,  his  "  New  Birth ; " 
visits  Haddmgton  with  Irving;  meets  Miss  Jane  Welsh.  1822,  tutor  to  the  Bullers;  writes 
''life  of  Schiller"  for  the  Londm  Magazine.  1824,  translates  "Wilhelm  Meister;"  first 
visit  to  London  with  the  Bullers;  meeta  Coleridge  at  Highgate;  visits  Paris;  correspondence 
with  Goethe  begun.  1825,  at  home,  Hoddam  Hill.  1826,  marries  Jane  Webh,  and  settles 
at  Comely  Bank,  Edinburgh;  meets  Jeffrey;  writes  ''Jean  Paul''  for  the  Edinburgh  Re- 
view.  1827-1831,  removes  to  the  Webbs'^  Manor,  Craigenputtock;  "Essay  on  Bums" 
in  the  Edinburgh  Review;  contributes  magazine  articles  now  published  imder  "Miscel- 
lanies;" writes  "  Sartor  Resartus. "  1831,  removes  to  London ;  his  father's  death.  1832- 
1833,  returns  to  Craigenputtock;  visit  from  Emerson;  "Sartor  Resartus"  published  in 
Fratler^s  Magazine;  winter  in  Edinburgh.  1834,  settles  at  Cheyne  Row  (Chelsea),  London. 
1837,  lectures  in  London  on  German  Literature;  "The  French  Revolution."  1839, 
"Chartism."  1841,  lectures  in  London  on  heroes;  "Heroes  and  Hero  Worship"  pub- 
lished. 1843,  "Past  and  Present."  1845,  "CromweU."  1850,  "Latter-Day  Pamph- 
lets."  1851,  "Life  of  Sterlmg."  1858-1865,  "History  of  Frederick  the  Second."  1866, 
elected  Lord  Rector  of  Edinburgh  University;  address  on  the  Choice  of  Books;  death  of 
Mrs.  Carlyle.  1874,  order  of  merit  from  the  German  Emperor.  1875,  "The  Early  Kings 
of  Norway."  1881,  death;  "Reminiscences,"  J.  A.  Proude,  Ed.  1882,  "Thomas  Car- 
lyle, "  J.  A.  Froude,  Ed.  1883, "  Letters  and  Memorials  of  Jane  Welsh  Carlyle, "  J.  A.  Froude, 
Ed.  1883,  "Correspondence  of  Carlyle  and  Emerson,"  C.E.  Norton,  Ed.  1886,  "Early  Let- 
ters of  Thomas  Carlyle, "  C.  E.  Norton,  Ed.  1887, "  Correspondence  between  Goethe  and 
Carlyle, "  C.  E.  Norton,  Ed.— Gborqb,  Andrew  J.,  1897,  ed.  Carlyle' $  Ewiy  on  Burng,  p.  80. 


PERSONAL 

Carlyle  breakfasted  with  me,  and  I  had 
an  interesting  morning  with  him.  He  is  a 
deep-thinking  German  scholar,  a  character, 
and  a  singular  compound.  His  voice  and 
manner,  and  even  the  style  of  his  conver- 
sation, are  those  of  a  religious  zealot,  and 
he  keeps  up  that  character  in  his  decla- 
mations against  the  anti-religious.  And 
yet,  if  not  the  god  of  his  idolatry,  at  least 
he  has  a  priest  and  prophet  of  his  church 
in  Goethe,  of  whose  profound  wisdom  he 
speaks  like  an  enthusiast.  But  for  him, 
Carlyle  says,  he  should  not  now  be  alive. 
He  owes  everything  to  him !  But  in  strange 
union  with  such  idolatry  is  his  admiration 
of  Bonaparte.  Another  object  of  his 
eulogy  is — Cobbett,  whom  he  praises  for 
his  humanity  and  love  of  the  poor!  Smgu- 
lar,  and  even  whimsical,  combinations  of 
love  and  reverence  these. — Robinson, 
Henry  Crabb,  1832,  Diary,  Feb.  12; 
ReminiseeTieeSy  ed.  Sadler,  vol.  n,  p.  168. 

I  foimd  him  one  of  the  most  simple  and 
frank  of  men,  and  became  acquainted  with 
him  at  once.  We  walked  over  several 
miles  of  hills,  and  talked  upon  all  the  great 
questions  that  interested  us  most.    The 


comfort  of  meeting  a  man  is  that  he  speaks 
sincerely;  that  he  feels  himself  to  be  so 
rich,  that  he  is  above  the  meanness  of 
pretending  to  knowledge  which  he  has 
not,  and  Carlyle  does  not  pretend  to  have 
solved  the  great  problems,  but  rather  to  be 
an  observer  of  their  solution  as  it  goes  for- 
ward in  the  world.  I  asked  him  at  what  re- 
ligious development  the  concluding  passage 
in  his  piece  m  the  Edinburgh  Review  upon 
German  literature  (say  five  years  ago),  and 
some  passages  in  the  piece  called  "Charac- 
teristics," pointed?  He  replied  that  he 
was  not  competent  to  state  even  to  him- 
self,— he  waited  rather  to  see.  My  own 
feeling  was  that  I  had  met  men  of  far  less 
power  who  had  got  greater  insight  into 
religious  truth.  He  is,  as  you  might  guess 
from  his  papers,  the  most  catholic  of  phi- 
losophers; he  forgives  and  loves  everybody, 
and  wishes  each  to  struggle  on  in  his  own 
place  and  arrive  at  h£  own  ends.  .  .  . 
He  talks  finely,  seems  to  love  the  broad 
Scotch,  and  I  loved  him  very  much  at 
once.  I  am  afraid  he  finds  his  entire 
solitude  tedious,  but  I  could  not  help 
congratulating  him  upon  the  treasure  in 
his  wife,  and  I  hope  he  will  not  leave  the 
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moors;  'tis  so  much  better  for  a  man  of 
letters  to  nurse  himself  in  seclusion  than 
to  be  filed  down  to  the  common  level  by 
the  compliances  and  imitations  of  city 
society.— Emerson,  Ralph  Waldo,  1833, 
Letter  to  Alexander  Ireland,  Atig.  31;  Ralph 
Waldo  Emerson:  ReeoUeetions  of  his  Visits 
to  England,  ed.  Ireland,  p.  53. 

I  found  time  to  make  a  visit  to  Carlyle, 
and  to  hear  one  of  his  lectures.  He  is 
rather  a  small,  spare,  ugly  Scotchman, 
with  a  strong  accent,  which  I  should  think 
he  takes  no  pains  to  mitigate.  His  manners 
are  plain  and  simple,  but  not  polished,  and 
his  conversation  much  of  the  same  sort. 
He  is  now  lecturing  for  subsistence,  to 
about  a  hundred  persons,  who  pay  him,  I 
believe,  two  guineas  each.  .  .  .  To-day 
he  spoke— as  I  think  he  commonly  does— 
without  notes,  and  therefore  as  nearly 
extempore  'as  a  man  can  who  prepares 
himself  carefully,  as  it  was  plain  he  had 
done.  His  course  is  on  Modem  Literature, 
and  his  subject  to-day  was  that  of  the 
eighteenth  century;  in  which  he  con- 
trasted Johnson  and  Voltaire  very  well, 
and  gave  a  good  character  of  Swift.  He 
was  impressive,  I  think,  though  such 
lecturing  could  not  weU  be  very  popular; 
and  in  some  parts,  if  he  were  not  poetical, 
he  was  picturesque.  He  was  nowhere 
obscure,  nor  were  his  sentences  artificially 
constructed,  though  some  of  them,  no 
doubt,  savored  of  his  peculiar  manner. — 
TiCKNOR,  George,  1838,  Journal,  June  1; 
Life,  Letters  and  Journals,  vol.  n,  p.  180. 

His  manners  and  conversation  are  as 
unformed  as  his  style;  and  yet,  withal, 
equally  full  of  genius.  In  conversation, 
he  piles  thought  upon  thought  and  im- 
agining upon  imagining,  till  the  erection 
seems  about  to  topple  down  with  its 
weight.  He  lives  in  great  retirement,— 
I  fear  almost  in  poverty.  To  him,  London 
and  its  mighty  maze  of  society  are  nothing; 
neither  he  nor  his  writings  are  known.— 
Sumner,  Charles,  1838,  To  George  S. 
HUlard,  Dee.  4;  Memoir  and  Letters  of 
Sumner,  ed.  Pierce,  vol  n,  p.  22. 

Attended  Carlyle's  lecture,  "The  Hero 
as  Prophet:  Mahomet,"  on  which  he 
descanted  with  a  fervour  and  eloquence 
that  only  a  conviction  of  truth  could  give. 
I  was  charmed,  carried  away  by  him.— 
Macrbadt,  W.  C,  1840,  Diary,  May  8; 
Reminiscences,  ed.  Pollock,  p.  488. 

We  had  fine  fun  with  Carlyle,  who 


talked  broad  Scotch,  and  utter  nonsense 
without  end.  His  nostrums  respecting 
law  reform  did  not  go  unscathed.  His 
presumption,  his  dictatorial  and  positive 
manner,  combined  with  his  utter  weakness, 
excited  in  my  mind  contempt.  Yet  this 
is  a  great  star  in  these  times  of  darkness. — 
Roebuck,  John  Arthur,  1841,  To  Mrs. 
Roebuck,  April  9;  Life  and  Letters,  ed. 
Leader,  p.  136. 

Carlyle's  conversation  and  general  views 
are  curiously  dyspeptic,  his  indigestion 
coloring  everything.  There  was  something 
particularly  engaging  in  his  reprobation 
of  a  heartless  caricature  of  the  execution 
of  poor  Louis  XVI.,  which  he  desired  us 
not  to  look  at,  but  introduced  a  beautiful 
one  of  himself  smoking  in  his  tub,  which 
John  Sterling  compares  to  one  of  Michael 
Angelo's  prophets.  He  stood  at  the  window 
with  his  pipe  to  help  us  draw  a  comparison. 
—Fox,  Caroune,  1842,  Memories  of  Old 
Friends,  ed.  Pym;  Journal,  June  6,  p.  179. 

Some  one  writes  about  "notes  for  a 
biography"  in  a  beggarly  "Spirit  of  the 
Age"  or  other  rubbish  basket— rejected 
nem.  con.  What  have  I  to  do  with  their 
"Spirits  of  the  Age?"  To  have  my  "life" 
surveyed  and  commented  on  by  all  men 
even  wisely  is  no  object  with  me,  but  rather 
the  opposite;  but  how  much  less  to  have 
it  done  unwisely]  The  world  has  no  busi- 
ness with  my  life;  the  world  will  never 
know  my  life,  if  it  should  write  and  read  a 
hundred  biographies  of  me«  The  main 
facts  of  it  even  are  known,  and  are  likely 
to  be  known,  to  myself  alone  of  created  men. 
The  "goose  goodness"  which  they  call 
"FameP*  Ach  Gtoft/— Carlyle,  Thomas, 
1843,  Journal,  Oct.  10;  Thomas  Carlyle, 
A  History  of  His  Life  in  London,  ed. 
Froude,  vol.  I,  p.  1. 

Accustomed  to  the  mfinite  wit  and 
exuberant  richness  of  his  writings,  his  talk 
is  still  an  amazement  and  a  splendor 
scarcely  to  be  faced  with  steady  eyes. 
He  does  not  converse:  only  harangues. 
.  .  .  Carlyle  allows  no  one  a  chance,  but 
bears  down  all  opposition,  not  only  by  his 
wit  and  onset  of  words,  resistless  in  their 
sharpness  as  so  many  bayonets,  but  by 
actual  physical  superiority— raising  his 
voice,  and  rushing  on  his  opponent  with 
a  torrent  of  sound.  This  is  not  in  the  least 
from  unwillingness  to  allow  freedom  to 
others.  On  the  contrary,  no  man  would 
more  enjoy  a  manly  resistance  to  his 
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thought.  But  it  is  the  habit  of  a  mind 
accustomed  to  follow  out  its  own  impulse, 
as  the  hawk  its  prey,  and  which  knows  not 
how  to  stop  in  the  chase.  Carlyle,  indeed, 
is  arrogant  and  over-bearing;  but  in  his 
arrogance  there  is  no  littleness— no  self- 
love.  It  is  the  heroic  arrogance  of  some 
old  Scandinavian  conqueror,  it  is  his 
nature  and  the  untameable  energy  that 
has  given  him  power  to  crush  the  dragons. 
You  do  not  love  him,  perhaps,  nor  revere; 
and  perhaps,  also,  he  would  only  laugh  at 
you  if  you  did;  but  you  like  him  heartily, 
and  like  to  see  him  the  powerful  smith, 
the  Siegfried,  melting  all  the  old  iron  in 
his  furnace  till  it  glows  to  a  sunset  red, 
and  bums  you,  if  you  senselessly  go  too 
near.  He  seems,  to  me,  quite  isolated,-— 
lonely  as  the  desert,— yet  never  was  a  man 
more  fitted  to  prize  a  man,  could  he  find 
one  to  match  his  mood.  He  finds  them, 
but  only  in  the  past.  He  sings  rather 
than  talks.  He  pours  upon  you  a  kind  of 
satirical,  heroical,  critical  poem,  with 
regular  cadences,  and  generally,  near  the 
b^inning,  hits  upon  some  singular  epithet, 
which  serves  as  a  refrain  when  his  song  is 
full,  or  with  which,  as  with  a  knitting 
needle,  he  catches  up  the  stitches,  if  he 
has  chanced,  now  and  then,  to  let  fall  a 
row.  For  the  higher  kind  of  poetry  he 
has  no  sense,  and  his  talk  on  that  subject 
is  delightfully  and  gorgeously  absurd. 
He  sometimes  stops  a  minute  to  laugh  at 
it  himself,  then  begins  anew  with  fresh 
vigour.— OssoLi,  Margaret  Fuller,  1846, 
LeUeri  from  Paris,  Dee.;  Memoirs,  vol.  n, 
p.  188.  • 

Carlyle  seems  in  better  health  than 
ususd  and  talks  away  lustily,  and  there  is 
always  something  to  take  one's  attention 
in  his  talk,  and  often  a  sort  of  charm  in  it; 
but  less  instructive  talk  I  never  listened 
to  from  any  man  who  had  read  and 
attempted  to  think.  His  opinions  are  the 
most  groundless  and  senseless  opinions 
that  it  is  possible  to  utter;  or  rather  they 
are  not  opinions,  for  he  will  utter  the 
most  opposite  and  contradictory  and 
incompatible  opinions  in  the  most  dog- 
matic and  violent  language  in  the  course 
of  half  an  hour.  The  real  truth  is  that 
they  are  not  opinions,  but  ''shams."  And 
I  think  it  is  the  great  desire  to  have 
opinions  and  the  incapacity  to  form  them 
which  keeps  his  mind  in  a  constant  struggle 
and  gives  it  over  to  every  kind  of  extrava- 


gance. It  is  wonderful  that  a  man  of  no 
opinions  should  exercise  such  an  influence 
in  the  world  as  he  appears  to  do;  but  I 
suppose  it  is  an  influence  of  concussion 
and  subversion  rather  than  any  other.— 
Taylor,  Sir  Henry,  1848,  To  his  Wife, 
Sept.  19;  Correspondence,  ed.  Dowden,  p. 
184. 

Thomas  Carlyle  is  really  a  notable 
monster,  and  to  be  respected  for  the  many 
noble  thoughts  he  has  elaborated  and  for 
the  words  of  wisdom  which  he  has  flung 
abroad  to  bear  divine  fruit  among  foolish- 
hearted  men;  but  I  can't  help  thinking, 
face  to  face  in  a  small  parlour  he  is  rather 
terrible,  and  I  fancy  prophets  are  best 
exhibited  in  the  pulpit  or  in  the  wilderness. 
— Blackie,  John  Stuart,  1848,  Letter  to 
Miss  Augusta  Wyld;  John  Stuart  Blackie, 
A  Biography,  ed.  Stoddart,  vol.  l,  p.  241. 

What  shall  I  say  of  Carlyle?  Perhaps 
it  will  be  childish  to  say  anything  of  htm 
after  no  more  acquaintance  than  an  hour's 
conversation.  Of  my  impressions  accept 
a  few  words.  I  confess  to  being  very  much 
pleased  and  a  little  disappoint^.  Pleased 
that  the  appearance  of  the  man  was  so 
much  more  loveable,  and  disappomted  that 
it  was  rather  less  great  than  I  had  expected. 
I  was  prepared  for  a  face,  manner  and 
expression  less  tender  but  more  profound. 
Not  in  the  vulgar  sense  of  mystic  alchem- 
ical fakir  profundity,  I  don't  mean  that. 
If  thefe  be  any  truth  in  his  theory  of 
"Wudtan"— if  there  be  divinity  in  move- 
men/— then  is  Carlyle  divine.  Body, 
hands,  eyes,  lips,  eyebrows— almost  cheeks, 
for  even  they  seem  mutable— did  you  ever 
see  such  a  personification  of  motion? 
I  felt,  in  seeing  and  hearing,  that  I  could 
love  the  man  as  few  men  can  be  loved; 
but  I  went  away  hoping  and  trusting 
less— though  I  never  trusted  much— in  the 
sage.  We  had  a  long  talk  (he  was  very 
kind  to  me),  and  if  I  had  been  blindfolded 
and  heard  it  in  the  street  I  could  have 
sworn  at  once  to  the  speaker.  But  it  made 
me  melancholy  to  see  how  hopeless— no 
affectation  of  despair,  but  heartfelt  black 
hopelessness— he  is  of  himself  and  all 
mankind.— Dobell,  Sydney,  1849,  To 
Rev.  George  Gilfillan,  Dee.  12;  Life  and 
Letters  of  Dobell,  ed.  Jolly,  vol.  i,  p.  112. 

Here,  also,  I  became  acquainted  with 
Thomas  Carlyle,  one  of  the  kindest  and 
best,  as  well  as  most  eloquent  of  men; 
though  in  his  zeal  for  what  is  best  he 
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sometimes  thinks  it  incumbent  on  him  to 
take  not  the  kindest  tone,  and  in  his  elo- 
quent demands  of  some  hearty  uncompro- 
mising creed  on  our  parts,  he  does  not  quite 
set  the  example  of  telling  us  the  amount  of 
his  own.  Mr.  Garlyle  sees  that  there  is 
a  good  deal  of  rough  work  in  the  operations 
of  nature:  he  seems  to  think  himself  bound 
to  consider  a  good  deal  of  it  devilish,  after 
the  old  Covenanter  fashion,  in  order  that 
he  may  find  something  angelical  in  giving 
it  the  proper  quantity  of  vituperation  and 
blows;  and  he  calls  upon  us  to  prove  our 
energies  and  our  benevolence  by  acting 
the  part  of  the  wind  rather  than  the  sun, 
of  warring  rather  than  peaces-making, 
of  frightening  and  forcing  rather  than 
conciliating  and  persuading.  .  .  .  I  believe 
that  what  Mr.  Carlyle  loves  better  than  his 
fault-finding,  with  all  its  eloquence,  is  the 
face  of  any  human  creature  that  looks 
suffering,  and  loving,  and  sincere;  and  I 
believe  further,  that  if  the  fellow-creature 
were  suffering  only,  and  neither  loving 
nor  sincere,  but  had  come  to  a  pass  of  agony 
in  this  life,  which  put  him  at  the  mercies 
of  some  good  man  for  some  last  help  and 
consolation  toward  his  grave,  even  at  the 
risk  of  loss  to  repute,  and  a  sure  amount 
of  pain  and  vexation,  that  man,  if  the  groan 
reached  him  in  its  forlomness,  would  be 
Thomas  Carlyle.— Hunt,  Leigh,  1850,  Ait- 
tobiograpky,  ed.  Ingpen,  vol.  Ii,  pp.  209,211. 
Are  you  aware  that  Carlyle  traveled 
with  us  to  Paris?  He  left  a  deep  impression 
with  me.  It  is  difficult  to  conceive  of  a 
more  interesting  human  soul,  I  think. 
All  the  bitterness  is  love  With  the  point 
reversed.  He  seems  to  me  to  have  a  pro- 
found sensibility— so  profound  and  tur- 
bulent that  it  unsettles  his  general  sympa- 
thies.—Browning,  Elizabeth  Barrett, 
1851,  To  MrB.Jameton,  Oct  21;  Letters,  ed. 
Kenyon^  vol  n,  p.  25. 

i  Carlyle  dresses  so  badly,  and  wears  such 
fBL  rough  outside,  that  the  flunkies  are  rude 
/to  him  at  gentlemen's  doors.— Haw- 
I  thorne,  Nathaniel,  1855,  English  Note- 
I  Boohs,  vol.  I,  p.  241. 

I  have  seen  Carlyle's  face  under  all 
aspects,  from  the  deepest  gloom  to  the 
most  reckless  or  most  genial  mirth;  and 
it  seemed  to  me  that  each  mood  would 
make  a  totally  different  portrait.  The 
sympathetic  is  by  far  the  finest,  in  my 
eyes.  His  excess  of  sympathy  has  been,  I 
believe,  the  master-pain  of  his  life.    He 


does  not  know  what  to  do  with  it,  and 
with  its  bitterness,  seeing  that  human 
life  is  full  of  pain  to  those  who  look  out 
for  it:  and  the  savageness  which  has  come 
to  be  a  main  characteristic  of  this  singular 
man  is,  in  my  opinion,  a  mere  expres- 
sion of  his  intolerable  sympathy  with  the 
suffering.  He  cannot  express  his  love  and 
pity  in  natural  acts,  like  other  people; 
and  it  shows  itself  too  often  in  unnatural 
speech.  But  to  those  who  understand  his 
eyes,  his  shy  maimer,  his  changing  colour, 
his  sigh,  and  the  constitutional  jmdeur 
which  renders  him  silent  about  everything 
that  he  feels  the  most  deeply,  his  wild 
speech  and  abrupt  manner  are  perfectly 
intelligible.  .  .  .  Yellow  as  a  guinea,  with 
downcast  eyes,  broken  speech  at  the 
beginning,  and  fingers  which  nervously 
picked  at  the  desk  before  him,  he  could 
not  for  a  moment  be  supposed  to  enjoy 
his  own  effort;  and  the  lecturer's  own 
enjoyment  is  a  prime  element  of  success. 
The  merits  of  Carlyle's  discourses  were 
however  so  great  that  he  might  probably 
have  gone  on  year  after  year  till  this  time, 
with  improving  success,  and  perhaps  ease: 
but  the  struggle  was  too  severe.  fVom  the 
time  that  his  course  was  announced  tUI 
it  was  finished,  he  scarcely  slept,  and  he 
grew  more  dyspeptic  and  nervous  every 
day;  and  we  were  at  length  entreated  to 
say  no  more  about  his  lecturing,  as  no  fame 
and  no  money  or  other  advantage  could 
counterbalance  the  misery  which  the 
engagement  caused  him.—  Martineau, 
Harriet,  1855-77,  Autobiography,  ed. 
Chapman,  vol.  i,  pp.  287, 289. 

Something  was  said  of  Carlyle  the 
author.  Thackeray  said  "Carlyle  hates 
everybody  that  has  arrived— if  they  are 
on  the  road,  he  may  perhaps  treat  them 
civilly."  Mackintosh  praised  the  descrip- 
tion in  the  "French  Revolution"  of  the 
flight  of  the  King  and  Queen  (which  is 
certainly  one  of  the  most  living  pictures 
ever  painted  with  ink),  and  Thackeray 
agreed  with  him,  and  spoke  of 'the  pas- 
sages very  heartily.— Motley,  John  Loth- 
ROP,  1558,  To  his  Wife,  May  28;  Corres- 
pondence, ed.  Curtis,  vol.  i,  p.  229. 

He  is  a  Samuel  Johnson,  a  Coleridge,  and 
a  TeufelsdrSckh,  in  one.  It  is  curious  to 
listen  to  the  strong  prejudice,  mixed  with 
the  lofty  and  noble  thoughts,  clothed  in 
that  weird  and  grotesque  phrase  of  his, 
fall  from  his  lips  in  hijgh-pitched  Scotch 
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patois,  full  of  intense  energy  and  power. — 
Smiles,  Samuel,  1860,  Brief  Biographies, 
p.  282. 

Of  Mr.  Carlyle's  conversation  I  cannot 
call  up  a  more  accurate  idea  than  by  de* 
scribing  his  talk  as  of  the  same  character 
as  his  writings.  Always  forcible,  often 
quaint  and  peculiar;  felicitous  in  his 
occasional  touches  of  fancy;  not  un- 
frequently  sarcastic— Kniqht,  Charles, 
1863,  Passages  from  a  Working  Life  During 
half  a  Centvry,  p.  446. 

In  a  few  minutes  after  the  doors  were 
opened,  [at  Rectorial  Address]  the  large 
hall  was  filled  in  every  part;  and  when  up 
the  central  passage  the  Principal,  the  Lord 
Rector,  the  Members  of  the  Senate,  and 
other  gentlemen  advanced  towards  the 
platform,  the  cheering  was  vociferous  and 
hearty.  The  Principal  occupied  the  chau*, 
of  course;  the  Lord  Rector  on  his  right,  the 
Lord  Provost  on  his  left.  When  the  plat- 
form gentlemen  had  taken  their  seats, 
every  eye  was  fixed  on  the  Rector.  To 
all  appearance,  as  he  sat,  time  and  labour 
had  dealt  tenderly  with  him.  His  face  had 
not  yet  lost  the  country  bronze  which  he 
brought  up  with  him  horn  Dumfriesshire 
as  a  student,  fifty-six  years  ago.  His  long 
residence  in  London  had  not  touched  his 
Annandale  look,  nor  had  it— as  we  soon 
learned— touched  his  Annandale  accent. 
His  countenance  was  striking,  homely, 
sincere,  truthful— the  countenance  of  a 
man  on  whom  ''the  burden  of  the  unintel- 
ligible world"  had  weighed  more  heavily 
than  on  most.  His  hair  was  yet  almost 
dark;  his  mustache  and  short  beard  were 
iron-grey.  His  eyes  were  wide,  melan- 
choly, sorrowful;  and  seemed  as  if  they 
had  been  at  times  a-weary  of  the  sun. 
Altogether,  in  his  aspect  there  was  some- 
thing aboriginal,  as  of  a  piece  of  unhewn 
granite,  which  had  never  been  polished 
to  any  approved  pattern,  whose  natural 
and  originad  vitality  had  never  been  tam- 
pered with.  In  a  word,  there  seemed  no 
passivity  about  Mr.  Carlyle;  he  was  the 
diamond,  and  the  world  was  his  pane  of 
glass;  he  was  a  graving  tool,  rather  than  a 
thing  graven  upon— a  man  to  set  his  mark 
on  the  world— a  man  on  whom  the  world 
could  not  set  its  mark.  .  .  .  Amid  a  tem- 
pest of  cheering  and  hats  enthusiastically 
waved,  Sir.  Carlyle,  slipping  off  his  Rector- 
ial robe— which  must  have  been  a  very 
shirt  of  Nessus  to  him— advanced  to  the 


table,  and  began  to  speak  in  low,  wavering, 
melancholy  tones,  which  were  in  accord- 
ance with  the  melancholy  eyes,  and  in  the 
Annandale  accent  with  which  his  play- 
fellows must  have  been  familiar  Ions  ago. 
So  self-centered  was  he,  so  impregnable  to 
outward  influences,  that  all  his  years  of 
Edinburgh  and  London  life  could  not 
impair,  even  in  the  slightest  degree,  that.— 
Smith,  Alexander,  1866,  Sketches  and 
Criticisms,  pp.  in,  119. 

A  strong-faced  and  strange  weird-look- 
mg  man  of  seventy-seven  summers,  who, 
notwithstanding  he  had  passed  by  so  many 
years  the  Psalmist's  threescore  and  ten, 
still  carried  his  medium-sized  and  well- 
knit  figure  erect.  His  face  was  dark,  ruddy, 
and  wrinkled,  with  bold  brows  and  wonder- 
fully bright  blue  eyes.  I  needed  no  one  to 
tell  me  that  I  stood  in  the  presence  of 
Thomas  Carlyle,  certainly  one  of  the  most 
celebrated  and  original  writers  of  the  nine- 
teenth century.— Wilson,  James  Grant, 
1874,  Thcmas  Carlyle,  Harper's  Magazine, 
vol.  48,  p.  726. 

I  have  no  doubt  he  would  have  played  a 
Brave  Man's  Part  if  called  on;  but,  mean- 
while, he  has  only  sat  pretty  comfortably 
at  Chelsea,  scolding  all  the  world  for  not 
being  Heroic,  and  not  always  very  precise 
in  telling  them  how.  He  has,  however, 
been  so  far  heroic,  as  to  be  always  inde- 
pendent, whether  of  Wealth,  Rank,  and 
Coteries  of  all  sorts:  nay,  apt  to  fly  in  the 
face  of  some  who  courted  him.  I  suppose 
he  is  changed,  or  subdued,  at  eighty :  but  up 
to  the  last  ten  years  he  seem^  to  me  just 
the  same  as  when  I  first  knew  him  five  and 
thirty  years  ago.  What  a  Fortune  he  might 
have  made  by  showing  himself  about  as 
a  Lecturer,  as  Thackeray  and  Dickens  did; 
I  don't  mean  they  did  it  for  Vanity:  but  to 
make  money:  and  that  spend  generously. 
Carlyle  did  indeed  lecture  near  forty  years 
ago  before  he  was  a  Lion  to  be  shown,  and 
when  he  had  but  few  readers.  I  heard  his 
''Heroes"  which  now  seems  to  me  one  of 
his  best  Books.  He  looked  very  handsome 
then,  with  his  black  hair,  fine  Eyes,  and  a 
sort  of  crucified  Expression.— FttzGerald, 
Edward,  1876,  To  C.  E.  Norton,  Jan.  23; 
Letters,  ed.  Wright,  vol.  i,  p.  378. 

A  residence  of  more  than  forty  years  in 
London  has  not  modified  the  strong  Scot- 
tish enunciation  which  Carlyle  brought 
with  him  from  his  native  Dumfriesshire. 
The  vowels  come  out  broad  and  fuU;  the 
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gutturals— which  are  so  sadly  clipped  in 
modem  English  speech,  depriving  it  of  all 
masculine  vigor—have  their  due  promi- 
nence. His  manner  in  talking  is  striking 
and  peculiar;  now  bursting  into  Titanic 
laughter  at  some  odd  conceit;  now  swelling 
into  fierce  wrath  at  some  meanness  or 
wrong;  now  sinking  into  low  tones  of 
the  tenderest  pathos;  but  running  through 
all  is  a  rhythmic  flow,  a  sustained 
recitative,  like  that  in  which  we  may 
imagine  old  Homer  to  have  chanted  his 
long-resounding  hexameters. — Guernsey, 
Alfred  H.,  1879,  Thomas  Carlyle:  His  Life 
'His  Books-His  Themes,  p.  20. 

Those  who  have  listened  to  the  wonder- 
ful conversation  of  Carlyle  know  well  its 
impressiveness  and  its  charm:  the  sympa- 
thetic voice  now  softening  to  the  very 
gentlest,  tenderest  tone  as  it  searched  far 
into  some  sad  life,  little  known  or  regarded, 
or  perhaps  evil  spoken  of,  and  found  there 
traits  to  be  admired,  or  signs  of  nobleness,— 
then  rising  through  all  melodies  in  re- 
hearsing the  deeds  of  heroes;  anon  breaking 
out  with  illumined  thunders  against  some 
special  baseness  or  falsehood,  till  one 
trembled  before  the  Sinai  smoke  and  flame, 
and  seemed  to  hear  the  tables  break  once 
more  in  his  heart:  all  these,  accompanied 
by  the  mounting,  fading  fires  in  his  cheeks, 
the  light  of  the  eye,  now  serene  as  heaven's 
blue,  now  flashing  with  wrath,  or  presently 
suffused  with  laughter,  made  the  outer 
symbols  of  a  genius  so  unique  that  to  me  it 
had  been  unimaginable  had  I  not  known  its 
presence  and  power.  His  conversation 
was  a  spell;  when  I  had  listened  and  gone 
into  the  darkness,  the  enchantment  con- 
tinued; sometimes  I  could  not  sleep  till  the 
vivid  thoughts  and  narratives  were  noted 
in  writing.— Conway,  Moncure  Daniel, 
1881,  Thomas  Carlyk,  p.  14. 

It  is  not  easy,  it  is  not  possible,  to  say 
the  last  word  about  Mr.  Carlyle.  Posterity 
will  regard  him  with  deep  sympathy  and 
reverence,  as  one  of  the  greatest  of  literary 
forces;  thwarted,  like  Byron,  by  self-will; 
torn,  like  Swift,  by  scBva  indignatio;  and  all 
his  life  vexed,  almost  physically,  by  a  fierce 
hunger  and  thirst  after  righteousness. — 
Lang,  Andrew,  1881,  Mr.  Carlyk's  Remi- 
niseenees,  Fr(uer*s  Magazine,  vol.  103,  p.  528. 

Think  of  the  simplicity  and  frugality  of 
his  life,  the  nobility  of  his  heart,  the  sub- 
limity of  his  purposes.  I  have  known 
many  good  and  great  men.    I  have  never 


known  one  so  strong  and  straight,  so 
sturdy  and  striking  as  Thomas  Carlyle— 
strong  and  straight  like  a  pyramid,  a 
mystery  to  the  conmion  crowd  of  travellers, 
and  certainly  not  to  be  measured  m  its 
width  and  breadth,  in  its  height  and  depth, 
by  the  small  pocket-rule  of  "common  sense." 
— MuLLER,  Friedrich  Max,  1881,  Letter, 
Life  and  Letters,  ed.  his  Wife,  vol.  n,  p.  104. 

Although  in  common  with  many  others, 
I  believe  that  the  literary  pretensions  of 
Carlyle  have  been  vastly  overstated,  and 
that  as  a  thinker  and  phUosopher  he  pos- 
sessed no  such  spiritual  method  as  is  likely 
to  make  his  influence  either  precious  or 
permanent,  I  would  gladly,  at  this  juncture, 
think  of  nothing  less  pleasant  than  his 
rugged  yet  charming  personality.— Buch- 
anan, Robert,  1881,  Wylie's  Life  of  Car- 
lyle,  The  Contemporary  Review,  voL  39, 
p.  793. 

He  was  constantly  intolerant  of  those 
who  differed  from  him;  never  by  any 
chance  imagining  the  possibOity  that  they 
might  be  right  and  he  wrong.  Always 
proclaiming  in  his  books  the  infinite  virtues 
of  patience  and  silence,  he  made  no  attempt 
whatever  to  practise  as  he  preached.  The 
least  illness,  the  least  personal  inconven- 
ience, such  as  getting  his  tea  too  weak  or 
his  coffee  too  cold,  mi^e  him  complain  as  if 
all  the  world  had  been  going  headlong 
to  ruin,  and  he  himself  were  the  only  right- 
eous man  left  alive.  His  temper,  which  he 
was  at  no  particular  pains  to  curb,  was 
harsh  and  violent.  Altogether  he  was,  as 
his  mother  well  observed,  "gey  ill  to  live 
wi'."— NicoLL,  Henry  J.,  1882,  Land- 
marks of  English  Literature,  p.  425. 

In  the  grave  matters  of  the  law  he 
walked  for  eighty-five  years  unblemished 
by  a  single  moral  spot.  There  are  no 
"sins  of  youth''  to  be  apologised  for. 
In  no  instance  did  he  ever  deviate  even 
for  a  moment  from  the  strictest  lines  of 
integrity.  He  had  his  own  way  to  make 
in  life,  and  when  he  had  chosen  his  pro- 
fession, he  had  to  depend  on  popularity 
for  the  bread  which  he  was  to  eat.  But 
although  more  than  once  he  was  within 
sight  of  starvation  he  would  never  do  less 
than  his  very  best.  He  never  wrote  an 
idle  word,  he  never  wrote  or  spoke  any 
single  sentence  which  he  did  not  with  his 
whole  heart  believe  to  be  true.  Conscious 
though  he  was  that  he  had  talents  above 
those  of  common  men,  he  sought  neither 
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rank  nor  fortune  for  himself.  When  he 
became  famous  and  moved  as  an  equal 
among  the  best  of  the  land,  he  was  con- 
tent to  earn  the  wages  of  an  artisan,  and 
kept  to  the  simple  habits  in  which  he  bad 
been  bred  in  his  father's  house.  He  might 
have  had  a  pension  had  he  stooped  to  ask 
for  it;  but  he  chose  to  maintain  himself 
by  his  own  industry,  and  when  a  pension 
was  offered  him  it  was  declined.  He 
despised  luxury;  he  was  thrifty  and  even 
severe  in  the  economy  of  his  own  house- 
hold; but  in  the  times  of  his  greatest 
poverty  he  had  always  sometUng  to 
spare  for  those  who  were  dear  to  him. 
When  money  came  at  last*  and  it  came 
only  when  he  was  old  and  infirm,  he  added 
nothing  .to  his  own  comforts,  but  was 
lavishly  generous  with  it  to  others.  Tender- 
hearted and  affectionate  he  was  beyond 
all  men  whom  I  have  ever  known.  His 
faults,  which  in  his  late  remorse  he  exag- 
gerated, as  men  of  noblest  natures  are 
most  apt  to  do,  his  impatience,  his  irritabil- 
ity, his  singular  melancholy,  which  made 
hun  at  times  distressing  as  a  companion, 
were  the  effects  of  temperament  first,  and 
of  a  peculiarly  sensitive  organisation;  and 
secondly  of  absorption  in  his  work  and 
of  his  determination  to  do  that  work  as 
well  as  it  could  possibly  be  done.  Such 
faults  as  these  were  but  as  the  vapours 
which  hang  about  a  mountain,  inseparable 
from  the  nature  of  the  man.  They  have 
to  be  told  because  without  them  his  char- 
acter cannot  be  understood,  and  because 
they  affected  others  as  well  as  himself.  But 
they  do  not  blemish  the  essential  greatness 
of  his  character,  and  when  he  is  fully 
known  he  will  not  be  loved  or  admired 
the  less  because  he  had  infirmities  like 
the  rest  of  us.— Froude,  James  Anthony, 
1884,  ThmM  Carlyk,  A  History  of  his 
Life  in  London,  vol.  I,  p.  4. 

He  was  not  constitutionally  arrogant; 
he  was  a  man  of  real  modesty;  he  was  even, 
I  think,  constitutionally  difBdent.  He 
was  a  man,  in  short,  whom  you  could 
summer  and  winter  with,  without  ever 
having  your  self-respect  wantonly  affronted 
as  it  habitually  is  by  mere  conventional 
'  men  and  women.  He  was,  to  be  sure,  a 
very  sturdy  son  of  earth,  and  capable  at 
times  of  exhibiting  the  most  helpless 
natural  infirmity.  But  he  would  never 
ignore  nor  slight  your  human  fellowship 
l^cause  your  fife  or  opinions  exposed  you 


to  the  reproach  of  the  vain,  the  frivolous^ 
the  self-eeeking.  He  would  of  course  curse 
your  gods  ever  and  anon  in  a  manful  way^ 
and  scoff  without  mercy  at  your  tenderest 
inteUectual  hopes  and  aspirations;  but 
upon  yourself  personally,  all  the  while,— 
especially  if  you  should  drink  strong  tea 
and  pass  sleepless  nights,  or  suffer  from 
tobacco,  or  be  menaced  with  insanity, 
or  have  a  gnawing  cancer  under  your 
jacket,— he  would  have  bestowed  the 
finest  of  his  wheat.  He  might  not  easily 
have  forgiven  you  if  you  us^  a  vegetable 
diet,  especially  if  you  did  so  on  principle; 
and  he  would  surely  have  gnashed  his 
teeth  upon  you  if  you  should  have  claimed 
any  scientific  knowledge  or  philosophic 
insight  into  the  social  problem,— the 
problem  of  man's  coming  destiny  upon 
the  earth.  But  within  these  limits  you 
would  have  felt  how  truly  human  was  the 
tie  that  bound  you  to  this  roaring,  riotous, 
most  benighted,  yet  not  unbenignant 
brother.— James,  Henry,  Sr.,  1884,  Some 
Pergonal  Recottedioni  of  Carlyk,  Literary 
Remaim,  ed.  James,  pp.  430, 439. 

From  personal  intercourse,  extending 
over  many  years,  we,  in  common  with  all 
who  came  into  close  contact  with  him, 
know  that  Carlyle  himself  was  truthful 
to  the  core;  and,  also,  that  he  devoutly 
and  reverently  accepted  the  essential 
truths  of  the  Christian  religion.  True, 
that,  in  earlier  student  days,  unduly  in- 
fluenced, as  he  himself  admitted,  by  his 
boundless  admiration  for  Goethe,  he  had 
wavered  somewhat  in  regard  to  certain 
outward  matters  of  form;  but,  though 
still  admiring  the  great  German  poet,  he 
soon  lived  through  that  phase,  and,  looking^ 
back,  wrote  those  verses  comparing  him- 
self to  a  moth  that  had  singed  its  wings 
by  fluttering  too  near  the  candle-flame. 
The  root  befief  in  saving  truth,  to  which 
he  firmly  clung  down  to  the  end  of  his 
days,  was  substantially  that  which  his 
godly  mother  had  taught  him.  Her  strong 
faith  was  also  his,  though  rarely,  and  then 
somewhat  enigmatically,  formulated  by 
him.  As  he  himself  repeatedly  and 
emphatically  told  us,  he  held  fast  by  the 
grand  old  Bible  truths,  revealed  from 
heaven,  as  the  only  eternal  and  veritable 
realities  on  which  a  man  could  safely  lean 
with  all  his  weight.  In  regard  to  Carlyle'a 
religious  belief,  Mr.  Froude  did  not,  and, 
unfortunately,  from  different  upbringing,. 
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€ould  not,  understand  him.  .  .  .  One  of 
the  greatest  thinkers  and  teachers  of  the 
century,  Carlyle's  heart  was  pure,  loving, 
tender,  and  true;  and,  even  had  certain 
opinions,  peculiar,  personal  traits,  .  or 
^centricities  of  temperament — which,  in 
some  form  or  other,  would  seem  to  be 
inseparable  from  great  originality  of  mind 
—actually  been  the  very  grave  faults 
which  his  traducers  mistakenly  try  to 
make  them,  these,  calmly  viewed  in  the 
light  of  his  great  veracity  and  sterling 
virtues,  can  only  be  regarded  as  spots  on 
the  sun.— Symington,   Andrew  James, 

1885,  Some  Personal  Reminitcenees  of 
CaHyk,  pp.  10, 19. 

No  one  who  knew  Carlyle  but  must  have 
noticed  how  instantaneously  he  was  af- 
fected or  even  agitated  by  any  case  of 
difficulty  or  distress  in  which  he  was  con- 
sulted or  that  was  casually  brought  to 
his  cognisance,  and  with  what  restless 
curiosity  and  exactitude  he  would  inquire 
into  all  the  particulars,  tUl  he  had  con- 
ceived the  case  thoroughly,  and  as  it  were, 
taken  the  whole  pain  of  it  into  himself. 
The  practical  procedure,  if  any  was  pos- 
;sible,  was  sure  to  follow.  If  he  could  do  a 
friendly  act  to  any  human  being,  it  was 
sure  to  be  done;  if  the  case  requ&ed  exer- 
tion, or  even  continued  and  troublesome 
exertion,  that  was  never  wanting.  .  .  . 
There  were,  I  say,  infinite  depths  of  tender- 
ness in  this  rugged  man.  Not  even  in  the 
partner  of  his  life  whom  he  so  bewailed 
and  conmaemorated,  woman  though  she 
was,  and  one  of  the  most  brilliant  of  her 
sex,  and  the  most  practically  and  assidu- 
ously benevolent,  were  there  such  depths 
and  disBolutions  of  sheer  tenderness  as 
there  were  in  him.— Masson,  David,  1885, 
Carlyle  PenonaUy  and  in  Ms  Writings, 
pp.  39, 41. 

His  life,  the  prey  of  biographers  and  the 
stumbling-block  of  fools,  had  chiefly  liter- 
ary eventfulness.— Saintsburt,  George, 

1886,  Specimens  of  English  Prose  Style, 
p.  354. 

It  is  one  of  the  regrets  of  my  life  that  I 
never  saw  or  heard  Carlyle.  Nature,  who 
seems  to  be  fond  of  trios,  has  given  us 
three  dogmatists,  all  of  whom  greatly 
interested  their  own  generation,  and 
whose  personality,  especially  in  the  case 
of  the  first  and  last  of  the  trio,  stOl  interests 
us,— Johnson,  Coleridge,  and  Carlyle.  Each 
was  an  oracle  in  his  way,  but  unfortunately 


oracles  are  fallible  to  their  descendants. 

•  •  •  Each  oracle  denies  his  predecessor, 
each  magician  breaks  the  wand  of  the  one 
who  went  before  him.  There  were  Americans 
enough  ready  to  swear  by  Carlyle  until 
he  broke  his  staff  in  meddling  with  our 
anti-slavery  conflict,  and  buried  it  so  many 
fathoms  deep  that  it  could  never  be  fished 
out  again.  It  is  rather  singular  that  John- 
son and  Carlyle  should  each  of  them  have 
shipwrecked  his  sagacity  and  shown  a 
terrible  leak  in  his  moral  sensibilities  on 
coming  in  contact  with  American  rocks 
and  currents,  with  which  neither  had  any 
special  occasion  to  concern  himself,  and 
which  both  had  a  great  deal  better  have 
steiu^  clear  of.  But  here  I  stand  once 
more  before  the  home  of  the  longnsuffering, 
much-laboring,  loud-complaining  HeracU- 
tus  of  his  time,  whose  very  snule  had  a 
grinmess  in  it  more  ominous  than  his 
scowl.  Poor  man!  Dyspeptic  on  a  diet 
of  oatmeal  porridge;  kept  wide  awake  by 
crowing  cocks;  drummed  out  of  his  wits 
by  long-continued  piano-pounding;  sharp 
of  speech,  I  fear,  to  his  high-strung  wife, 
who  gave  him  back  as  good  as  she  got! 
I  hope  I  am  mistaken  about  their  everyday 
relations,  but  again  I  say,  poor  man! — 
for  all  his  complaining  must  have  meant 
real  discomfort,  which  a  man  of  genius 
feels  not  less,  certainly,  than  a  common 
mortal.— Holmes,  Oliver  Wendell,  1887- 
91,  Our  Hundred  Days  in  Europe,  pp. 
138, 139. 

We  found  Mr.  Carlyle  at  home  [1852]. 

•  •  •  We  were  shown  into  a  comfortable 
rooin  on  the  ground  floor,  which  I  suppose 
must  have  been  the  dining-room,  and 
presently  we  heard  Mr.  Carlyle  descending 
from  the  upper  regions.  He  gave  us  a 
cordial  welcome,  and  sat  down  at  a  little 
distance  on  a  rather  straightbacked  chair. 
...  I  remember  the  strong  impression 
made  on  my  mind  by  the  interview  was 
that  Mr.  Carlyle's  conversation  was  very 
like  his  books,  and  much  of  it  as  good  as 
almost  anything  I  had  ever  read  in  them. 
The  new  impression  derived  from  the 
slight  personal  intercourse  was  of  his  real 
kindness  of  heart,  the  deep  latent  sympathy 
of  his  nature.  There  was  a  peculiar  gentle- 
ness in  his  tone,  an  accent  of  deep  and 
sincere  feeling  in  his  voice,  in  spealang  of 
Sir  W.  HabiUton,  and  especially  in  refer- 
ring to  his  crippled  condition  arising  A-om 
the  serious  stroke  of  paralysis  that  had 
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parfciaUy  disabled  him  a  few  years  before.— 
Batnes,  Thomas  S.,  1887,  An  Evening 
witk  Carlyk,  The  Athenaum,  April' 2,  pp. 
449,450. 

Doctor  Pessimist  Anticant,  in  Anthony 
TroUope's  novel  "Warden,"  is  intended 
for  Thomas  Carlyle.— Fret,  Albert  R., 
1888,  Sobriquets  and  Niekname$,  p.  91. 

In  Switzerland  I  live  in  the  immediate 
presence  of  a  mountain,  noble  alike  in 
form  and  mass.  A  bucket  or  two  of  water, 
whipped  into  a  cloud,  can  obscure,  if  not 
efface  that  lordly  peak.  You  would  almost 
say  that  no  peak  could  be  there.  But 
the  cloud  passes  away,  and  the  mountain, 
in  its  solid  grandeur,  remains.  Thus,  when 
all  temporary  dust  is  laid,  will  stand  out, 
erect  and  clear,  the  massive  figure  of 
Carlyle.— Tyndall,  John,  1890,  Perumd 
ReeoUecHan$  of  Thomas  Carlyle,  New  Frag- 
ments, p.  397. 

How  well  Eingsley  understood  the  chief 
characteristics  of  Carlyle  is  evident  from 
the  life-drawing  he  gives  of  him  in  the 
person  of  Sandy  Mackaye,  though,  strange* 
ly  enough,  Carlyle  failed  to  recognize  him- 
self in  this  portrait.— KAUFBiANN,  MoRrrz, 
1892,  Charles  Kingsley  Socialist  and  Social 
Reformer,  p.  176. 

It  has  been  a  personal  pain  to  me  in 
recent  times  to  find  among  honourable  and 
cultivated  people  a  conviction  that  Carlyle 
was  hard,  selfish,  and  arrogant.  I  knew 
him  intimately  for  more  than  an  entire 
generation— as  intimately  as  one  who  was 
twenty  years  his  junior,  and  who  regarded 
him  with  unaffected  reverence  as  the  man 
of  most  undoubted  genius  of  his  age,  prob- 
ably ever  did.  I  saw  him  in  all  moods  and 
under  the  most  varied  conditions,  and  often 
tried  his  impatient  spirit  by  dissent  from 
his  cherished  convictions,  and  I  found  him 
habitually  serene  and  considerate,  never, 
as  so  many  have  come  to  believe  of  his 
ordinary  mood,  arrogant  or  impatient  of 
contradiction.  I  was  engaged  for  nearlv 
half  the  period  in  the  conflict  of  Irish 
politics,  which  from  his  published  writings 
one  might  suppose  to  be  utterly  intolerable 
to  him;  but  the  readers  of  these  letters 
wfll  find  him  taking  a  keen  interest  in 
every  honest  attempt  to  raise  Ireland  from 
her  misery,  reading  constantly,  and  having 
sent  after  him,  wherever  he  went,  the 
journal  which  embodied  the  most  deter- 
mined resistance  to  misgovemment  horn 
Westminister,  and  throwing  out  friendly 


suggestions  from  time  to  time  how  the 
work,  so  far  as  he  approved  of  it,  might  be 
more  effectually  done.  This  is  the  real 
Carlyle;  a  man  of  generous  nature,  some- 
times disturbed  on  the  surface  by  trifling 
troubles,  but  never  diverted  at  heart  from 
what  he  believed  to  be  right  and  true. — 
Duffy,  Sir  Charles  Gavan,  1892,  Con- 
versaHans  with  Carlyk,  p.  6. 

The  opulent  originality,  vigour,  and 
picturesqueness  of  Carlyle's  t^k  aston* 
ished  all  who  heard  it.  What  he  said 
might  be  wise,  or  only  half-wise,  or,  as 
sometimes  happened,  wholly  unwise,  but 
it  was  always  striking,  never  common- 
place. It  is  true  that  both  as  a  host  and 
as  a  guest  he  was  too  fond  of  engrossing 
the  conversation,  that  with  him  dialogue 
too  often  became  monologue,  that  his 
prophet-like  denunciations  of  the  present, 
in  season  and  out  of  season,  were  occa- 
sionally wearisome  in  their  monotonous 
vehemence  and  iteration  and  reiteration 
long-drawn-out.  But  it  was  not  always 
thus  with  him.  In  the  society  of  two  or 
three  friends,  if  he  could  not  help  being 
emphatic,  he  could  be  calm,  and  reason- 
able, take  as  well  as  give,  and  listen 
patiently  to  the  expression  of  opinions 
opposite  to  his  own.  It  was  in  such  a 
gathering  that  he  was  most  satisfactory, 
if  not  most  astonishing.  There  was, 
moreover,  one  gift,  that  of  oral  narration, 
which  he  possessed  in  a  more  remarkable 
degree  than  any  man  of  his  generation, 
and  his  exhibition  of  it  was  always  accept- 
able, combining  as  it  did  epic  detail  with 
lyrical  emotion.  I  have  heard  of  a  distin- 
guished company  at  a  dinner-party  sus- 
pending, at  an  early  stage  of  the  meal,  the 
process  of  deglutition,  to  listen  with  rapt 
attention  while  Carlyle,  starting  from 
some  chance  remark  by  a  fellow  guest, 
gave  a  vivid  account  of  John  Sobieski's 
defence  of  Vienna  against  the  Turk. 
Never  surely  was  there  an  eminent  man 
of  letters— not  Macaulay  himself,  for  even 
he  had  brilliant  flashes  of  silence— to 
whom,  as  to  this  Apostle  of  Silence,  it 
seemed  in  so  great  a  degree  a  necessity  of 
his  nature  to  be  always  either  speaking  or 
writing.— EspiNASSE,  Francis,  1893,  lAier- 
ary  Reeolleetions  and  Sketches,  p.  204. 

I  believe  that  what  Mr.  Carlyle  abso* 
hitely  needed  above  all  thmgs  on  earth 
was  somebody  to  put  on  the  gloves  with 
him  metaphorically  about  once  a  day,  and 
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give  and  take  a  few  thumping  blows;  nor 
do  I  believe  that  he  would  have  shrunk 
from  a  tussle  d  la  Choctaw,  with  biting, 
gouging,  tomahawk  and  scalper,  for  he 
had  an  uncommonly  dour  look  about  the 
€yes,  and  must  have  been  a  magnificent 
fighter  when  once  roused.  —  Leland, 
Charles  Godfrey,  1893,  Memoirs,  p.  432. 

I  never  shared  the  admiration  felt  for 
him  by  so  many  able  men  who  knew  him 
personally,  and  therefore  had  means 
which  I  did  not  possess  of  estimating  him 
aright.  To  me  his  books  and  hunself 
represented  an  anomalous  sort  of  human 
fruit.  The  original  stock  was  a  hard  and 
thorny  Scotch  peasant-character,  with  a 
splendid  intellect  superadded.  The  graft 
was  not  wholly  successful.  A  flavor  of  the 
old  acrid  sloe  was  always  perceptible  in 
the  plum.— CoBBE,  Frances  Power,  1894, 
Life  by  Herself,  vol  n,  p.  482. 

The  greatest  Englishman  of  letters  of 
this  century  found  it  indispensable  for  his 
contentment  to  belittle  almost  every  man 
of  real  importance  whom  he  met.— David- 
son, John,  1895,  Sentences  and  Para- 
graphs, pp.  88, 91. 

In  a  somewhat  shabbily  furnished  room, 
(but  on  the  walls  there  was  a  large  copy  of 
the  Berlin  picture  of  Frederick  the  Great 
dressed  as  a  drummer-boy;  and  on  the 
table  a  number  of  Frederick's  snuff-boxes 
were  strewn  about)  in  a  dingy  little  street 
in  Chelsea,  an  old  man,  worn,  and  tired, 
and  bent,  with  deeply  lined,  ascetic 
features,  a  firm  underjaw,  tufted  grey 
hair,  and  tufted  grey  and  white  beard, 
and  sunken  and  unutterably  sorrowful 
eyes,  returned  from  the  fireplace,  where 
with  trembling  fingers  he  had  been  lighting 
his  long  clay  pipe,  and  resumed  his  place 
in  front  of  the  reading-desk.  .  .  .  Now, 
in  endeavoring  to  place  on  paper,  a  few  of 
Carlyle's  obiter  dicta,  it  is  impossible  to 
convey  to  the  reader  how  inmieasurably 
they  lose  in  the  process.  Carlyle  did  not 
talk  Scotch— not  any  dialect  of  it;  but  he 
spoke  with  a  strong  South-of-Scotland 
insistence  of  emphasis;  then  he  had  a  fine 
abundance  of  picturesque  phraseology; 
and,  above  all,  he  liked  to  wmd  up  a  sentence 
with  something— a  wild  exaggeration,  it 
might  be,  or  a  sardonic  paradox,  or  a 
scornful  taunt— but,  anyhow,  with  some- 
thing that  sounded  like  the  crack  of  a 
whip.— Black,  William,  1896,  ReeoUecHons 
of  CarlyVs  Talk,  Good  Words,  vol.  38. 


Mr.  Bancroft  had  given  me  a  letter  to 
Carlyle  [1869],  and  we  diligently  drove  to 
Cheyne  Walk ;  but  the  sage  was  out  walking. 
I  think  he  always  was,  when  Americana 
called.— Sherwood,  Mary  E.  W.,  1897, 
An  Epistle  to  Posterity,  p.  153. 

Whenever  a  chance  offered  itself,  we 
called  on  the  Carlyles.  My  father  would 
say,  ''Mr.  and  Mrs.  Carlyle  on  the  whole 
enjoy  life  together,  else  they  would  not 
have  chaffed  one  another  so  heartily." 
Carlyle  made  a  point  of  not  unfrequently 
pa3ring  his  respects  to  my  mother,  who  he 
knew  could  not  go  to  see  him;  and  the  last 
time  he  called  my  nephew,  "golden-haired 
Ally,"  was  brought  in  to  the  great  man. 
Carlyle  put  his  hands  on  the  little  fellow's 
head  and  said  solemnly,  "Fair  fall  thee, 
little  man,  in  this  world,  and  the  next." 
Upon  which  my  father  said  to  me:  "Carlyle 
is  the  most  reverent  and  most  irreverent 
man  I  know."— Tennyson,  Hallam,  1897, 
Alfred  Lord  Tennyson,  A  Memoir  by  his 
Son,  vol.  n,  p.  233. 

Much  has  been  made  of  his  brusque 
manner.  Truth  is,  he  could  not  bear  inan- 
ity or  even  the  semblance  of  it.  Yet  he 
was  tolerant  in  a  high  degree  to  honest 
worth.  Emerson  observed  that  "Carlyle 
worshipped  a  man  that  manifested  any 
truth  in  him."  To  hold  his  attention  one 
had  to  be  thorough.  He  rushed  at  the 
stranger  mind,  and  sometimes,  too,  by  a 
byway,  probing  deeply,  and  all  the  time 
with  flashing  eyes— these  small,  pupiled 
orbs,  that,  although  dreamy-looking  in 
repose,  seemed,  in  his  eager  questioning 
attitudes,  to  leave  their  places  and  dart 
meteor-like  towards  yours.  I  will  ever  see 
those  eyes  on  their  way  to  mine  during  our 
first  tussling  interview.  The  fancy  is  as 
strong  as  fact,  and  still  felt  to  be  as  real  as 
truth  itself.  I  have  seen  him  in  many 
moods,  and  began  to  learn  that  his  silence 
was  at  tunes  a  compliment  to  all  about 
him.  The  silence  of  others,  too,  was  a  stem 
necessity  of  his  supersensitive  nature. 
Indeed,  without  quietude  life  to  him  was 
intolerable.  His  nature  was  the  very 
antipodes  of  that  of  Gibbon,  who  managed 
to  sit  as  a  mute  for  eight  sessions  in  the 
House  of  Commons!  Nothing  annoyed 
him  more  than  noisy  platitudes,  no  matter, 
where  or  by  whom  they  were  echoed. — 
Patrick,  John,  1898,  The  Carlyles  in 
Scotland,  Century  Magazine,  vol.  57,  p.  323. 

I  did  not  see  Carlyle  until  he  was  an  old 
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man,  after  the  death  of  his  wife,  living  in 
retirement.  A  more  dignified,  courteous, 
and  friendly  senior  it  was  impossible  to 
imagine.  He  sate  by  his  simple  fireside, 
in  the  house  in  which  he  lived  for  forty- 
six  years,  and  poured  out  "Latter-day 
Pamphlets"  with  great  energy  and  strong 
Lowland  accent.  The  effect  was  startling. 
He  was  exactly  like  all  his  portraits— -the 
Whistler  is  the  best  both  in  art  and  in 
likeness— the  words  were  strangely  the 
.same  as  he  used  in  his  fiercest  hour,  nay 
even  exceeding  this,  for  he  wished  that 
many  people  and  things  "might  all  be 
dawmed  doun  to  hale"— so  that  it  seemed 
an  illusion,  as  if  some  wraith  of  Sartor  had 
been  summoned  up  to  give  a  mockins 
presentation  of  the  prophet.  He  said 
what  he  had  often  said,  till  it  seemed  to 
me  as  if  he  were  repeating  thoughts  which 
were  graven  in  his  memory.  His  bon- 
hommie,  his  fire,  his  friendly  manners 
struck  me  deeply.— Harrison,  Frederic, 

1901,  George  WtuhinqUm  and  Other  Amer- 
ican Addresses,  p.  201. 

Thirty  years  afterward,  in  June,  1872, 
I  felt  an  irrepressible  desire  to  see  the 
grand  old  man  once  more,  and  I  accordingly 
addressed  him  a  note  requesting  the  favor 
of  a  few  minutes'  interview.  .  .  .  After 
we  had  waited  some  time,  a  feeble,  stoop- 
ing figure,  attired  in  a  long  blue  flannel 
gown,  moved  slowly  into  the  room.  EQs 
gray  hair  was  unkempt,  his  blue  eyes  were 
still  keen  and  piercing,  and  a  bright  hectic 
spot  of  red  appeared  on  each  of  his  hollow 
cheeks.  His  hands  were  tremulous,  and 
his  voice  deep  and  husky.  After  a  few 
personal  inquiries  the  old  man  launched 
out  into  a  most  extraordinary  and  char- 
acteristic harangue  on  the  wretched  de- 
generacy of  these  evil  days.  The  prophet, 
Jeremiah,  was  cheerfulness  itself  in  com- 
parison with  him.  ...  He  amused  us 
with  a  description  of  half  a  night's  debate 
with  John  Bright  on  political  economy, 
while  he  said,  "Bright  theed  and  thoud 
with  me  for  hours,  while  his  Quaker  wife 
sat  up  hearin'  us  baith.  I  tell  ye,  John 
Bright  got  as  gude  an  he  gie  that  night;" 
and  I  have  no  doubt  that  he  did.  Most  of 
his  extraordinary  harangue  was  like  an 
eruption  of  Vesuvius,  but  the  laugh  he 
occasionally  gave  showed  that  he  was 
talking  about  as  much  for  his  own  amuse- 
ment as  for  ours.— CuYLBR,  Theodore  L., 

1902,  ReeoUectUms  of  a  Long  Life. 


JANE  WELSH  OARLTLE 

And  I  sit  here  thinking,  thinking, 
How  your  life  was  one  long  winking 
At  Thomas'  faults  and  failings,  and  his  undue 
share  of  bilel 
Won't  you  own,  dear,  just  between  us, 
That  this  living  with  a  genius 
Isn't,  after  all,  so  pleasant, — is  it,  Jeannie  Welsh 
Carlyle? 

— €handler,    Bessie,    1883,    To    Mrs. 
Carlyle,  Century  Magazine,  vol.  27,  p.  160. 

Now  we  have  him  in  his  Jane's  letters, 
as  we  have  seen  something  of  him  before 
in  the  Reminiscences:  but  a  yet  more 
tragic  Story;  so  tragic  that  I  know  not  if 
it  ought  not  to  have  been  withheld  from 
the  Public:  Assuredly,  it  seems  to  me, 
ought  to  have  been  but  half  of  the  whole 
that  now  is.  But  I  do  not  the  less  recog-" 
nize  Carlyle  far  more  admirable  than 
before—if  for  no  other  reason  than  his 
thus  furnishing  the  world  with  weapons 
against  himself  which  the  World  in  general 
is  glad  to  turn  against  him.— FttzGerald, 
Edward,  1883,  To  C.  E.  Norton,  May  12; 
Letters,  ed.  Wright,  vol.  I,  p.  494. 

I  suppose  you  have  read  by  this  time 
Mrs.  Carlyle's  "Correspondence."  A  very 
painful  book  in  more  ways  than  one. 
There  are  disclosures  there  that  never 
should  have  been  made,  as  if  they  had  been 
caught  up  from  the  babblings  of  discharged 
housemaids.  One  blushes  in  reading,  and 
feels  like  a  person  caught  listening  at  the 
keyhole.*-LowELL,  James  Russell,  1883, 
To  C.  E.  Norton,  April  22;  Letters,  ed. 
Norton,  vol.  n,  p.  273. 

Had  she  even  shared  to  the  full,  the 
literary  mterests  of  the  man  of  genius 
whose  overwhelming  personality  left  her 
so  lonely,  she  would  doubtless  have  entered 
the  lists  as  a  brilliant  and  successful 
authoress.  But  her  share  seemed,  for  the 
most  part,  limited  to  the  listening  to 
Carlyle's  tremendous  denunciations  of 
all  people,  things,  and  systems,  since  the 
creation  of  the  world.  On  her  sofa  she  lay, 
night  after  night,  exhausted,  with  nerves 
"all  shattered  to  pieces,"  and  gave  her 
word  of  sympathy  when  she  could.  To  the 
casual  visitor  these  fierce  and  powerful 
monologues  of  Carlyle's  were  fascinating— 
to  her,  they  must  have  been  ahnost  mtol- 
erable  at  times.  Had  she  been  placed  in  a 
congenial  companionship,  with  a  man 
many  degrees  less  intellectual  than  Thomas 
Carlyle— a  man  with  whom  the  deeper 
sympathies  of  a  woman's  heart  had  met 
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full  response— we  cannot  doubt  that  the 
world  would  have  known  Jane  Welsh 
Carlyle  as  a  writer.  But  that  career  was 
closed  to  her,  and  all  connected  with 
literature  seemed  interwoven  with  the 
loneliness  and  disappointment  of  her  own 
lot.— Ireland,  Annie  E.,  1891,  Lt/e  0/ 
Jane  WeUk  Carlyle,  p.  307. 

Mr.  Froude  has  been  severely  censured 
as  painting  m  too  dark  colors  Carlyle's 
grim,  savage  humour,  his  thoughtless 
cruelty  to  his  wife,  and  her  unhappiness; 
but  the  documentary  evidence  he  has 
presented  fully  justifies  him.  Mrs.  Carlyle 
said  herself,  not  long  before  her  death: 
**I  married  for  ambition.  Carlyle  has 
exceeded  all  that  my  wildest  hopes  ever 
imagined  of  him;  and  I  am  miserable.'' 
Her  husband,  indeed,  appreciated  her 
talents  and  found  pleasure  in  her  society 
but  he  never  seems  to  have  experienced 
for  her  the  passion  of  love  as  it  is  commonly 
understood.  The  pair  had  no  children, 
and,  as  Mr.  Froude  tells  us,  when  Carlyle 
was  busy  his  wife  rarely  so  much  as  saw 
him  save  when  she  would  steal  into  his 
dressing-room  in  the  morning  while  he  was 
shaving.  .  .  •  Whether  Mrs.  Carlyle  would 
have  been  happier  with  Irving  for  a  hus- 
band instead  of  Carlyle  is  doubtful.  That 
Irving  would  have  been  to  her  most  tender, 
loving  and  considerate,  his  treatment  of 
the  woman  he  married,  not  from  love,  but 
from  a  sense  of  duty,  compels  us  to  believe; 
but  whether  his  failure  in  his  career,  and 
the  want  of  that  gratification  of  her  pride 
and  satisfaction  of  her  ambition  which  she 
got  with  Carlyle,  would  not  have  been  as 
sore  a  trial  to  her  as  Carlyle's  harshness  is 
not  so  sure.— Hitchcock,  Thomas,  1891, 
Unhappy  Lovet  of  Mm  of  Oenius,  pp. 
209,  211. 

Mrs.  Carlyle  did  not,  like  her  husband, 
write  books,  but  in  her  own  way  she  was, 
to  use  a  favourite  expression  of  his,  as 
"articulate"  as  her  husband.  She  was  too 
bright  and  clever  a  talker  not  to  enjoy 
practising  her  gift.  Naturally  she  shone 
more  in  conversation  when  her  husband 
was  absent  than  when  he  was  present. 
Sometimes,  when  the  company  in  the 
little  house  at  Chelsea  was  miscellaneous, 
the  claims  of  the  hostess  to  be  heard 
conflicted  with  those  of  the  host,  and  there 
was  between  her  and  one  or  other  of  their 
guests  a  cross-fire  of  conversation  which 
sadly  irritated  Carlyle.     It  was  better,  at 


least  if  they  were  at  home,  when  they 
talked  successively  rather  than  simultane- 
ously, but  her  husband  did  not  always 
allow  her  that  alternative.  She  once 
repeated  to  me,  with  quiet  glee,  a  remar]c 
dropped  by  Samuel  Rogers  at  one  of  his 
breakfast  parties,  at  which  Carlyle  and  she 
were  among  the  guests.  When  Carlyle's 
thunder  had  been  followed  by  his  wife's 
sparkle,  their  sardonic  host  said  in  a  half- 
soliloquy  which  was  intended  to  be  audible: 
"As  soon  as  that  man's  tongue  stops,  that 
woman's  begins."— Espinasse,  P^ancis, 
1893,  Literary  ReeoUecHons  and  Skeiehe$f 
p.  205. 

I  do  not  want  to  speak  disrespectfully 
of  poor  Carlyle;  but  in  spirit  it  is  somewhat 
hard  to  keep  one's  hand  off  him,  as  we 
reconstitute  those  scenes  in  the  gaunt  house 
at  Craigenputtock.  There  is  a  little  detail 
in  one  scene  which  adds  a  deeper  horror. 
I  have  said  that  Mrs.  Carlyle  had  to  scrub 
the  floors;  and  as  she  scrubbed  them, 
Carlyle  would  look  on  smoking,— drawing 
in  from  tobacco  pleasant  comfortableness 
and  easy  dreams— while  his  poor  drudge 
panted  and  sighed  over  the  hard  work, 
which  she  had  never  done  before.  Do  you 
not  feel  that  you  would  like  to  break  the 
pipe  in  his  mouth,  to  shake  him  off  the 
chair,  and  pitch  him  on  to  the  floor,  to 
take  a  share  of  the  physical  burden  which 
his  shoulders  were  so  much  better  able  to 
bear?— O'Connor,  T.  P.,.  1896,  Some  Old 
Love  Stories,  p.  290. 

The  most  important  event  in  his  life 
took  place  in  1826,  when  he  married  Miss 
Jane  Welsh,  a  young  lady  who  traced  her 
descent  to  John  Knox,  who  had  some 
property,  who  had  a  genius  of  her  own, 
and  who  was  also  the  more  determined 
to  marry  a  man  of  genius.  She  had  hesi- 
tated between  Irving  and  Carlyle,  and 
whatever  came  of  it,  there  can  be  no  doubt 
that  she  was  right  in  preferring  the  some- 
what uncouth  and  extremely  undeveloped 
tutor  who  had  taught  her  several  things, — 
whether  love  in  the  proper  sense  was 
among  them  or  not  will  always  be  a  moot 
point.  ...  It  is  certain  that  Carlyle — 
springing  from  the  lower  ranks  of  society, 
educated  excellently  as  far  as  the  inteUect 
was  concerned,  but  without  attention  to 
such  trifles  as  the  habit  (which  his  future 
wife  early  remarked  in  him)  of  putting 
bread  and  butter  in  his  tea,  a  martyr  from 
very  early  years  to  dyspepsia,  fostering  a 
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retirmg  spirit  and  not  too  social  temper, 
thoroughly  convinced  that  the  times  were 
out  of  joint  and  not  at  all  thoroughly 
convinced  that  he  or  any  one  could 
set  them  right,  finally  possessed  of  an 
intensely  regions  nature  which  by  acci- 
dent or  waywardness  had  somehow  thrown 
itself  out  of  gdBi  with  religion — was  not  a 
happy  man  himself  or  likely  to  midce  any 
one  else  happy  who  lived  with  him.  But 
it  is  certain  also  that  both  in  respect  to 
his  wife  and  to  those  men,  famous  or  not 
famous,  of  whom  he  has  left  too  often 
unkindly  record,  his  bark  was  much  worse 
than  his  bite.  And  it  is  further  certain  that 
Mrs.  Carlyle  was  no  down-trodden  drudge, 
but  a  woman  of  brains  ahnost  as  alert  as 
her  husband's  and  a  ton^e  idmost  as 
sharp  as  his,  who  had  dehberately  made 
her  election  of  the  vocation  of  being 
''wife  to  a  man  of  genius,"  and  who 
received  what  she  had  bargained  for  to  the 
uttermost  farthing.— Saintsburt,  George, 
1896,  A  HuUny  of  Nineteenik  Century 
Literaiure,  pp.  233,  235. 

ESSAY  ON  BURNS 

1828 
It  is  one  of  the  very  best  of  his  essajrs, 
and  was  composed  with  an  evidently 
peculiar  interest,  because  the  outward 
circumstances  of  Bums's  life,  his  origin, 
his  early  surroundings,  his  situation  as  a 
man  of  genius  bom  in  a  farmhouse  not 
many  nules  distant,  among  the  same 
people  and  the  same  associations  as  were 
so  familiar  to  himself,  could  not  fail  to 
make  him  think  often  of  himself  while  he 
was  writing  about  his  countryman.— 
Froude,  James  Anthont,  1882,  Thamoi 
Carlyle;  A  History  of  the  First  Forty  Yean 
of  kii  Life,  vol.  n,  p.  25. 

Worth  all  that  every  one  else  has  ever 
said  about  Bums  put  together.— Momm)N, 
Louise  Chandler,  1885,  Carlyle:  Hie 
Works  and  his  Wife,  Some  Noted  Princes, 
Authors  and  Statesmen  of  Our  Time,  ed. 
Parton,  p.  186. 

The  essay  on  Bums  is  the  very  voice  of 
Scotland,  expressive  of  aU  her  passionate 
love  and  tragic  sorrow  for  her  darlmg  son. 
It  has  paragraphs  of  massy  gold,  capable 
of  being  beaten  out  into  volumes,  as 
indeed  they  have  been.  Unlike  some  of 
Gariyle's  essays,  it  is  by  no  means  open 
to  the  charge  of  mysticism,  but  is  dis- 
tinguished by  the  soundest  good  sense.— 

lev 


Garnett,  Bighard,  1887,  Thomae  Car'- 
lyle  {Oreai  Wriiere),  p.  48. 

Let  no  student  come  to  the  readmg  of 
this  little  book  with  the  purpose  morely 
of  finding  certain  facts  in  the  life  of  the 
poet;  for  while  the  facts  are  there,  they  are 
mcidental  and  subsidiary  to  the  revelation 
of  the  mind  and  soul  of  the  poet.  To  know 
the  mind  and  soul  of  the  poet,— that  should 
be  the  aim  of  the  student  Reading  thus» 
Garlyle  wiU  be  found  to  be  the  revealer  of 

"The  light  that  never  was,  oq  sea  nor  land; 
The  consecration  and  the  Poet's  dream." 
And  surely  that  should  redeem  the  reader 
from  slaverv  to  a  mere  literary  task,— 
a  compelled  service  performed  m  slave- 
like fashion.  It  should,  it  must,  suffuse 
his  heart  with  the  {[low  of  sympathy.  In 
such  a  frame,  he  will  find  Carlyle  to  be  an 
inspirer,  breathing  into  his  soul  many  a 
sweet  and  pure  sug^^estion,  many  a  strong 
and  purposeful  sentmient;  so  helpme  him, 
as  hikh  uterature  ever  should,  to  mfuce  his 
own  ufe  and  action  more  noble.— Wickes, 
W.  E.,  1896,  ed.  Thomas  CarlyWt  Eseay 
on  Robert  Bums,  Preface,  p.  3. 

His  first,  and  perhaps  greatest,  critical 
work  was  upon  a  brother  Soot—Bums. 
By  him  Bums  received  his  first  sympa- 
thetic interpretation. — George,  Andrew 
J.,  1898,  From  Chaucer  to  Arnold,  Types 
of  LUerary  Art,  p.  654 ,  note. 

SARTOR  H£SARTX7S 
1884 
The  only  thing  about  the  work,  tending 
to  prove  that  it  is  what  it  purports  to  be, 
a  commentary  on  a  real  German  treatise, 
which  is  a  sort  of  Babylonish  dialect,  not 
destitute,  it  is  true,  of  richness,  vigor,  and 
at  times  a  sort  of  singular  felicity  of  ex- 
pression, but  very  strongly  tinged  through- 
out with  the  peculiar  idiom  of  the  Gerzmm 
language.  This  quality  in  the  style,  how- 
ever, may  be  a  mere  result  of  a  great 
famOiariiy  with  German  literature,  and 
we  cazmot,  therefore,  look  upon  it  as  in 
itself  decisive,  still  less  as  outweighing  so 
much  evidence  of  an  oppodte  character. 
•  .  .  The  work  before  us  is  a  sort  of  philo- 
sophical romance  in  which  the  author 
undertakes  to  give,  in  the  form  of  a  review 
of  a  German  treatise  on  dress,  and  a  notice 
of  the  life  of  the  writer,  his  own  opinions 
upon  Matters  and  Things  in  General. 
Tlie  hero,  Professor  Teufelsdrdckh,  seems 
to  be  intended  for  a  portrait  of  human 
nature  as  affected  by  the  moral  influences 


242 


THOMAS  CARLYLE 


to  which,  in  the  present  state  of  society, 
a  cultivated  mind  is  naturally  exposed.  .  .  . 
Contains,  under  a  quaint  and  singular 
form,  a  great  deal  of  deep  thought,  sound 
principle,  and  fine  writing.  It  is,  we 
believe,  no  secret  in  England  or  here, 
that  it  is  the  work  of  a  person  to  whom  the 
public  is  indebted  for  a  number  of  articles 
in  the  late  British  Reviews,  which  have 
attracted  great  attention  by  the  singularity 
of  their  style,  and  the  richness  and  depth 
of  their  matter.  Among  these  may  be 
mentioned  particularly  those  on  ''Char- 
acteristics" and  the  "Life  of  Bums"  in  the 
Edinburgh  Review,  and  on  "Goethe"  in 
the  Foreign  Quarterly.  ...  We  take 
pleasure  in  introducing  to  the  American 
Public  a  writer,  whose  name  is  yet  in  a 
great  measure  unknown  among  us,  but 
who  is  destined,  we  think,  to  occupy  a 
large  space  in  the  literary  world.  We  have 
heard  it  intimated,  that  Mr.  Carlyle  has  it 
in  contemplation  to  visit  this  country, 
and  we  can  venture  to  assure  him,  that, 
should  he  carry  his  intention  into  effect, 
he  will  meet  with  a  cordial  welcome.— 
Everett,  Alexander  H.,  1835,  Thomas 
Carlyk,  North  American  Review,  vol  41, 
pp.  459,  481,  482. 

This  consists  of  two  intertwisted  threads, 
though  both  spun  off  the  same  distaff,  and 
of  the  same  crimson  wool.  There  is  a 
fragmentary,  though,  when  closely  ex- 
amined, a  complete  biography  of  a  supposed 
German  professor,  and,  sJong  with  it, 
portions  of  a  supposed  treatise  of  his  on  the 
philosophy  of  clothes.  Of  the  three  books, 
the  first  is  preparatory,  and  gives  a  por- 
trait of  the  hero  and  his  circumstances. 
The  second  is  the  biographical  account  of 
him.  The  third  under  the  rubric  of  ex- 
tracts from  his  work,  presents  us  with  his 
picture  of  human  life  in  the  nineteenth 
century.  How  so  unexampled  a  topic  as 
the  philosophy  of  clothes  can  be  made  the 
vehicle  for  a  phOosophy  of  man,  those  will 
see  who  read  the  book.  But  they  must 
read  with  the  faith  that,  in  spite  of  all 
appearances  to  the  contrary,  it  is  the  jest 
wluch  is  a  pretence,  and  that  the  real 
purport  of  the  whole  is  serious,  yea,  serious 
as  any  religion  that  ever  was  preached, 
far  more  serious  than  most  battles  that 
have  ever  been  fought  since  Agamemnon 
declared  war  against  Priam.  ...  In  this 
book  that  strange  style  appears  again 
before  us  in  its  highest  oddity.     Thunder 


peals,  flute-music,  the  laugh  of  Pan  and 
the  nymphs,  the  clear  disdainful  whisper 
of  cold  stoicism;  and  the  hurly-burly  of  a 
country  fair,  succeed  and  melt  into  each 
other.  Again  the  clamour  sinks  into 
quiet,  and  we  hear  at  last  the  grave,  mild 
hymn  of  devotion,  sounding  from  a  far 
sanctuary,  though  only  in  faint  and  dying 
vibrations.  So  from  high  and  low,  from  the 
sublime  to  the  most  merely  trivial,  fluct- 
uates the  feeling  of  the  poet. — Sterlinq, 
John,  1839,  Carlyle's  Works,  London  and 
Westminster  Review,  vol  33,  pp.  52, 53. 

His  soul  is  a  shrine  of  the  brightest  and 
purest  philanthropy,  kindled  by  the  live 
coal  of  gratitude  and  devotion 'to  the 
Author  of  all  things.  I  should  observe 
that  he  is  not  orthodox.— EuOT,  Georoe, 
1841,  Letter,  Dec.  16;  Literary  Anecdotes 
of  the  Nineteenth  Century,  vol.  n,  p.  474. 

We  think  "Sartor  Resartus"  the  finest 
of  Mr.  Carlyle's  works  in  conception,  and 
as  a  whole.  In  execution  he  is  always 
^eat;  and  for  graphic  vigour  and  quan- 
tity of  suggestive  thought,  matchless:  but 
the  idea,  in  this  book,  of  uncovering 
the  world— taking  off  all  the  clothes— 
the  cloaks  and  outsides— is  admirable.— 
HoRNE,  Richard  Hengist,  (Elizabeth 
Barrett  Browning?),  1844,  A  New  Spirii 
of  the  Age,  p.  343. 

''Sartor  Resartus"  appears  to  me  to  be 
at  the  same  time  the  most  profound  and 
the  most  brilliant  glance  that  has  been 
thrown  upon  our  century,  upon  its 
tendencies  and  its  desires.— Mont£gut, 
£mile,  1849,  Revue  des  Deux  Mondes,  Qtk 
S.  vol.  2. 

"Ah,  Thomas  Carlyle,  you  have  much 
to  answer  for,  in  sending  adrift  upon  the 
fog-banks  such  raw  and  inexperienced 
boys  as  I  was  when  your  mighty  genius 
found  me  out.  Many  a  day  of  miserable 
doubt  and  night  of  morbid  wretchedness 
have  you  cau^  me.  Yet,  for  all  that,  I 
owe  you  more  and  love  you  better  than 
any  author  of  the  time.  'Sartor  Resartus' 
first  fell  in  my  way  while  I  was  living  in 
Washington,  and  I  much  question  if 
Christopher  Columbus  was  more  tran^ 
ported  by  the  discovery  of  America,  than 
I  was  in  entering  the  new  realm  which 
this  book  opened  to  me.  Everything  was 
novel,  huge,  grotesque  or  sublime:  I  must 
have  read  it  twenty  times  over,  until  I  had 
it  all  by  heart.  It  became  a  sort  of  touch- 
stone with  me.  If  a  man  had  read  'Sartor,' 
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and  enjoyed  it,  I  was  his  Mend;  if  not,  we 
were  strangers.  I  was  as  familiar  with  the 
everlasting  'nay/  the  center  of  indifference, 
and  the  everlasting  'yea,'  as  with  the  side- 
walk in  front  of  my  house.  From  Herr 
Teufelsdrockh  I  took  the  Teutonic  fever, 
which  came  nigh  costing  me  so  dear." 
And  happily  the  number  is  not  few  of 
those  who  can  add,  in  the  words  of  the 
same  writer,  "Years  have  passed  since  he 
lead  me  forth  to  the  dance  of  ghosts,  and 
I  have  learned  to  read  him  with  a  less 
feverish  enthusiasm;  but,  I  believe,  with 
a  more  genuine  appreciation  of  his  rare 
and  extraordinary  powers.  He  did  me 
harm,  but  he  has  helped  me  to  far  more 
good.  With  all  his  defects,  to  me  he 
stands  first  among  the  men  of  this  gener- 
ation."—Milburn,  William  Hbnrt,  1859, 
Ten  Yearz  oj  Preacker-Lije. 

You  may  have  the  strongest  conviction 
that  you  ought  to  like  an  author;  you  may 
be  ashamed  to  confess  that  you  don't  like 
him;  and  yet  you  may  feel  that  you  detest 
him.  For  myself,  I  confess  with  shame, 
and  I  know  the  reason  is  in  myself,  I  cannot 
for  my  life  see  anything  to  admire  in  the 
writings  of  Mr.  Carlyle.  His  style,  both  of 
thought  and  language,  is  to  me  insufferably 
irritating.  I  tried  to  read  "Sartor  Re^ 
sartus,"  and  could  not  do  it.  So  if  all 
people  who  have  learned  to  read  English 
were  like  me,  Mr.  Carlyle  would  have  no 
readers.— Boyd,  Andrew  K.  H.,  1862, 
Leisure  Houtm  in  Town,  p.  84. 

When  Carlyle's  "Sartor  Resartus"  first 
appeared,  as  a  serial  in  Fraser's  Magazine, 
the  publisher  would  have  discontinued  it, 
in  despair,  but  for  the  letters  of  earnest 
appreciation  received  from  two  men,  one 
of  whom  was  Ralph  Waldo  Emerson. 
This  was  in  1835;  and  in  1870  the  same 
work,  in  a  cheap  popular  edition,  reached 
a  sale  of  40,000  copies.— Taylor,  Batard, 
1879,  Studies  in  Oerman  lAteraiure,  p.  395. 

A  work  which,  with  all  its  affectations, 
obscurities  (I  do  not  hesitate  to  add, 
insincerities),  has  taken  a  strong  hold  on 
the  imaginations  of  that  large  section  of  the 
public  which  does  not  go  to  the  poets  for  its 
edification,  but  prefers  the  fashioners  of 
"mystical"  prose.  ...  In  "Sartor  Re- 
sartus," the  traces  of  literary  conven- 
tionalism were  kicked  over  altogether. 
The  work  might  be  called  a  wild  hotch- 
potch of  German  m3rsticism,  Lowland 
Scotch,  broad  caricature,  and  literal  auto- 


biography. In  its  long-windedness,  in  the 
zeal  with  which  the  one  solitary  idea,  or 
"Clothes"  theory,  was  worked  to  death, 
it  was  certainly  very  German.  But  with 
all  its  defects,--or  rather  perhaps,  in 
consequence  of  its  defects,— it  was  a  work 
of  genius.— Buchanan,  Robert,  1881, 
Wylte's  Life  of  Carlyle,  Contemporary  Be- 
view,  vol.  39,  pp.  797, 798. 

Out  of  his  discontent,  out  of  his  impa- 
tience with  the  hard  circumstances  which 
crossed,  thwarted,  and  pressed  him,  there 
was  growing  in  his  mind  "Sartor  Resartus. 
He  had  thoughts  fermenting  in  him 
struggling  to  be  uttered.  He  had  some- 
thing real  to  say  about  the  world,  and 
man's  position  in  it  to  which,  could  it 
but  find  fit  expression,  he  knew  that  at- 
tention must  be  paid.  The  "Clothes 
Philosophy,"  which  had  perhaps  been  all 
which  his  first  sketch  contained,  gave 
him  the  necessary  form.  His  own  his- 
tory, inward  and  outward,  furnished  sub- 
stance; some  slight  substance  bein^  all 
that  was  needed  to  disguise  his  hteral 
individuality;  and  in  the  autumn  of  the 
year  he  set  himself  down  passionately  to 
work.  Fast  as  he  could  throw  his  ideas 
upon  paper  the  material  grew  upon  him. 
The  origin  of  the  book  is  still  traceable  in 
the  haU  fused,  tumultuous  condition  in 
which  the  metal  was  poured  into  the  mould. 
With  all  his  efforts  in  calmer  times  to  give 
it  artistic  harmony  he  could  never  &ly 
succeed.  "There  are  but  a  few  pages  in  it," 
he  said  to  me,  "which  are  rightfully  done." 
It  is  well  perhaps  that  he  did  not  succeed. 
The  incompleteness  of  the  smelting  shows 
all  the  more  the  actual  condition  of  his 
mind.  If  defective  as  a  work  of  art, 
"Sartor"  is  for  that  very  reason  a  revela- 
tion of  Carlyle's  individuality.— Froude, 
James  Anthont,  1882,  Thomas  Carlyle: 
A  Hisiory  of  the  First  Forty  Years  of  His 
Life,  vol.  n,  p.  104. 

The  most  stimulating  ^uon-philosophical 
book  that  I  ever  read  is  "Sartor  Resartus." 
It  came  into  my  hands  before  I  knew  much 
about  its  author,  and  it  made  me  greedy 
for  several  of  his  subsequent  works,  though, 
after  the  Carlylese  dialect  became  current 
among  the  horde  of  imitative  sciolists,  I 
ceased  to  enjoy  it  in  its  source.  I  must 
have  imbibed  and  assimUated  all  that  is 
best  in  "Sartor  Resartus,"  for  when  I  took 
it  up  anew  a  year  or  two  ago,  I  found  in  it 
for  the  most  part  but  the  reflection  of  my 
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own  familiar  thought  and  sentiment,  and 
the  very  portions  of  it  tiiat  I  had  most 
admired  seemed  to  me,  though  true,  trite 
and  stale.  This  must  be  the  fate  of  ev^ 
book  in  advance  of  its  time  in  the  legiti- 
mate line  of  progress,  and  the  surest  test 
of  the  actual  worth  of  the  ethical  and  philo- 
sophical works  that  flashed  fresh  surprises 
on  the  last  generation  is  that  they  now 
appear  commonplace  and  superflous,  be- 
cause their  contents  have  become  the 
property  of  the  general  mind. — Pbabodt, 
Andrew  P.,  1888,  BooU  thai  Have  Hdped 
Me,  p.  45. 

I  bought  Carlyle's  ''Sartor  Resartus,'' 
first  edition,  and  read  it  through  forty 
times  ere  I  left  college,  of  which  I  ''kept 
count."  —  Leland,  Chables  Oodfret, 
1893,  Memoir*,  p.  77, 

Is  unquestionably  the  most  original,  the 
most  characteristic,  the  deepest  and  most 
lyrical  of  his  productions. — Harbison, 
Frederic,  1895,  Studies  in  Early  Vic- 
torian  Literature^  p.  49. 

A  very  large  part  of  the  book  owes  noth- 
ing at  ail  to  Swift.  In  the  second  portion, 
the  story  of  Teufelsdrockh's  life,  his 
clothes  phflosophy  sinks  out  of  sight  alto- 
gether; and  such  chapters  as  the  fifth  and 
eighth  of  the  third  book  are  too  weighty 
and  earnest  to  be  really  part  and  parcel 
of  what  was  in  the  first  instance  a  jest 
The  influence  of  Swift's  thought  is  strong- 
est in  the  firat  or  original  portion.  The  rest 
is  really  made  up  of  Carlyle's  own  expe- 
rience of  life  and  his  brooding  over  all 
problems  that  can  engage  the  active  brain, 
from  the  reality  of  the  universe  and  the 
existence  of  God  to  the  condition  of  the 
poor  and  the  phenomenon  of  the  man  of 
fashion.  The  book  is  to  be  regarded  as  the 
epitome  of  all  that  Carlyle  thought  and 
felt  in  the  course  of  the  first  thirty-five 
years  of  his  residence  on  this  planet. 
Many  things  which  he  wishes  to  say  that 
cannot  be  ranged  under  any  rubric  of  the 
phUosophy  of  clothes,  such  as  his  criticism 
of  duelling,  are,  notwithstanding,  ^ven 
room.  TUs  position  I  hope  to  make 
good. — MacMechan,  Archibald,  1895, 
ed.  Sartor  Resartus,  Introduction,  p.  xxi. 

Nearly  four  fifths  of  the  book,  I  should 
say,  is  chaff;  but  the  other  fifth  is  real 
wheat,  if  you  are  not  choked  in  getting  it. 
Yet  I  have  just  read  the  story  of  an  edu- 
cated tramp  who  carried  the  book  in  his 


blanket  thousands  of  miles,  and  knew  it 
nearly  by  heart.— Burroughs,  John,  1897, 
On  the  Re-reading  of  Books,  Century  Maga- 
tdne,  vol.  55,  p.  148. 

It  is  to  "Sartor  Besartus''  we  must  turn 
for  the  fullest  disclosure  of  Carlyle's  relig- 
ious history  and  beliefs.  In  that  book, 
written  among  the  solitudes  of  Oaiggen- 
puttock,  we  have  a  revelation  of  his  own 
mterior  life,  though  to  some  extent  veiled 
and  symbolical.  Herr  Teufelsdrdckh  is 
the  spiritual  counterpart  of  Carlyle  him- 
self, and  the  work  partakes  of  the  nature 
of  an  autobiography.  Through  its  pages 
we  get  a  vivid  insight  into  the  mental 
struggles,  heart  sorrows,  and  soul-con- 
flicts of  an  earnest  and  thoughtful  man, 
groping  his  way  through  the  thick  darkness 
of  scepticism  out  into  the  daylight  of  faith 
and  liberty.  Autobiographies  are  a  species 
of  literature  in  whose  favour  we  are  not 
much  prepossessed,  they  are  so  often 
stilted  and  artificial,  and  so  manifestiy 
got  up  for  effect.  But  no  such  suspicions 
can  possibly  attach  to  "Sartor,"  which  is 
undoubtedly  the  product  of  a  sincere  and 
unaffected  soul,  and  enjoys  the  reputation 
of  being  "one  of  the  truest  self-revelations 
ever  penned."— Wilson,  S.  Law,  1899, 
The  Theology  of  Modem  LOerature,  p.  158. 

He  knew  that  he  had  put  into  the  book 
the  best  that  was  in  him,  and  he  knew 
ite  worth.  His  wife  had  said  to  him  when 
she  finished  reading  the  last  page,  "It  is  a 
work  of  genius,  dear."  But  neither  of 
them  knew  the  long  and  bitter  struggle 
that  must  be  gone  through  before  the 
world  would  recognize  its  worth.  What 
more  pitiful  than  the  thought  of  Carlyle, 
bawkine  about  that  masterpiece  among 
the  publishers,  who  would  have  none 
of  it?— Ward,  May  Aldbn,  1900,  Prophets 

"  the  Nineteenth  Century,  p.  49. 

But  "Sartor"  is  nothing  if  not  a  semi- 
prophetic  book,  as  prophecy  goes  now- 
adays: it  is  in  this  aspect  that  it  appeals  to 
or  repels  us;  it  is  its  gleams  and  rifts  of 
truth  that  focus  the  attention.  For  here 
also  Carlyle  is  every  way  the  reverse  of 
equable  and  self-contamed,  moving  by 
stormful  and  uncertain  energies,  with  sud- 
den swirling  sunward  rushes,  whence  he 
swerves  with  baffled  and  beating  pinions  to 
collect  himself  for  another  upward  dart. 
His  teaching,  tempestuous  and  fitful, 
abounds  in  cloven  profundities  of  gloom, 
and  luminous  inteipaces  of  height.  "^By 
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these,  in  the  main,  we  must  gauge  him. 
Nor  must  we  attribute  to  him  more  than 
he  claimed  for  himself,  or  deny  his  limita- 
tions.—Thompson,  Francis,  1901,  Sartor 
Re-read,  The  Academy,  vol.  61,  p.  17. 

Like  Byron,  Carlyle  is  in  romantic  revolt 
against  convention;  like  Wordsworth  and 
Shelley,  though  in  a  very  different  way 
than  either,  he  seeks  for  some  positive  ideal 
upon  which  to  construct  a  habitable  moral 
world  in  place  of  the  uninhabitiKble  one  he 
has  striven  to  destroy.  "  Sartor  Resartus," 
which  is  both  destructive  and  constructive, 
is  pre-eminent  in  doctrinal  interest  among 
all  his  books.  It  is  also  extremely  in- 
genious in  plan,  and  is  written  with  a  won- 
derful mingling  of  ^rild  sardonic  humor, 
keen  pathos,  and  an  eloquence  and  im- 
aginative elevation  almost  biblical. — 
Moody,  William  Vaughn,  and  Lovett, 
Robert  Morss,  1902,  A  Hiitory  of  EngUih 
Liieraiure,  p.  315. 

THE  FRENCH  REVOLUTION 
1887 

He  left  us  [John  Stuart  MiU]  in  a  relapsed 
state,  one  of  the  pitiablest.  My  dear  wife 
has  been  very  kind,  and  has  become  dearer 
to  me.  The  night  has  been  full  of  emotion, 
occasionally  of  sharp  pain  (something 
cutting  or  hard  grasping  me  round  the 
heart)  occasionally  of  sweet  consolation. 
I  dreamt  of  my  father  and  sister  Margaret 
alive;  yet  aU  defaced  with  the  sleepy 
stagnancy,  swollen  hebetude  of  the  grave, 
and  again  dying  as  in  some  strange  rude 
counti^:  a  horrid  dream,  the  painfullest 
too  when  you  wake  first.  But  on  the 
whole  should  I  not  thank  the  Unseen? 
For  I  was  not  driven  out  of  composure, 
hardly  for  moments.  "Walk  humbly  with 
thy  God."  How  I  longed  for  some  psalm 
or  prayer  that  I  could  have  uttered,  that 
my  loved  ones  could  have  joined  me  inl 
But  there  was  none.  Silence  had  to  be  my 
language.  This  morning  I  have  determined 
so  far  that  I  can  still  write  a  book  on  the 
French  Revolution,  and  will  do  it.  Nay, 
our  money  will  still  suffice.  It  was  my 
last  throw,  my  whole  staked  in  the  mon- 
strosity of  tins  life — for  too  monstrous, 
incomprehensible,  it  has  been  to  me.  I 
will  not  quit  the  game  while  faculty  is 
given  me  to  try  playing.  I  have  written  to 
FVaser  to  buy  me  a  "Biographic  Uni- 
verseUe"  (a  kind  of  increasing  the  stake) 
and  fresh  paper:  mean  to  huddle  up  the 
PUe  des  Pppui  and  look  farther  what  can 


be  attempted.— Carltle,  TH0lfA8»  1835, 
Journal,  March  6;  Thamai  CarlyU:  A  Hu- 
tory  of  hit  Life  in  London,  ed.  Froude,  vol. 
I,  p.  24. 

This  is  not  so  much  a  history,  as  an  epic 
poem;  and  notwithstanding,  or  even  in 
consequence  of  this,  the  truest  of  histories. 
It  is  the  history  of  the  French  Revolution, 
and  the  poetry  of  it,  both  in  one;  and  on 
the  whole  no  work  of  greater  genius, 
either  historical  or  poetical,  has  been 
produced  in  this  country  for  many  years. 
...  We  need  not  fear  to  prophesy  that 
the  suffrages  of  a  large  class  of  the  very 
best  qualified  judges  will  be  riven,  even 
enthusiastically,  in  favor  of  the  volumes 
before  us;  but  we  will  not  affect  to  deny 
that  the  sentiment  of  another  large  class 
of  readers  (among  whom  are  many  entitled 
to  the  most  resi^ful  attention  on  other 
subjects)  will  be  far  different;  a  class  com- 
prehending all  who  are  repelled  by  quaint- 
ness  of  manner.  For  a  style  more  peculiar 
than  that  of  Mr.  Carlyle,  more  unlike  the 
jog-trot  characterless  uniformity  which 
distinguishes  the  English  style  of  this  age 
of  periodicals,  does  not  ekist.  Nor  indeed 
can  this  style  be  wholly  defended  even  by 
its  admirers.  Some  of  its  pecuBarities  are 
mere  mannerisms,  arising  from  some 
casual  association  of  ideas,  or  some  habit 
accidentally  picked  up;  and  what  is  worse, 
many  sterling  thoughts  are  so  disgmsed  in 
phraseology  borrowed  from  the  spiritualist 
school  of  German  poets  and  metaphyscians, 
as  not  only  to  obscure  the  meanmg,  but  to 
raise,  in  the  minds  of  most  English  readers, 
a  not  unnatural  or  inexcusable  presumption 
of  there  being  no  meaning  at  all.  Never- 
theless, the  presumption  'fails  in  this  in- 
stance (as  in  many  other  mstances);  there 
is  not  only  a  meaning,  but  generally  a 
true,  and  even  a  profound  meaning,  and, 
although  a  few  dicta  about  the  ''mystery" 
and  the  "infinitude"  which  are  in  the 
universe  and  in  man,  and  such  like  topics, 
are  repeated  in  varied  phrases  greatly  too 
often  for  our  taste,  this  must  be  borne 
with,  proceeding  as  one  cannot  but  see, 
from  feelings  the  most  solemn,  and  the 
most  deeply  rooted  which  can  lie  in  the 
heart  of  a  human  being.  These  trans- 
cendentalisms, and  the  accidental  manneN 
isms  excepted,  we  pronounce  the  style  of 
this  book  to  be  not  only  good,  but  of  sur- 
passing excellence;  excelled,  in  its  kind, 
only  by  the  great  masters  of  epic  poetry; 
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and  a  most  suitable  and  glorious  vesture 
for  a  work  which  is  itself,  as  we  have  said, 
an  epic  poem.— Mill,  John  Stuart,  1837, 
The  French  RevoluUon,  Early  Essay$,  ed. 
Gibba,  pp.  271, 272. 

After  perusing  the  whole  of  this  ex- 
traordinary  work,  we  can  allow,  almost  to 
their  fullest  extent,  the  high  qualities 
with  which  Mr.  Carlyle's  idolaters  endow 
him.  — Thackeray,  William  Makepeace 

1837,  The  Times,  Aug. 

By  the  way,  have  you  read  Carlyle's 
extraordinary  History  of  that  wonderful 
period?  Does  it  offend  your  classical  taste? 
It  finds  great  favour  with  many  intelligent 
people  here.  They  seem  to  think  that  the 
muses  of  History  and  Poetry  have  struck 
up  a  truce,  and  are  henceforth  to  go  on 
lovingly  together.  I  must  confess  myself 
much  interested.  Carlyle  seems  to  be  an 
example  of  the  old  proverb  of  "the  prophet 
without  honour  in  his  own  country."— 
Channinq,  WiLLLUii  Ellert,  1838,  To 
Miss  AiHn,  Feb.  7;  Correspondence  of 
William  EUery  Channing  and  Miss  Aikin, 
ed.  Le  Breton,  p.  304. 

Carlyle  does  offend  my  classical  taste; 
but  the  worst  of  it  is  that  I  have  been 
absolutely  riveted  to  his  first  volume, 
which  I  have  this  minute  finished,  and 
that  I  am  hungering  for  the  next.  A  very 
extraordinary  writer  certainly,  and  though 
somewhat,  I  must  think,  of  a  jargonist, 
and  too  wordy  and  full  of  repetition,  yet 
sagacious,  if  not  profound,  and  wonderfully 
candid.  I  think,  too,  that  he  shows  an 
exactness  and  extent  of  knowledge  of  his 
subject  which  very  advantageously  dis- 
tinguishes him  from  poetical  historians  in 
general.  I  assure  you  he  is  not  without 
enthusiastic  admirers  here. — AiKix,  Lucy, 

1838,  To  Dr.  Channing,  April  IS;  Corres- 
pondence of  William  EUery  Channirig  and 
Lucy  Aikin,  ed.  Le  Breton,  p.  309. 

People  say  the  book  is  very  deep:  but  it 
appears  to  me  that  the  ;neaning  seems 
deep  from  lying  under  mystical  language. 
There  is  no  repose,  nor  equable  movement 
in  it:  all  cut  up  into  short  sentences  half 
reflective,  half  narrative;  so  that  one 
labours  through  it  as  vessels  do  through 
what  is  called  a  short  sea— small,  contrary 
going  waves  caused  by  shallows,  and 
straits,  and  meeting  tides,  etc.— Fitz- 
Gerald,  Edward,  1838,  To  Bernard 
Barton,  April;  Letters,  ed.  Wright,  vol.  i, 
p.  42. 


Of  all  books  in  the  English  language 
which  the  present  age  has  given  birth  to, 
it  is  that  which,  most  surprising  and  dis- 
heartening men  at  first  sight,  seems  after- 
wards, so  far  as  can  be  judged  from  the 
very  many  known  experiments,  the  most 
forcibly  to  attract  and  detain  them. 
The  general  result  appears  to  be  an  eager, 
wide  ebullience  of  the  soul,  issuing  in 
manifold  meditations,  and  in  an  altered 
and  deepened  feeling  of  all  human  life. 
The  book  has  made  no  outward  noise,  but 
has  echoed  on  and  on  within  the  hearts  of 
men*— Sterling,  John,  1839,  Carlyle's 
Works,  London  and  Westminster  Review, 
vol.  33,  pp.  59,  60. 

I  commend  to  your  notice,  if  it  comes  in 
your  way,  Carlyle  on  the  French  Revolu- 
tion. A  queer,  tiresome,  obscure,  pro- 
found and  original  work.  The  writer  has 
not  very  clear  principles  and  views,  I  fear, 
but  they  are  very  deep.— NE¥n£AN,  John 
Henry,  1839,  To  Mrs.  J.  Mozley,  Apr.  23; 
Letters  and  Correspondence  during  his  Life 
in  the  English  Church,  ed.  Mozley,  vol.  ll, 
p.  251. 

He  has  done  no  more  than  give  us  tab- 
Uaux,  wonderful  in  execution,  but  nothing 
in  conception,  without  connection,  without 
a  bearing.  His  book  is  the  French  Revolu- 
tion illustrated— Hhistrsktod  by  the  hand  of 
a  master,  we  know,  but  one  from  whom 
we  expected  a  different  labour.  .  .  .  The 
eternal  cursus  et  recursus  inexorably  de- 
vours ideas,  creeds,  daring,  and  devoted- 
ness.  The  Infinite  takes,  to  him,  the  form 
of  Nihilation.  It  has  a  glance  of  pity  for 
every  set  of  enthusiasms,  a  smile,  stamped 
with  scepticism  for  every  act  of  great 
devotedness  to  ideas.  Generalities  are 
odious  to  it;  detaU  is  its  favorite  occupa- 
tion, and  it  there  amuses  itself  as  if  seeking 
to  lay  at  rest  its  inconsolable  cares.— 
Mazzini,  Joseph,  1840,  Monthly  Chronicle, 
No.  23. 

In  these  times  there  have  appeared  in 
Europe  few  works  so  worthy  of  attention; 
few  so  notable  at  once  for  their  repulsive 
and  attractive  qualities.  If  your  glance 
stops  at  the  surface,  and  external  singu- 
larities repel  you,  do  not  read  this  strange 
book.  The  mystic  and  obscure  form 
chosen  by  Carlyle  will  soon  fatigue  you, 
and  you  will  chafe  at  so  many  disguises 
which  are  not  even  transparent.  If  you 
are  charmed  by  purity  of  diction,  if  you 
are  accustomed  to  the  Anglo-Gallic  style  of 
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Addison,  to  the  brief,  incisive,  altogether 
British  sentences  of  Bacon,  to  the  energetic 
and  robust  periods  of  Southey,  Carlyle 
will  displease  you.  ...  If  you  are  an 
historian  of  fact,  and  pride  yoiu^lf  above 
all  on  a  practical  study  of  events  and  cir- 
cumstances, you  will  be  still  more  annoyed; 
for  facts  are  badly  told  by  him,  sometimes 
magnified  as  to  their  importance,  some- 
times heaped  together  or  scattered  apart, 
always  without  that  clear  arrangement 
which  constitutes  history.  But  if  you  are 
a  philosopher,  that  is  to  say  a  sincere 
observer  of  mankind,  you  will  re-read  his 
work  more  than  once.  It  will  specially 
charm  you,  if  you  dare  lift  yourself  above 
parties,  and  the  prejudices  of  the  day.  It 
is  neither  a  well-written  book,  nor  an 
exact  history  of  the  French  Revolution. 
It  is  not  an  eKTquent  dissertation,— still 
less  a  transmutation  of  events  and  men 
into  romantic  narrative.  It  is  a  philo- 
sophic study,  mingled  with  irony  and 
drama,  notlung  more.  .  .  In  writing  it, 
the  author  concerned  himself  much  more 
with  the  thought  than  the  expression;  he 
has  thought  more  of  the  work  than  he  has 
elaborate  it.  He  has  almost  always  seen 
clearly;  he  has  often  spoken  badly.  His 
narrative  has  all  the  glow  of  a  present  and 
actual  scene.  He  has  found  himself  pro- 
foundly isolated  in  England.  This  mis- 
fortune for  his  life  is  auspicious  for  his 
glory.  He  has  sacrificed  nothing  to  party. 
He  has  been  the  man  of  his  own  thought, 
and  the  expression  of  his  own  character.— 
Chasles,  VicrroR  Euph6mion  PmLARferE, 
1840,  Rmu  de$  Deux  Mandes,  4ih  S.  vol  24. 

Mr.  Carlyle  has  written  too  well  himself 
on  the  unconsciousness  of  man's  highest 
faculty  not  to  be  aware  that  however 
dramatic  a  work  should  be,  no  showman  is 
required  to  stand  by  and  interrupt  the 
course  of  the  action  by  perpetually  ap- 
pearing on  the  stage.  This  is  the  great 
fault  of  his  "French  Revolution."  It 
would  be  idle  to  complain  that  it  is  not  a 
history;  for  probably  (notwithstanding  its 
title-page),  it  never  seriously  pretended 
to  such  a  character.  But  looking  on  it  as  a 
series  of  scenes  and  pictures,  and  frag- 
mentary sketches  of  remarkable  events 
etched  out  in  a  bold,  rough,  Callot-like 
outline,  they  do  possess  this  singular 
defect,  that  everywhere  the  shadow  of  the 
writer  himself  comes  across  and  perplexes 
the  eye.     We  are  speaking  now  solely  of 


the  composition.  Of  the  historical  views 
contained  in  the  work  we  may  speak  else- 
where. But  this  personal  appearance  of 
the  writer  is  to  be  noticed,  because  it  is 
unhappily  too  much  in  accordance  with 
the  general  practice  and  a  very  bad  prac- 
tice— of  our  modem  literature.  It  is  ego- 
tistical. Until  it  ceases  to  be  egotistical, 
it  will  achieve  nothing  great  or  good. 
Shakespeare  painted  all  things  but  himself. 
— Sbwell,  William,  1840,  Carlyk's  Works, 
Quarterly  Review,  vol  66,  p.  456. 

I  prefer  his  history  of  the  French  Revo- 
lution to  all  those  we  have  ourselves 
produced;  I  find  it  quite  as  dramatic,  and  I 
will  venture  to  say  more  profound. — 
MoNT^UT,  &IILE,  1849,  Revue  des  Deux 
Mondes,  6lh.  S.  vol  2. 

The  last  great  book  published  in  his  life- 
time, wherein  he  recognized  at  once  the 
presence  of  a  new  literary  potentate,  was 
Carlyle's  "French  Revolution."  Never 
had  he  read  a  history,  he  declared,  which 
interested  him  so  much;  and  doubtless  all 
the  more  because  of  the  emotion  which  the 
tremendous  course  of  events  it  describes 
had  excited  in  him,  when,  in  his  own  and 
Landor's  youth,  he  read  of  them  day  by 
day.  Not  a  few  opinions,  indeed,  he  found 
rising  to  the  surface  of  that  book  to  which 
he  hardly  knew  what  reception  to  give; 
but  with  wisdom  and  with  feelmg  he  found 
it  to  be  full  to  overflowing;  nor  codd  he 
rest  satisfied  till  he  had  seen  and  spoken 
with  the  author.— FoRSTER,  John,  1869, 
Walter  Savage  Landor,  a  Biography,  p.  562. 

He  saw  nothing  but  evil  in  the  French 
Revolution.  He  judges  it  as  unjustly  as  he 
judges  Voltaire,  and  for  the  same  reasons. 
He  understands  our  manner  of  acting  no 
better  than  our  manner  of  thinking.  He 
looks  for  Puritan  sentiment;  and,  as  he 
does  not  find  it,  he  condemns  us.  The 
idea  of  duty,  the  religious  spirit,  self- 
government,  the  authority  of  an  austere 
conscience,  can  alone,  in  his  opinion, 
reform  a  corrupt  society;  and  none  of  all 
these  are  to  be  met  with  in  French  society. 
— Taine,  H.  a.,  1871,  History  of  English 
Literature,  tr.  Van  Laun,  vol  n,  bk.  v, 
eh.  TV,  p.  472. 

So  overmastering  is  the  interest  of  the 
story,  that  it  is  only  by  an  effort  that  the 
supreme  mtellectual  feat  implied  in  the 
creation  of  such  a  work  can  be  realised. 
To  consult  all  authorities,  however  insig- 
nificant, which  could  throw  light  on  the 
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events,  to  keep  the  thread  of  narrative 
and  chain  of  circumstances  distinct  in  the 
mind,  and  weld  all  into  one  well-balanced 
piece  of  artistic  work,  nowhere  marred  by 
undue  insistaAce  on  trivial  points,  or  in- 
sulBcient  examination  of  important  ones — 
this  could  be  accomplished  only  by  the 
possessor  of  an  unexampled  historic  im- 
agination. It  is  small  wonder  that  such  a 
lustory  as  this  was  hailed  by  the  leading 
minds  of  England  and  America  as  the 
production  of  a  great  man  of  genius.— 
Shepherd,  Richard  Herne,  1881,  Mm- 
cin  of  the  Ldfe  and  Writings  of  Thomas 
Carlyk,  vol  I,  p.  166. 

That  it  is  worthy  of  the  position  which, 
in  England  at  least,  is  generally  assigned 
it,  of  the  best  of  its  author's  works,  judged 
from  all  points  of  view,  I  have  no  doubt. 
...  It  is  the  most  practically  service- 
able in  the  education  of  the  citizen  and  the 
man  of  letters,  and  above  all,  it  is  the  first 
sprightly  running  of  its  author's  mind  in 
the  direction  of  practical  and  historical 
application  of  an  origmal,  if  partial  and 
one-sided,  view  of  human  life  and  human 
affairs.— Saintsbury,  George,  1881,  The 
Literary  Work  of  Thomas  Carlyk,  Scrib- 
ner^s  Monthly,  vol  22,  pp.  96, 97. 

Carlyle's  book  on  the  French  Revolution 
has  been  called  the  great  modem  epic, 
and  so  it  is— an  epic  as  true  and  germane 
to  this  age,  as  Homer's  was  to  Us.  .  .  . 
Of  all  Carlyle's  works,  his  "French  Revo- 
lution" is,  no  doubt,  the  greatest,  that  by 
which  he  will,  probably,  be  longest  re- 
membered. It  is  a  thoroughly  artistic 
book,  artistically  conceived,  and  artistically 
executed.  On  it  he  expended  his  fidl 
strength,  and  he  himself  felt  that  he  had 
done  so.— Shairp,  John  Cakpbell,  1881, 
Frose  Poets,  Aspects  of  Poetry,  pp.  429, 433. 

This  is  truly  a  marvellous  book.  But  it 
is  not  so  much  a  history  as  a  succession  of 
pictures,  or  perhaps  a  succession  of  poems 
in  prose.  It  is  pervaded  with  Carlyle's 
philosophy,  and  is  probably  his  most 
brilliant  .work.  He  finds  abundance  of 
demons  to  hate,  and  a  few  heroes  to  ad- 
mire. Mirabeau  and  Danton  seem  to  be 
his  favorites,  while  Lafayette  and  Bailly 
are  treated  with  a  more  or  less  obvious 
contempt.  He  gives  us  a  picture  of  pan- 
demonium, interspersing  it  with  judgments 
that  seem  sometimes  preposterous  and 
sometimes  inspired.  Every  student  of  the 
Revolutionary  period  should  read  the  book; 


but  he  will  gain  his  chief  advantage  from 
it  after  his  studies  have  ak-eady  made  him 
master  of  the  leading  facts  of  the  history. 
Though  it  is  probably  the  most  remarkable 
work  ever  written  on  the  Revolution,  it 
will  prove  unsatisfactory  to  nearly  every 
student  unless  it  be  studied  in  connection 
with  a  work  of  more  commonplace  merits. 
—Adams,  Charles  Kendall,  1882,  A 
Manual  of  Historical  Literature,  p.  331. 

Mr.  Carlyle's  Revolution  is  more  and 
more  felt  to  be  a  literary  picture,  and  less 
and  less  a  historical  examination.  It  is 
based  on  an  idea  now  recognised  to  be 
thoroughly  inadequate;  it  is  saturated 
with  doctrines  for  which  the  author  him- 
self no  longer  retained  any  trust  or  hope; 
and  it  leack  us  to  a  conclusion  which  all 
that  is  manly  and  true  in  our  generation 
rejects  with  indignation.  —  Harrison, 
Frederic,  1883,  Histories  of  the  French 
Revolution,  The  Choice  of  Books  and  Other 
Literary  Pieces,  p.  410. 

Carlyle  wrote  the  last  word  of  "The 
French  Revolution"  as  the  clock  was 
striking  ten  and  the  supper  of  oatmeal 
porridge  was  coming  up.  He  naturally 
felt  the  house  too  narrow,  and  went  forth 
into  the  night.  Before  departing  he  said 
to  his  wife,  "I  know  not  whether  this  book 
is  worth  an3rthing,  nor  what  the  world  will 
do  with  it,  or  misdo,  or  entirely  forbear  to 
do,  as  is  likeliest:  but  this  I  could  tell  the 
world:  You  have  not  had  for  a  hundred 
years  any  book  that  comes  more  direct  and 
flamingly  from  the  heart  of  a  living  man. 
Do  what  you  like  with  it,  you."  After 
which  oration,  the  hall-door  closed  upon 
the  most  angry  and  d^erate  man  of 
genius  then  in  the  flesh;  with  cause,  had  he 
known  it,  to  have  been  the  most  thankful 
and  hopeful.— Garnett,  Richard,  1887, 
Thomas  Carlyle  (Great  Writers),  pp.  81,  86. 

But  by-and-bye  another  book  opened 
up  a  new  world  to  me.  Fond  of  histori<»l 
reading,  in  the  later  years  of  my  university 
life  I  had  drenched  myself  with  French 
memoirs,  largely  connected  with  the  Revo- 
lution period.  In  those  days  they  might  be 
picked  up  on  stalls,  cheap,  from  Arthur 
Young's  travels  down  to  the  malicious 
gossip  of  the  Duchesse  d'Abrantes.  But 
they  left  a  very  confused  impression  on 
one's  mind.  It  happened  to  me  now, 
however,  happily  to  get  hold  of  Carlyle. 
Had  I  been  a  true  Carlylean,  of  course  I 
should  have  been  absorbed  in  ''Sartor 
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Eesartus/'  and,  from  that  starting  point, 
gone  on  to  see  all  things  in  the  light  of  the 
clothes'  philosophy.  But  I  did  not  read 
"Sartor"  till  years  after,  and  not  then, 
I  fear,  with  proper  appreciation.  The 
"French  Revolution,"  however,  I  devoured 
eagerly,  being  sufficiently  versed  in  the 
story  already  really  to  profit  by  its  vivid 
pictures  and  singular  insight.  I  found  it 
to  be  (Ae  epic  poem  of  our  age,  with  the 
vision  of  a  seer  and  the  moral  power  of 
a  Hebrew  poet,  even  though  I  had  to 
protest  against  some  of  its  verdicts.  If 
Coleridge  gave  me  clear  guiding  lights  in 
the  realm  of  theology,  Carlyle  mtroduced 
me  to  deeper  and  brgader  views  of  human 
life  and  history.  I  did  not,  indeed,  accept 
all  his  judgments;  yet  the  book  was  like  a 
revelation  to  me,  and  still  remains,  of  all 
his  works,  the  one  I  read  often^,  and 
never  weary  of  reading.  Certainly  it  is  an 
era  in  one's  life  when  one  gets  rid  of  Dryas- 
dust, and  comes  face  to  face  with  the  grand 
poetic  justice  of  Providence.  An  epic 
poem,  and  yet  a  great  history!  But  must 
not  a  great  history  be  always  an  epic?— 
Smith,  Walter  C,  1887,  Bookt  Which 
Have  Influerteed  Me,  p,  94. 

Even  Carlyle,  rugged  and  harsh  in  his 
John-Knox  nature,  could  have  been  a  poet, 
as  his  "Heroes  and  Hero  Worship,"  Bums's 
"Essay,"  and  '.'French  Revolution"  prove. 
In  no  poem  ever  written  was  there  more 
use  of  what  is  to  be  felt  for  what  is  to  be 
known  than  in  the  last-named  work.  As 
history  it  is,  of  course,  a  failure;  but  that 
is  true  of  other  attempts  than  his,  and 
oftener  because  there  is  too  little  feeling 
than  too  much.  The  man  who  writes  only 
generalizations,  without  giving  first  the 
facts,  writes  history  to  as  little  purpose  as 
Carlyle.  If  we  are  first  to  know  the 
facts  before  we  read  our  history,  Carlyle's 
volumes  are  as  good  as  Green's,  and,  as 
interpretative  literature,  far  better.— 
Sherbian,  L.  a.,  1893,  Analytiei  of  LUeror 
ture,  p.  420,  riote. 

One  of  the  first  literary  distinctions  of 
Queen  Victoria's  reign  was  the  publication 
of  this  book.  .  .  .  The  perfection  at  once 
of  that  new  grandiose  yet  rugged  voice, 
which  broke  every  law  of  composition  and 
triumphed  over  them  all,  which  shocked 
and  bewildered  all  critics  and  authorities, 
yet  excited  and  stirred  the  whole  slumbrous 
world  of  literature,  and  rang  into  the  air  like 
a  trumpet, — and  of  a  new  manner  alto- 


gether of  regarding  the  events  of  history,  a 
great  pictorial  representation,  all  illumi- 
nated by  the  blaze,  sometimes  lurid, 
sometimes  terrible,  of  the  highest  poetic 
genius  and  inutgination,— were  fully  dis- 
played in  this  astonishing  work.  .  .  . 
Carlyle  seized  the  reality  of  the  most 
lamentable,  the  most  awful,  the  most 
influential  of  recent  epochs.  It  is  no  mere 
record,  but  a  great  drama  passing  before 
our  eyes.  ...  A  book  more  interesting 
than  any  romance,  which  those  who  took 
it  up  could  not  lay  down,  and  which  was 
far  too  impressive  in  its  general  character, 
too  powerful  and  novel  in  its  art,  to  be 
mistaken  or  overlooked.— Oliphant,  Mar- 
garet 0.  W.,  1894,  The  Victorian  Age  of 
English  Literature,  pp.  120, 121, 123. 

His  "French  Involution"  is  not  history 
in  the  proper  sense  of  the  word.  It  is  a  set 
of  lurid  pictures  illustrative  of  that  great 
event,  by  an  artist  of  singular  power, 
pictures  which  bring  out  its  real  significance 
m  a  quite  unique  manner.— Lilly,  Will- 
iam Samuel,  1895,  Four  Engliih  Humour- 
ists of  the  Nineteenth  Century,  p.  123. 

Its  passion,  energy,  colour,  and  vast 
prodigality  of  ineffaceable  pictures,  place 
it  undoubtedly  at  the  head  of  all  the  pic- 
torial histories  of  modem  times.— Har- 
rison, Frederic,  1895,  Studies  in  Early 
Victorian  Literature,  p.  51. 

Probably  nowhere  is  there  a  history 
which  in  every  chapter,  and  almost  in 
every-  sentence,  breathes  the  artistic  pur- 
pose as  Carlyle's  "History  of  the  French 
Revolution"  does.  It  has  been  frequently 
called  the  "epic"  of  the  Revolution.  In 
point  of  fact,  as  Froude  justly  says,  the 
conception  is  rather  dramatic,  and  the 
best  comparison  is  to  iGschylus.— Walker, 
Hugh,  1897,  The  Age  of  Tennyson,  p.  27. 

CHARTISM 

1840 

I  will  tell  you  some  good  things  to  read- 
though  not  sure  they  are  quite  in  your  way : 
viz.,  Carlyle's  "Chartism."  .  .  .  Carlyle  is 
a  very  strikmg  writer;  full  of  a  sort  of 
grim  humour:— the grin-horribly-a-ghastly- 
smile  kind  of  style;  the  subject,  too,  being 
one  which  develops  such  a  power  well. 
This  is  not  an  inviting  or  flowery  description 
to  give  of  an  author;  but  for  a  variety  he  is 
wonderfully  impressive.— Mozley,  James 
Bowling,  1840,  To  his  Sisters,  March  7; 
Letters,  ed.  his  Sister,  p.  101. 

We  pass  through  the  book  as  through 
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a  journey  of  many  ways  and  many  objects, 
brilliantly  illuminated  and  pictured  in 
every  direction,  but  without  arriving  at 
any  clear  conclusion,  and  without  gathering 
any  fresh  information  on  the  main  subject, 
during  the  progress.  By  his  not  very  clear 
argument  about  ''might"  and  "right,"  he 
has  enabled  any  despot  to  show  some  sort 
of  reasoning  for  any  violent  act. — Hornb, 
Richard  Hengist  (Elizabeth  Barrett 
Browning?),  1844,  A  New  Spirit  of  the 
Age,  p.  343. 

I  prefer  his  little  book  called  "Chartism" 
to  all  the  descriptions  of  social  maladies  and 
all  the  statistics  that  have  been  bestowed 
upon  us  in  these  latter  times.— MoNTfiGUT, 
miLE,  1849,  Retme  des  Deux  Mondes,  6th  S. 
vol.  2. 

"Chartism,"  Carlyle's  next  book,  is  the 
briefest,  and  also  the  most  simple,  direct, 
and  business-like  of  any  of  his  works.  The 
splendours  of  diction  which  characterised 
his  previoiis  efforts  were  now,  as  in  his 
account  of  Luther,  rigorously  laid  aside, 
as  if  he  had  resolved  that  he  would  have 
practical  belief  or  nothing.  No  one  could 
read  this  little  book  with  any  intelligence, 
and  think  of  it  as  a  mere  literary  perform- 
ance: it  is  his  first  distinct  effort  as  a 
Social  Reformer.  German  Transcenden- 
talism retu*es  into  the  Divine  Silences, 
and  English  practically  comes  to  the  front. 
It  must  be  understood  that  "Chartism" 
was  published  long  before  the  Com  Laws 
were  repealed,  and  that  it  made  'a  very 
deep  impression  at  the  time  of  its  appear- 
ance. How  much  of  the  subsequent  prac- 
tical legislation  may  have  been  directly  or 
indirectly  influenced  by  it,  it  is  perhaps 
impossible  now  to  determine.  All  we  can 
say  is,  that  from  this  time  legislation  did 
begin,  in  various  directions,  to  take  the 
practical  tone  Carlyle  here  strove  to  ini- 
tiate.—Larkin,  Henry,  1886,  Carlyk  and 
the  Open  Secret  of  hU  Life,  p.  96. 

A  little  book,  but  a  great  one.  Wildly 
declamatory,  truth  without  soberness,  it 
contains  some  of  Carlyle's  finest  writings, 
and  is  as  fresh  today  as  the  day  it  was 
published;  nor  is  it  intolerant  like  its  more 
modem  representatives. — Garnett,  Rich- 
ard, 1887,  Thomas  Carlyle  (Great  Writers), 
p.  98. 

HEROES  AND  HERO  WORSHIP 
1841 

Have  you  read  poor  Carlyle's  raving 
book  about  heroes?     Of  course  you  have, 


or  I  would  ask  you  to  buy  my  copy.  I 
don't  like  to  live  with  it  in  the  house.  It 
smoulders,  ge  ought  to  be  laughed  at  a 
little.  But  it  is  pleasant  to  retire  to  the 
Tale  of  a  Tub,  Tristram  Shandy,  and 
Horace  Walpole,  after  being  tossed  on 
his  canvas  waves.  This  is  blasphemy. 
Dibdin  Pitt  of  the  Goburg  could  enact 
one  of  his  heroes.— FitzGbrald,  fenwARD, 
1841,  To  W.  H.  Thompson,  March  26; 
Letters,  ed.  Wright,  vol.  l,  p.  71. 

Carlyle's  "Hero-worship"  trembled  in 
my  hand  like  a  culprit  before  a  judge;  and 
as  the  book  is  very  full  of  paradoxes,  and 
has  some  questionable  matter  in  it,  this 
shaking  seemed  rather  symbolical.  But, 
oh!  it  is  a  book  fit  rather  to  shake  (take  it 
all  in  all)  than  to  be  shaken.  It  is  very  full 
of  noble  sentiments  and  wise  reflections, 
and  throws  out  many  a  suggestion  which 
wUI  not  waste  itself  like  a  blast  blown  in  a 
wilderness,  but  will  surely  rouse  many  a 
heart  and  mind  to  a  right,  Christian-like 
way  of  acting  and  of  dealing  with  the 
gifted  and  godlike  in  man  and  of  men. — 
Coleridge,  Sara,  1843,  To  Mrs.  Farrer, 
Sept.  5;  Memoir  and  Letters,  ed.  her  Daugh- 
ter, p.  204. 

"Heroes  and  Hero  Worship"— was  its 
author's  chief,  if  not  his  only,  bid  for 
popularity,  and  has,  perhaps,  remained 
the  most  popular  of  his  works.— Saints- 
bury,  George,  1881,  The  Literary  Work 
of  Thomas  Carlyle,  Scribnefs  Monthly, 
vol.  22,  p.  100. 

However  the  matter  may  have  stood  in 
1841,  m  1887  "Hero  Worship"  is  likely  to 
be  read  with  great  admiration  but  little 
astonishment.  The  stars  in  then*  courses 
have  fought  for  Carlyle.  The  influence  of 
great  or  reputed  great  men  upon  politics 
and  thought  has  been  so  enormous,  the 
impotence  of  the  most  respectable  causes 
without  powerful  representatives  has  been 
so  notorious,  that  the  personal  element  in 
history  has  regained  all  the  importance 
of  which  it  has  been  deprived  by  the  study 
of  general  laws.  The  problem  of  harmo- 
nizing it  with  the  truth  of  general  laws  re- 
mains without  solution  from  Carlyle.  He 
simply  ignores  these  laws,  and  assumes 
that  the  hero  appears  when  God  pleases, 
and  acts  as  pleases  himself.  It  is  also 
difficult  to  square  the  truth  of  "Hero 
Worship"  with  the  truth  of  "Sartor 
Resartus."  —  Garnett,  Richard,  1887, 
Thomas  Carlyle  (Great  Writers),  p.  101. 
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He  was  more  alive  than  any  man  since 
Swift  to  the  dark  side  of  human  nature. 
The  dullness  of  mankind  weighed  upon  him 
like  a  nightmare.  ''Mostly  fools"  is  his 
pithy  verdict  upon  the  race  at  large. 
Nothing  then  could  be  more  idle  than  the 
dream  of  the  revolutionists  that  the  voice 
of  the  people  could  be  itself  the  voice  of 
God.  From  millions  of  fools  you  can  by  no 
constitutional  machinery  extract  anything 
but  folly.  Where  then  is  the  escape?  The 
millions,  he  says  (essay  on  Johnson),  ''roll 
hither  and  thither,  whithersoever  they  are 
led;"  they  seem  "all  sightless  and  slavish/' 
with  little  but  "animal  instincts."  The 
hope  is  that,  here  and  there,  are  scattered 
the  men  of  power  and  of  insight,  the 
heaven-sent  leaders;  and  it  is  upon  loy^ty 
to  them  and  capacity  for  recognizing  and 
obeying  them  that  the  future  of  the  race 
really  depends.  This  was  the  moral  of  the 
lectins  on  "Hero-Worship."  Odin,  Ma- 
homet, Dante,  Shakespeare,  Luther,  Qrom- 
well,  and  Napoleon,  are  types  of  the  great 
men  who  now  and  then  visit  the  earth  as 
prophets  or  rulers.  They  are  the  brilliant 
centers  of  light  in  the  midst  of  the  sur- 
rounding darkness;  and  in  loyal  recogni- 
tion of  their  claims  lies  our  security  for  all 
external  progress.  By  what  signs,  do  you 
ask,  can  they  be  recognized?  There  can  be 
no  sign.  You  can  see  the  light  if  you  have 
eyes;  but  no  other  faculty  can  supply  the 
want  of  eyesight.  And  hence  arise  some 
remarkable  points  both  of  difference  from 
and  coincidence  with  popular  beliefs. — 
Stephen,  Leslie,  1897,.  Library  of  the 
World^s  Beit  Literature,  ed.  Warner,  vol  vi, 
p.  3238. 

PAST  AND  PRESENT 
1943 
Father  Saurteig,— Thanks  to  thee  for  thy 
new  tDork'—SL  real  piece  of  work  such  as  even 
thou  hadst  not  before  given  us  the  like  of— 
not  even  in  "Sartor  Resartus."  I  could 
wish  thou  hadst  not  put  forth  more  of  this 
at  once  than  the  two  or  three  first  books, 
and  that  the  first  had  been  placed  last  of 
these.  Thou  shouldst  have  begun  assuredly 
with  thy  true  revivification  of  the  men  of 
St.  Edmundsbui^.  Neither  can  I  agree 
with  my  teacher  in  what  he  more  than  once 
proclaimeth  as  his  judgment  general, 
touching  Oliver  of  Tyburn;  nor,  indeed, 
am  I  very  sure  that  I  leap  as  yet  content- 
edly to  any  of  thy  distinct  conclusions, 
save  one— namely,  that  we  are  all  wrong 


and  all  like  to  be  danmed.  But  I  thank 
thee  for  having  made  me  conscious  of  life 
and  feeling  for  sundry  hours  by  thy  pages, 
whether  figurative,  or  narrative,  or  didactic. 
Thou  hast  done  a  book  such  as  no  other 
living  num  could  do  or  dream  of  doinff.— 
LoGKHART,  John  Gibson,  1843,  To  Carlfk, 
Apr.  27;  The  Life  and  Letters  of  John 
Oibson  Loekhart,  ed.  Lang,  vol.  u,  p.  238. 

His  finest  work,  as  matter  of  political 
philosophy,  is  undoubtedly  his  "Past  and 
Present."  In  this  work  he  is  no  longer 
the  philosopher  of  the  circle.  He  allows 
the  world  a  chance.— HoRNE,  Richard 
Hengist  (Euzabeth  Barrett  Brown- 
ing?), 1844,  A  New  Spirit  of  the  Age,  p.  343. 

"Past  and  Present"  is  at  once  a  monu- 
ment of  the  keen  practical  iroirit  of  the 
man  and  of  what  may  be  called  his  literary 
fiair,  or  scent.  Ecclesiological  mediieval- 
ism  was  at  its  very  height,  and  in  itself 
Mr.  Carlyle  hated  it,  or  regarded  it  with  a 
partly  unutterable  sense  of  sarcastic  aston- 
ishment. Yet  he  managed,  out  of  a  book 
published  to  interest  readers  who  read  in 
this  spirit,  to  make  something  quite  dif- 
ferent,—to  expound  his  own  views,  preach 
his  own  gospel,  and  illustrate  his  own 
fancies.  .  .  .  A  unique  book,  which  no  one, 
perhaps,  but  its  author  could  have  written, 
neither  the  like  of  it  will  any  other  man 
write.— Saintsbury,  George,  1881,  The 
Literary  Work  of  Thomas  Carlyk,  Scribner^s 
MonMy,  vol.  22,  pp.  100, 101. 

It  is  at  once  the  most  tender  and  pathetic 
picture  of  the  Past  and  the  most  unsparing 
mdictment  of  the  Present  that  exists  in 
modem  English  literature.  —  Totnbee, 
Arnold,  1883-84,  Lectures  on  the  Indus- 
trial  Revolution  in  England. 

With  my  memory  of  the  Preston  riots 
still  vivid,  I  procured  "Past  and  Present," 
and  read  it  perseveringly.  It  was  far  from 
easy  reading;  but  I  found  in  it  strokes  of 
descriptive  power  imequalled  in  my  ex- 
perience, and  thrills  of  electric  splendour 
which  carried  me  enthusiastically  on.  I 
found  in  it,  moreover,  in  political  matters, 
a  morality  so  righteous,  a  radicalism  so 
high,  reasonable,  and  humane,  as  to  make 
it  clear  to  me  that  without  truckling  to  the 
ape  and  tiger  of  the  mob,  a  man  might 
hold  the  views  of  a  radical.— Ttndall, 
John,  1890,  Personal  RecoUeeHons  of  Thomas 
Carlyk,  New  Fragments,  p.  349. 

Of  the  book  itself,  considered  as  a  piece 


252 


THOMAS  CARLYLE 


of  literature  and  not  as  a  message  from  a 
modem  prophet,  it  is  easy  to  say  harsh 
things.  Like  all  Carlyle's  works,  it  is  very 
wordy  and  diffuse,  and  there  is  much  chaff 
hiding  the  solid  grain.  There  is  the  usual 
exaggeration  in  his  style  of  writing  and 
speaking,  and  the  usual  striving  after 
effect  by  the  use  of  extraordinary  nick- 
names and  similes.  •  .  .  The  greatest  fault 
in  the  book  is  not  its  style  or  the  want 
thereof,  but  a  certain  absence  of  any  clear 
connexion  between  the  world  of  the  nine- 
teenth century  and  that  of  Abbot  Samson, 
even  as  contrasts.  Only  here  and  there  is 
the  link  between  them  hinted  at;  it  is  the 
contrast  that  strikes  us  most.'-GiBBiNS, 
H.  DE  B.,  1892,  Engluh  Social  Reformers, 
p.  201. 

He  has  left  us  in  'Tast  and  Present"  our 
truest  and  most  sympathetic  picture  of 
mediaeval  monasticism  at  its  high  water 
mark,  a  picture  which  no  Catholic  writer 
can  hope  to  rival.  He  understood  what 
those  monks  of  St.  Edmundsbury  felt  and 
thought,  with  perfect  comprehension.  Yet 
was  he  a  student  of  the  Middle  Ages?  Far 
from  it,  but  he  was  a  student  of  man. — 
Trevelyan,  G.  M.,  1899,  Carlyle  as  a  Hu- 
iarian,  The  Nineteenth  Century,  vol.  46, 
p.  500. 

No  one  has  made  medisBvalism  more 
attractive.  "Past  and  Present"  is  a  very 
notable  book.  The  reconstitution  of  medi- 
SBval  life  in  the  picture  he  makes  out 
of  the  chronicle  of  Jocelin  of  Brakelond  is 
vivid  and  telling — especially  telling  in 
contrast  with  certain  sides  of  modem  life 
with  its  "thirty  thousand  distressed  needle- 
women in  London  alone"  and  its  "cash 
payment  the  sole  nexus  between  men." 
The  book  is,  of  course,  inspired  by  the 
desire  of  exhibiting  this  contrast — ^a  desire 
which,  of  course,  impairs  its  veracity.  It  is 
in  fact  a  pamphlet.— Brownell,  W.  C, 
1901,  Victorian  Prose  Masters,  p.  69. 

LIFE  AND  LETTERS  OF  OLIVER 

CROMWELL 

1S45 

We  do  not  quarrel  with  Mr.  Carlyle  for 
his  enthusiasm,  if  he  feels  it;  but  he  really 
must  not  call  people  "flunkeys"  and 
"canting  persons"  if  they  do  not  share  it 
with  hi^  He  has  thrown  himself  for  the 
present  on  Oliver's  own  account  of  himself, 
and  is  content  to  stand  by  in  the  humble 
posture  of  (Urection  post,  or,  at  the  highest, 
of  fidiowman.    He  shows  us  Oliver;  an  en- 


graving of  his  portrait,  very  characteristic 
and  striking;  his  letters  and  his  speeches, 
equally  full  of  character.  We  are  left  alone 
with  tlie  great  man,  to  fomr  our  own  judg- 
ment of  him.  Mr.  Carlyle  ought  not  to 
'complain  if  his  own  interjectional  bursts 
of  rapture,  and  orders  to  love  Oliver, 
produce  less  effect  than  the  sight  he 
presents  to  us.  We  do  not  grudge  Puritan- 
ism its  great  man  any  more  than  its 
temporary  triumph.  It  earned  what  it 
won  by  good  means  as  well  as  bad.  .  .  . 
His  book  labours  and  struggles,  and  leaves 
only  impressions  which  counteract  one 
another.  Its  parts  do  not  adjust  them- 
selves naturally;  fact  pulls  against  com- 
mentary; elucidation  faUs  dead  upon  the 
latter;  and  between  them  the  living  image 
of  Cromwell  drops  through.  Mr.  uu'lyle's 
own  idea  does  not  rise  of  itself  out  of  his 
documents;  he  has  to  protect  and  foster  it. 
There  is  a  painful  effort,  a  monotonous, 
impatient  bluster,  to  keep  up  the  reader's 
heroic  mood.  ...  We  beheve  that  he 
meant  to  bring  out  a  genuinely  English 
idea  of  excellence,  to  portray  a  man  of 
rude  exterior  and  speech,  doing  great 
things  in  a  commonplace  and  unromantic 
way.  But  he  must  match  his  ideal  with 
something  better  than  Cromwell's  dis- 
torted and  unreal  character,  his  repulsive 
energy,  his  dreary  and  ferocious  faith,  his 
thinly  veiled  and  mastering  selfishness.— 
Church,  Richard  Woliam,  1846-97, 
Carlyle's  Cromwell,  Occasional  Papers,  pp. 
15,26,52. 

The  style  of  the  book  on  Cromwell  is 
occasionally  a  trial  even  to  the  lovers  of 
Carlyle's  picturesque  and  shaggy  diction, 
and  few  men  can  pronounce  some  of  the 
sentences  aloud  without  running  the  risk 
of  being  throttled.  To  follow  tiie  course 
of  his  thought  through  the  sudden  turns, 
and  down  the  abrupt  declivities  of  his 
style,  exposes  one  at  times  to  the  danger 
of  having  his  eyes  put  out  of  joint. — 
Whipple,  Edwin  Perct,  1848,  Essays  and 
Reviews,  vol.  n,  p.  353. 

Many  will  find  Carlyle  presumptuouSi 
coarse;  they  will  suspect  from  his  theories^ 
and  also  from  his  way  of  speaking,  that  he 
looks  upon  himself  as  a  great  man,  neg- 
lected, of  the  race  of  heroes;  that,  in  lus 
opinion,  the  human  race  ought  to  put 
themselves  in  his  hands,  and  trust  him 
with  their  business.  Certainly  he  lectures 
us,  and  with  contempt.     He  despises  his 
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epoch;  he  has  a  sulky,  sour  tone;  he  keeps 
purposely  on  stilts.  He  disdams  objeo- 
tions.  In  his  eyes,  opponents  are  not  up 
to  his  form.  He  bullies  his  predecessors; 
when  he  speaks  of  Cromwell's  biographers, 
he  takes  the  tone  of  a  man  of  genius  astray 
amongst  pedants.  He  has  the  superior 
smile,  the  resigned  condescension  of  a  hero 
who  feels  hin^lf  a  martyr,  and  he  only 
quits  it,  to  shout  at  the  top  of  his  voice, 
like  an  ill-taught  plebian.  .  .  .  Carlyle's 
masterpiece  is  but  a  collection  of  letters 
and  speeches,  commented  on  and  united 
by  a  continuous  narrative.  The  impression 
which  they  leave  is  extraordinary.  Grave 
constitutional  histories  hang  heavy  after 
this  compilation.  The  author  wishes  to 
make  us  comprehend  a  soul,  the  soul  of 
Cromwell,  the  greatest  of  the  Puritans, 
their  chief,  their  abstract,  their  hero,  and 
their  model.— Tainb,  H.  A.,  1871,  HUtory 
of  English  Ldterature,  tr.  Van  Laun,  vol  n, 
bk.  V,  eh.  IV,  pp.  451, 470. 

This  book  is,  in  my  opinion,  by  far  the 
most  important  contribution  to  English 
history,  which  has  been  made  in  the  present 
century.  Carlyle  was  the  first  to  break 
the  crust  which  has  overlaid  the  subject 
of  Cromwell  since  the  Restoration,  and  to 
make  Cromwell  and  Cromwell's  age  again 
intelligible  to  mankind.  Anyone  who  will 
read  what  was  written  about  him  before 
Carlyle's  work  appeared,  and  what  has 
been  written  since,  will  perceive  how  great 
was  the  achievement.  The  enthusiast,  led 
away  by  ambition,  and  degenerating  into 
the  h3rpocrite,  the  received  figure  of  the 
established  legend,  is  gone  for  ever.  We 
may  retain  each  our  own  opinion  about 
Cromwell,  we  may  think  that  he  did  well 
or  that  he  did  ill,  that  he  was  wise  or 
unwise;  but  we  see  the  real  man.  We  can 
entertain  no  shadow  of  doubt  about  the 
genuineness  of  the  portrait;  and,  with  the 
clear  insight  of  Oliver  himself,  we  have  a 
new  conception  of  the  Qvil  War  and  of  its 
consequences.— Froude,  James  Anthony, 
1884,  Thomas  Carlyle;  A  History  of  his  Life 
in  London,  vol.  i,  p.  305. 

Though  contaming  some  of  his  finest 
descriptions  and  battle-pieces,  conspicu- 
ously that  of  "Dunbar"— it  is  the  least 
artistic  of  his  achievements,  being  over- 
laden with  detail  and  superabounding  in 
extract— NiCHOL,  John,  1892,  Thomas 
Carlyle  (English  Men  of  Letters),  p.  183. 

His  "Cromwell"  is  essentially  the  por- 


trait of  a  soul:  a  very  skillfully  constructed 
autobiography  with  connecting  narrative 
and  reflections,  exhibiting  its  subject  with 
a  vividness  never  surps^sed,  so  far  as  I 
know,  in  that  species  of  composition.— 
LiLLTy  William  Samuel,  1895,  Four  Eng- 
lish Humorists  of  the  Nineteenth  Century, 
p.  123. 

On  the  whole,  we  may  count  the  "Crom- 
well" as  the  greatest  of  Carlyle's  effective 
products.  With  his  own  right  hand,  alone 
and  by  a  single  stroke,  he  completely 
reversed  the  judgment  of  the  English 
nation  about  their  greatest  man.  The 
whole  weight  of  Church,  monarchy,  aris- 
tocracy, fashion,  literature,  and  wit,  had 
for  two  centuries  combined  to  falsify  his- 
tory and  distort  the  character  of  the 
noblest  of  English  statesmen.  And  a 
simple  man  of  letters,  by  one  book,  at  once 
and  forever  reversed  this  sentence,  silenced 
the  allied  forces  of  calumny  and  rancour, 
and  placed  Oliver  for  all  future  time  as  the 
greatest  hero  of  the  Protestant  movement. 
There  are  few  examples  in  the  history  of 
literature  of  so  great  and  so  sudden  a 
triumph  of  truth  and  justice.  At  the  same 
time,  it  is  well  to  remember  that  the 
''Qromwell"  is  not  a  literary  masterpiece, 
in  the  sense  of  being  an  organic  ^  ork  of  art. 
It  is  not  the  'Tife"  of  Cromwell:  it  was  not 
so  designed,  and  was  never  so  worked  out. 
It  is  bis  "Letters  and  Speeches,"  illus- 
trated by  notes.— Harrison,  Frederic, 
1895,  Studies  in  Early  Victorian  Literature, 
p.  48. 

Carlyle's  "Cromwell"  is,  more  than  either 
of  the  other  histories,  an  illustration  of 
his  own  doctrine  of  heroes,  and  less  than 
either  of  the  others  is  it  a  history  of  a 
nation  as  well  as  of  a  man.  Cromwell  to  a 
great  extent  speaks  for  himself,  and  Car- 
lyle expounds  and  comments  on  his  uncouth 
and  sometimes  obsolete  manner  of  expres- 
sion. The  commentary  is  free  and  even 
ample,  yet  there  is  less  of  Carlyle  himself 
in  this  than  in  any  other  of  his  works. 
The  great  features  of  it  are  its  delineation 
of  the  man  Cromwell  and  the  proof  it 
presents  of  Carlyle's  skill  in  the  use  of 
documents.  Carlyle  has  not  converted 
everybody  to  his  own  view  of  Cromwell, 
but  he  has  at  least  coloured  the  opinion  of 
everybody  who  has  since  studied  the 
period.— Walker,  Hugh,  1897,  The  Age 
of  Tennyson  (Handbook  of  Englidi  Litera^ 
ture),  p.  28. 
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LATTER-DAY  PAMPHLETS 
1850 

Have  you  read  Carlyle's  "Pamphlets?" 
The  last,  called  "The  Stump  Orator," 
contains  some  good  things,  and  the 
Quardian  can  not  sneer  it  down,  with  all  its 
talent  at  sneering.  People  affect  to  despise 
its  truisms,  when  I  believe,  in  fact,  at  heart 
they  are  galled  by  some  of  its  bold,  broad 
truths,  expressed  with  a  graphic  force  and 
felicitous  hiunor  which  it  is  easier  to  nul  at 
than  to  hide  under  a  bushel.  Put  what 
bushel  over  it  they  may,  it  will  shine 
through,  and  indeed  bum  up  the  designed 
extinguisher,  as  the  fire  eats  up  a  scroll  of 
paper.— GoLEBiDGE,  Sara,  1849,  To  Mrs. 
H.  M.  Jones,  May  19;  Memoir  and  Letters, 
ed.  her  Daughter,  p.  iSi. 

When  I  speak  of  the  Latter  Day  Prophet, 
I  conclude  you  have  read,  or  heard  of, 
Carlyle's  Pamphlets  so  designed.  People 
are  tired  of  them  and  of  him:  he  only 
foams,  snaps,  and  howls,  and  no  progress, 
people  say:  this  is  almost  true:  and  yet 
there  is  vital  good  in  all  he  has  written. — 
Fitzgerald,  Edward,  1850,  To  F.  Tenny- 
son, Aug.  15;  More  Letters,  p.  25. 

It  is  with  some  consternation  that  I 
approach  the  subject  of  Carlyle's  politics. 
Cfne  handles  them  as  does  an  inspector  of 
police  a  parcel  reported  to  contwi  dyna- 
mite. The  "Latter-Day  Pamphlets"  might 
not  unfitly  be  labelled  "Dangerous  Ex- 
plosives."—Birrell,  Augustine,  1884, 
Obiter  Dicta,  First  Series,  p.  34. 

As  was  natural,  the  "Latter-Day  Pam- 
phlets" were  treated  as  a  series  of  political 
ravings.  For  that  estimate  Carlyle  himself 
was  largely  responsible.  He  deprived  him- 
self of  the  S3rmpathy  of  intelligent  readers 
by  the  violence  of  his  invective  and  the 
lack  of  discrimination  in  his  abuse.  Much 
of  what  Carlyle  said  is  to  be  found  in  Mill's 
"Representative  Government,"  said,  too, 
in  a  quiet,  rational  style,  which  conmiands 
attention  and  respect.  Mill,  no  more  than 
Carlyle,  was  a  believer  in  -mob  rule.  He 
did  not  think  that  the  highest  wisdom  was 
to  be  had  by  the  counting  of  heads. 
Thinkers  like  Mill  and  Spencer  did  not 
deem  it  necessary  to  pour  contempt  on 
modem  tendencies.  They  suggested  reme- 
dies on  the  lines  of  these  tendencies. 
They  did  not  try  to  put  back  the  hands  on 
the  clock  of  time;  they  sought  to  remove 
perturbing  influences.  Much  of  the  evU 
has  arisen  from  men  trying  to  do  by  political 


methods  what  should  not  be  done  by  these 
methods.  Carlyle's  idea  that  Government 
should  do  this,  that,  and  the  other  thing 
has  wrought  mischief,  inasmuch  as  it  has 
led  to  an  undue  belief  in  the  virtues  of 
Government  interference.  His  writings 
are  largely  responsible  for  the  evils  he 
predicted.— Macpherson,  Hector  C,  1896, 
Thomas  Carlyle  (Famous  Scots  Series), 
p.  146. 

In  spite  of  their  variety  of  subjects— 
"Stump  Orator,"  "Jesuitism,"  "Model 
Prisons,"  etc.— leave  the  definite  sensation 
of  a  prolonged  and  scarcely  modulated 
shriek.— Brownell,  W.  C,  1901,  Victorian 
Prose  Masters,  p.  79. 

LIFE  OF  JOHN  STERLING 
1861 
These  bricks  from  Babylon  convey  but 
scanty  intimation  of  the  varied  interest  of 
the  book.  However  the  readers  of  it  may 
differ  from  its  opinions,  they  cannot  but 
find,  even  in  Mr.  Carlyle's  misjudgments 
and  prejudices,  ample  matter  for  serious 
reflection :  for  if  he  misjudges,  it  is  generally 
because  he  is  looking  too  intently  at  a 
single  truth,  or  a  single  side  of  a  truth;  and 
such  misjudgments  are  more  suggestive 
than  the  completest  propositions  of  a  less 
earnest,  keen-sighted,  and  impassioned 
thinker.  —  Bribiley,  George,  1851-58, 
Carlyle's  Life  of  Sterling,  Essays,  ed.  Clark, 
p.  251. 

Well,  the  book  has  come  at  last,  and, 
notwithstanding  the  evil  animus  of  parts  of 
it,  a  mUder,  more  tender,  and  more  pleasant 
gossiping  little  volume  we  have  not  read 
for  many  a  day.  The  mountain  has  been 
in  labor,  and  lo!  a  nice  lively  field-mouse, 
quite  frisky  and  good-humored,  has  been 
brought  forth.  It  is  purely  ridiculous  and 
contemptible  to  speak,  with  some  of  our  con- 
temporaries, of  this  volume  as  Mr.  Carlyle's 
best,  or  as,  in  any  sense,  a  great  work. 
The  subject,  as  he  has  viewed  it,  was  not 
great,  and  his  treatment  of  it,  while 
exceedingly  gracefid  and  pleasant,  is  by 
no  means  very  powerful  or  very  profound. 
— GiLPiLLAN,  George,  1855,  A  Third 
Gallery  of  Portraits,  p.  267. 

Far  the  most  pleasant  as  well  as  one  of 
the  truest  of  his  books.— Greg,  W.  R., 
1860,  KingsUy  and  Carlyle,  Literary  and 
Social  Judgments,  p.  119. 

I  have  always  felt,  notwithstanding  a 
great  affection  and  admiration  for  Carlyle, 
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that  his  ''Life  of  Sterling"  has  in  it  a. 
breath  of  Mephistopheles,  something  of  the 
mocking  scornful  spirit,  satirically  superior 
to  all  a  young  man's  hereditary  beliefs,  and 
with  a  careless  pleasure  in  pursuing  and 
stripping  him  of  these  but  weakly  founded 
non-individual  religious  views  which  had 
built  up  the  outer  fabric  of  his  life,  such  as 
hurts  the  moral  sense,  wonderful  as  is  the 
almost  lyrical  strain  of  its  lament  and 
praise.— OuPHANT,  Margaret  0.  W.,  1897, 
WiUiam  Blackwood  and  ki$  Sons,  vol.^n, 
p.  186. 

One  winter  night  I  tried  to  re-read  Car- 
lyle's  'Tast  and  Present"  and  certain  of  his 
"Latter-Day  Pamphlets;"  but  I  found  I 
could  not,  and  thanked  my  stars  that  I  did 
not  have  to.  It  was  like  riding  a  spirited 
but  bony  horse  bareback.  There  was 
tremendous  go  in  the  beast;  but  oh,  the 
bruises  from  those  knotty  and  knuckle- 
like sentences!  But  the  ''Life  of  Sterling" 
I  have  found  I  can  re-read  with  delight; 
it  has  a  noble  music. — Burroughs,  John, 
1897,  On  the  Re-reading  of  Bookt,  Century 
Magazine,  vol.  55,  p.  148. 

One  recoils  at  much  of  Carlyle's  expres- 
sion in  this  work,  but)  with  all  its  blemish 
of  pity  and  Philistinism  and  pessimism, 
it  stands  remarkable,  a  monument  built  by 
such  hands,— I  will  not  say  planned  by 
such  a  mind,  for  the  mind  protested;  but 
nevertheless  the  hands,  obedient  to  the 
spirit,  built  it  with  the  best  they  could 
bring  in  gratitude  to  helpful  love  whose 
sunlight  had  reached  an  imprisoned  soul.— 
Emerson,  Edward  Waldo,  1897,  ed.  A 
Correspondence  Between  John  Sterling  and 
Ralph  Waldo  Emerson,  p.  6. 

HISTORY  OF  FRIEDRICH  II 
1858-64 

Infinitely  the  wittiest  book  that  ever  was 
written,— a  book  that  one  would  think  the 
English  people  would  rise  up  in  mass  and 
thank  the  author  for,  by  cordial  acclama- 
tion, and  signify,,  by  crowning  him  with 
oak-leaves,  theu*  joy  that  such  a  head 
existed  among  them,  and  sympathizing 
and  much-reading  America  would  make  a 
new  treaty  or  send  a  Minister  Extraor- 
dinary to  offer  congratulation  of  honoring 
delight  to  England,  in  acknowledgment 
of  this  donation,— a  book  holding  so  many 
memorable  and  heroic  facts,  working 
directly  on  practice;  with  new  heroes, 
things  unvoiced  before;— the  German  Plu- 


tarch (saw  that  we  have  exhausted  the 
Greek  and  Roman  and  Britiah  Plutarchs), 
with  a  range,  too,  of  thought  and  wisdom 
so  large  and  so  elastic,  not  so  much  apply- 
ing as  inosculating  to  every  need  and 
sensibility  of  man,  that  we  do  not  read  a 
stereotype  page,  rather  we  see  the  eyes  of 
the  writer  looking  into  ours,  mark  his 
behavior,  humming,  chuckling,  with  under- 
tones and  trumpet-tones  and  shrugs, 
and  long-commanding  glances,  stereo- 
scoping  every  figure  that  passes,  and  every 
hill,  river,  road,  hummock,  and  pebble  in 
the  long  perspective.  With  its  wonderful 
new  system  of  mnemonics,  whereby  great 
and  insignificant  men  are  ineffaceably 
ticketed  and  marked  and  modelled  in 
memory  by  what  they  were,  had,  and  did; 
and  withal  a  book  that  is  a  Judgment  Day, 
for  its  moral  verdict  on  the  men  and 
nations  and  manners  of  modem  times. 
And  this  book  makes  no  noise;  I  have 
hardly  seen  a  notice  of  it  in  any  newspaper 
or  journal,  and  you  would  think  there  was 
no  such  book.  I  am  not  aware  that  Mr. 
Buchanan  has  sent  a  special  messenger  to 
Great  Cheyne  Row,  Chelsea,  or  that  Mr. 
Dallas  has  been  instructed  to  assure  Mr. 
Carlyle  of  his  distinguished  consideration. 
But  the  secret  wits  and  hearts  of  men  take 
note  of  it,  not  the  less  surely.  They  have 
said  nothing  lately  in  praise  of  the  air,  or 
of  fire,  or  of  the  blessing  of  love,  and  yet,  I 
suppose,  they  are  sensible  of  these,  and  not 
less  of  this  book,  which  is  like  these.— 
Emerson,  Ralph  Waldo,  1859,  Diary, 
Correspondence  of  Carlyle  and  Emerson,  e^. 
Norton,  vol.  ii,  p.  305. 

In  conclusion,  after  saying,  as  honest 
critics  must,  that  "The  History  of  Fried- 
rich  II.  called  Frederick  the  Great"  is  a 
book  to  be  read  m  with  more  satisfaction 
than  to  be  read  through,  after  declaring 
that  it  is  open  to  all  manner  of  criticism, 
especially  in  point  of  moral  purpose  and 
tendency,  we  must  admit  with  thankful- 
ness, that  it  has  the  one  prime  merit  of 
being  the  work  of  a  man  who  has  every 
quality  of  a  great  poet  except  that  supreme 
one  of  rhythm  which  shapes  both  matter 
and  manner  to  harmonious  proportion, 
and  that  where  it  is  good,  it  is  good  as 
only  genius  knows  how  to  be.  With  the 
gift  of  song,  Carlyle  would  have  been  the 
greatest  of  epic  poets  since  Homer.  With- 
out it,  to  modulate  and  harmonize  and 
bring  parts  into  their  proper  relation,  he  is 
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the  most  amorphous  of  humorists,  the  most 
shining  avatar  of  whim  the  world  has  ever 
seen.  .  .  .  The  figures  of  most  historians 
seem  like  doUs  stuffed  with  bran,  whose 
whole  substance  runs  out  through  any  hole 
that  criticism  may  tear  in  them,  but  Car- 
lyle's  are  so  real  in  comparison,  that,  if  you 
prick  them,  they  bleed.  He  seems  a  little 
wearied,  here  and  there,  in  his  Friedrich, 
with  the  multiplicity  of  detail,  and  does  his 
filling-in  rather  shabbily;  but  he  still 
remains  in  his  own  way,  like  his  hero,  the 
Only,  and  such  episodes  as  that  of  Voltaire 
woidd  make  the  fortune  of  any  other 
writer.  Though  not  the  safest  of  guides 
in  politics  or  practical  philosophy,  his 
value  as  an  inspirer  and  awakener  cannot 
be  over-estimated.— LowBLL,  Jambs  Rus- 
sell, 1866-71,  CarlyU,  My  Study  Windows, 
pp.  147, 148, 149. 

While  Carlyle  showed  in  this  Histoiy 
his  marvellous  power  at  its  neight,  there  is 
no  book  of  his  that  defines  more  clearly 
the  limitations  of  his  power,  or  more  fre- 
quently chafes  the  reader  by  the  twists  and 
wrenches  given  to  our  mother  tongue.— 
MORLEY,  Heniiy,  1881,  Of  English  Literor 
ture  in  the  Reign  of  Victoria,  with  a  glance 
at  the  Past,  p.  314. 

The  first  effect  of  the  book  in  England 
was  to  weaken  its  author's  moral  influence, 
for  the  Christian  conscience  of  the  country 
revolted  against  its  teaching,  and  was 
shocked  by  the  pictures  of  Frederick  and 
his  father.  It  was  only  as  the  book  receded 
from  view,  and  its  author's  previous 
writings  were  reverted  to,  that  the  painful 
impression  wore  off.  That  feeling  was  only 
too  well  founded.  Though  he  did  not 
magnify  Frederick,  in  whom  Force  without 
Righteousness  was  incarnate,  as  he  had 
magnified  Cromwell,  it  cannot  be  denied 
that  he  treats  this  unspeakable  monster 
with  a  deference  to  which  he  was  in  no 
way  entitled;  and  at  times  it  would  almost 
appear  as  if  he  loved  him  for  his  unen- 
durable brutality,  while  he  has  actually 
the  hardihood  to  charge  other  historians 
with  injustice  in  not  recognising  the 
candour  with  which  Frederick  owned  that 
his  seizure  of  SUesia  was  one  of  the  greatest 
crimes  ever  perpetrated. — Wylie,  Will- 
iam Howie,  1881,  Thomas  Carlyle,  The  Man 
and  his  Books,  p.  269. 

The  industry  of  research  displayed  in 
the  ten  volumes  of  this  long  history  is 
marvellous.    Taken  as  a  whole,  it  may  be 


called  wearisome,  as  the  writer  himself 
confessed;  though  his  highest  powers  of 
humourous  and  graphic  portraiture  find 
exercise  in  many  passages.— Gostwick, 
Joseph,  1882,  Oerman  Culture  and  ChrisUan- 
ity,  p.  199. 

A  work  of  superlative  genius,  which 
defies  every  canon  of  criticism  and  sets  at 
nought  every  rule  of  historical  composition. 
It  is  a  succession  of  startling  flashes  and 
detonations.  In  no  one  of  C^lyle's  works 
do  the  peculjar  qualities  of  his  genius  show 
themselves  with  more  intensity.  There  is 
scarcely  a  paragraph  that  does  not  contain 
in  itself  either  a  poem  or  a  picture.  The 
Kook  is  founded  on  the  most  exhaustive 
study  and  the  most  careful  observation. 
The  author  even  visited  the  more  important 
of  Frederick's  battle-fields,  and  had  surveys 
made  in  the  interests  of  absolute  accuracy. 
Every  scrap  of  German  writing  that  would 
throw  light  upon  the  reign  appears  to  have 
been  examined  and  weighed.  The  result 
is  one  of  the  most  remarkable  books  in  the 
English  language,  and  one  which,  all 
things  consider^,  is  unquestionably  the 
best  history  of  Frederick  the  Great  in 
any  language.— Adams,  Chables  Kendall, 
1882,  A  Manual  of  Historical  Literature, 
p.  272. 

No  ancient  or  modem  character  rivalled 
Cromwell  in  Carlyle's  affection.  His  not 
unmixed  satisfaction  in  the  progress  of  the 
Life  of  Frederick  was  qualified  by  an 
imperfect  sympathy  with  his  hero.  The 
disproportionate  space  which  is  allotted 
to  the  king's  rough  and  narrow-minded 
father  may,  perhaps,  indicate  a  lingering 
reluctance  to  enter  on  the  principal  suIh 
ject.  The  history  of  Prussia  and  of  Ger- 
many, which  occupies  the  greater  part  of 
the  first  volume,  is  in  clearness,  in  skilful 
brevity,  and  in  fulness  of  knowledge,  a 
literary  masterpiece.  Voltaire  himself 
could  not  have  condensed  the  story  of 
several  centuries  into  happier  units,  nor 
would  he  have  shown  the  same  conscien- 
tious industry  in  collecting  his  materials. 
Carlyle's  elaborate  apology  for  Frederick 
William  has  caused  great  offence  in  Eng- 
land, though  the  paradoxes  in  which  it 
abounds  are  explained  and  to  a  great 
extent  modified  by  the  incipient  play  of 
satirical  and  sjrmpathetic  humour.  — 
Venables,  G.  S.,  1884,  Carlyle's  Life  in 
London,  Fortnightly  Review,  vol.  42,  p. 
604. 
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Ju9t  at  tiwi  time  when  the  first  iastal- 
IDe^t  of  Garlyie's  ''life  of  Frederick"  was 
publiafaed,  I  found  him  [Macaulay]  engaged 
in  the  peruaal  oi  the  opening  chi^tero. 
His  wrath*-!  ean  use  no  milder  word-r 
against  Carlyte's  et^le  was  boundkes; 
He  read  aloud  to  me  four  or  five  of  the<  most 
Carlylean  sentenoes^  and  then,  throwing 
the  book  on  the  Ubdrary  table,  exclaimed, 
'1  hold  that  no  Englishman  has  the  right 
to  treat  his  mother-tongue  after  so  unfllial 
a  fashion."  .  .  ,  Before  a  week  had  elapsed 
I  was  again  at  HoUy  Lodge,  andhe  at  once 
recurred  to  Garlyle's  history.  "Fray  read 
it,"  be  said,  "as  soon  as  you  can  find  time. 
Of  oourse  I  have  not  got,  and  never  shall 
get,  reconciled  to  his  distortions  and 
contortions  of  language;  but  there  are^ 
notmthstandingv  passages  of  truly  wo&der<- 
ful  interest  and  power«  and  in  the  infinite 
variety  of  new  iusfcorieal  facts^  and  in  the 
delight  and  instruction  t&ey  afford,  if  my 
first  feeling  has  been  that  of  annoyance  at 
tiie  strange  way  of  telling  the  story,  my 
second,  and  permanent  feeling  is  one  of 
gratitude  that— even  in  sudi  a  way— the 
story  has  been  told."— Stuast,  James 
MoNTGOMERT,  188S,  RminiseencsB  and 
Essays. 

Although  in  the  prophetic  sight  of  the 
writer  tt»t  most  remarkable  book  may, 
at  the  moment  it  was  written,  have  borne 
a  conscious  reference  to  events  which  were 
still  future,  but  have  since  most  wonder* 
fully  illusta^ted  its  great  theme,  the  world 
in  general  recognized  nothing  of  the  sort  in 
it.  The  author,  if  he  knew  himself  to  be  a 
v&x  elamanHs  at  the  time,  must  have  been 
astonished  at  the  rapidity  with  which  his 
Gospel  of  Force  triumphed  as  sooli  as  it 
had  its  chance.  Some  of  us  shook  our 
heads  over  it,  one  great  man  amongst  us, 
whose  place  I  am  proud  to  occupy,  I  dare 
not  say  to  fill,  did  not  hesitate  to  speak 
words  of  summary  condemnation;  but  the 
doctrine  itself  was  esoteric,  the  words,  like 
much  else  of  Carlyle's,  were  ^unwro  (rweroiv, 
but  awmunv  only;  to  the  ears  of  the 
many  they  required  the  sacred  interpreter. 
--firuBBS^  William,  1886-1900,  Seventeen 
Lectures  on  the  Study  of  Mediaval  and 
Modem   History   and   Kindred   Sukieeis, 

The  book  oftenest  in  my  hand  of  late 
years  is  certainly  Carlyle's  "Frederick."— 
BtrsKiN,  John,  1887,  Books  whiek  Have 
Infimew^  Me,  p.  45. 

17  p 


Hia  "Frederick"  appeals  to  us  chiefly  as 
a  comedy  of  humonn,  and  I,  for  my  part^ 
always  regret  that  ita  author  lavished  so 
much  time  over  mtttary  details,  now  of 
little  interest  save  to  professional  warriors. 
-*LiiiLT,  William  Samuxl,  1S95,  Four 
English  Humounsts  df  the  Nineteenth 
CeniwyfpA2A. 

It  is  not  a  book  at  all,  but  an  encydo* 
piBdia  of  German  bkigraphies  in  the  latter 
half  of  the  eighteenth  century.  Who  reads 
every  word  of  these  ten  volumes?  Who 
cares  to  know  how  big  was  the  belly  of 
some  court  chamberlain,  or  who  were  the 
k)ver8  of  some  unenduraUe  Frau?  What  a 
welter  of  dull  garbagel  In  what  dust- 
heaps  dost  thou  not  smother  us,  Teufels^ 
drockh!  0,  Thomas,  Thomas;  #hat  Ti*- 
tania  has  bewitched  thee  with  the  head 
of  Dryasdust  on  thy  noble  shoulders? — 
Harbison,  Frederic,  1895,  Studies  in 
Early  Victorian  Literature,  p.  47. 

By  this  later  work  Carlyle  outstripped, 
in  the  judgment  of  serious  critics,  his  only 
possible  rival,  Macaulay,  and  took  his  place 
as  the  first  scientific  historian  of  the  early 
Victorian  period.  Hta  method  in  this  claffl 
of  work  is  characteristic  of  him  as  an  indi- 
vidualist; he  endeavours,  in  all  conjunc- 
tions, to  see  the  man  moving,  breathing, 
burning  in  the  glow  and  flutter  of  ad- 
venture. This  gives  an  extraordinary 
vitality  to  portions  of  Carlyle's  narrative, 
if  it  also  tends  to  disturb  the  reader's 
conception  of  the  general  progress  of  events. 
— GossB,  Edmumo,  1897,  A  Short  History 
of  Modem  English  Litcra^ue,  p.  346. 

OORRESPONDSNOS    AND    REMIKld- 
OENCEB 

The  hasty  and  ill-advised  publication  of 
the  "Reminiscences,"  abounding  in  uq- 
fortunate  matter,  given  to  the  world  with 
feminine  xeal  but  without  even  the  pre- 
tence of  clear-headed  editorid  super- 
vision, has  certainly  let  loose  the  full 
tongue  of  detraction.*-BucHANAN,  Robert, 
1881,  Wylie's  Life  of  Carlyle,  Conlempo^ 
rary  Review,  vol»  39,  p«  783. 

It  was  the  lot  of  the  present  writer  to 
read  nearly  all  the  obituary  notices  of  him 
which  appeared  in  the  leading  journals 
after  his  death.  With  not  an  exception 
they  were  extremely  eulogistic,  praising 
his  works  and  applauding  in  the  highest 
terms  the  dignity  and  stem  conscientious- 
ness of  his  life.  But  when,  about  three 
weeks  later,  the   "Reminiscences"   were 
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ptiblished  by  Ifr.  Froude,  the  tide  took  a 
turn.  They  were  found  to  be  full  of  harsh, 
and,  aa  in  the  case  of  Charles  Lamb,  even 
cruel  and  heartless  judgments;  and  Car- 
lyle's  faults  of  temper,  lus  malice,  and  his 
uncharitableness  began  to  be  sharply 
commented  on.  A  few  of  the  more  sturdy 
admirers  of  the  Seer  of  Chelsea  protested 
that  the  "Reminiscences"  did  not  give  any 
idea  of  the  real  Carlyle  at  all;  that  nothing 
could  be  more  unjust  than  to  form  an  esti- 
mate of  his  character  from  angry  passages 
written  in  his  old  age,  when  weak  health 
and  agonising  sorrow  had  rendered  him 
scarcely  responsible  for  his  utterances. 
This  defence  proved  to  be  but  a  refuge  of 
lies.— NicoLL,  Henry  J.,  1882,  Landmarks 
of  English  Likrature,  p.  424. 
Sweet  hearty  forgive  me  for  thine  own  sweet 

sake, 
Whose  kind  blithe  soul  such  seas  of  sorrow 

swam, 
And  for  my  love's  sake,  powerless  as  I  am 
For  love  to  praise  thee,  or  like  thee  to  make 
Music  of  mirth  where  hearts  less  pure  would 

break, 
Less  pure  than  thine,  our  life-unspotted  Lamb. 
Things  hatef  uUest  thou  hadst  not  heart  to  damn, 
Nor  wouldst  have  set  thine  heel  on  this  dead 

snake. 
Let  worms  consume  its  memory  with  its  tongue, 
The  fang  that  stabbed  fair  Truth,  the  lip  that 

stung 
Men's  memories  uncorroded  with  its  breath. 
Forgive  me,  that  with  bitter  words  like  his 
I  mix  the  gentlest  English  name  that  is, 
The  tenderest  held  of  all  that  know  not  death. 

—Swinburne,  Algernon  Charles,  1882, 
After  Looking  into  Carlyk^s  Reminiseenees. 
*  Carlyle  takes  his  place  among  the  first  of 
English,  among  the  very  first  of  all  letter- 
writers.  All  his  great  merits  come  out  m 
this  form  of  expression;  and  his  defects  are 
not  felt  as  defects,  but  only  as  striking 
characteristics  and  as  tones  in  the  picture. 
Originality,  nature,  humor,  imagination, 
freedom,  the  disposition  to  talk,  the  play 
of  mood,  the  touch  of  confidence— these 
qualities,  of  which  the  letters  are  full,  will, 
with  the  2di  of  an  inimitable  use  of  lan- 
guage, .  .  .  preserve  their  life  for  read- 
ers even  further  removed  from  the  oc- 
casion than  ourselves,  and  for  whom  pos- 
sibly the  vogue  of  Carlyle's  published 
writings  in  his  day  will  be  to  a  certain  de- 
gree a  subject  of  wonder.— Jabies,  Henry, 
Jr.,  1883,  The  Correipcndence  of  Carlyle 
and  Emerton,  Century  Magazine,  vol.  26, 
p.  265. 


Reluctantly,  and  only  when  he  found 
that  his  wishes  would  not  and  could  not  be 
respected,  Carlyle  requested  me  to  undw- 
take  the  task  which  he  had  thus  described 
as  hopeless;  and  placed  materials  in  my 
hands  which  would  make  the  creation  of  a 
true  likeness  of  him,  if  still  difficult,  yet  no 
longer  as  impossible  as  he  had  declared  it 
to  be.  Higher  confidence  was  never  placed 
by  any  man  in  another.  I  had  not  sought 
it,  but  I  did  not  refuse  to  accept  it.  I  felt 
myself  only  more  strictly  bound  than  men 
in  such  circumstances  usually  are,  to  dis- 
charge the  duty  which  I  was  undertaking 
with  the  fidelity  which  I  knew  to  be 
expected  from  me.  Had  I  considered  my 
own  comfort  or  my  own  interest,  I  should 
have  sifted  out  or  passed  lighUy  over  the 
delicate  features  in  the  story.  It  would 
have  been  as  easy  as  it  would  have  been 
agreeable  for  me  to  construct  a  picture, 
with  every  detail  strictly  accurate,  of  an 
almost  p^ect  character.  An  account  so 
written  would  have  been  read  with  imme- 
diate pleasure.  Carlyle  wauld  have  heea 
admired  and  applauded,  and  the  biographer, 
if  he  had  not  shared  in  the  praise,  would  at 
least  have  escaped  censure.  He  would 
have  followed  in  the  track  marked  out  for 
him  by  a  custom  which  is  all  but  universal. 
.  .  .  Had  I  taken  the  course  which  the 
''natural  man"  would  have  recommended, 
I  should  have  given  no  faithful  account  of 
Carlyle.  I  should  have  created  a  "delusion 
and  a  hallucination"  of  the  precise  kind 
which  he  who  was  the  truest  of  men  moat 
deprecated  and  dreaded;  and  I  should 
have  done  it  not  innocently  and  in  igno- 
rance, but  with  deliberate  insincerity,  after 
my  attention  had  been  specially  directed 
by  his  own  generous   openness  to  the 

r)ints  which  I  should  have  left  unnoticed, 
should  have  been  unjust  first  to  myself — 
for  I  should  have  failed  in  what  I  Imew  to 
be  my  duty  as  a  biographer.  I  should  have 
been  unjust  secondly  to  the  public— 
Frottde,  James  Anthont,  1884,  Thomas 
Carlyle,  A  History  of  his  Life  in  London, 
vol.  I,  pp.  2, 3. 

I  hardly  know,  m  all  literature,  a  more 
pathetic  book  than  the  volume  of  "Remi- 
niscences."—Moulton,  Louise  Chandler, 
1885,  Carlyle:  his  Works  and  his  WifB, 
Some  Noted  Princes,  Authors  and  States- 
men  of  Our  Time,  ed.  Parton,  p.  184. 

Every  one  agrees  with  you  as  to  Froude 
and  Carlyle,  but  there  is  no  doubt  that  one 
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of  the  bad  effects  of  Froude's  extraordinary 
proceedings  has  been  to  tire  people  of 
Garlyle,  and  discipline  them  from  occupy- 
ing  themselves  any  more  with  him,  for 
the  present  at  any  rate.— Arnold,  Mat- 
thew, 1887,  To  C.  E.  Norton,  Aug.  31; 
Letters,  ed.  Russell,  vd.  u,  p.  430. 

Mr.  Fronde  has  done  his  worst  or  his 
best,  and  it  cannot  be  undone.  Even  Mr. 
Eliot  Norton's  brilliant  re-editing  cannot 
undo  it.  And  what  is  the  result?  Simply 
that  we  must  thank  either  Mr.  Froude  or 
his  blunder  for  enabling  us  to  understand 
how  great  Carlyle  really  was.  .  .  .  Car- 
lyle,as  we  know  him  now,  is  more  real,  and 
inmieasurably  more  impressive  than  the 
Carlyle  we  knew  before.  The  literary 
small-talkers  may  say  the  idol  is  shattered; 
but  those  to  whom  Carlyle  was  never  an 
idol,  but  an  instructor  and  inspirer,  must 
be  glad  and  not  sorry  that  he  has  become 
so  real  to  them.— Lewin,  Wambr,  1887, 
OametPs  lAJe  of  Carlyle,  Academy,  vol  32, 
P.12S. 

He  was  no  sooner  dead— this  great, 
universally  honoured  chief  of  literature  in 
England,  a  man  against  whom  no  one  had 
a  word  to  say,  to  whom  the  nation  itself, 
amid  all  its  huge  business  and  interests, 
g^ve  a  moment's  pause  of  respectful 
silence  to  acknowledge  his  greatness— 
than  the  book  of  his  fiery  grief,  the  "Remi- 
niscences," which  had  given  outlet  to  his 
passion  and  misery,  and  of  which  he 
remembered  only  that  it  was  to  be  anxiously 
revised  or  not  published  at  all,  was  flung 
just  as  it  was,  like  a  red-hot  stone  in  the 
face  of  the  country  which  mourned  for 
Carlyle.— Oliphant,  Margaret  0.  W., 
1892,  The  Victorian  Age  of  English  Litera- 
ture, p.  129. 

The  indiscretions  of  a  biographer  who 
thought  it  his  duty  to  let  ''the  many- 
headed  beast  know"  ever3rthing,  even  the 
most  private  details  of  the  life  of  one  of 
the  most  whimsical  and  dyspeptic  of  men, 
— a  biographer,  I  may  add,  who  misjudged 
his  hero,  as  a  man  without  humour  was 
sure  to  misjudge  one  who  was  full  of  it,  by 
taking  aU  h&  extravagant  statement 
au  pied  de  la  lettre.  Perhaps  too  much  has 
been  made  of  the  indiscretion  of  a  writer, 
who,  so  far  as  indiscreet  publication  was 
concerned,  seems  not  to  have  gone  much 
beyond  what  he  was  commissioned  or  al- 
lowed to  do  by  Carlyle  himself.  But  it  is 
worth  while  to  remark  that  there  are  many 


details  of  a  man's  life,  which  gain  an 
undue  importance  by  being  revived  after 
the  lapse  of  years,  and  when  it  is  no  longer 
possible  to  supply  the  necessary  explana- 
tion of  the  words  and  action  that  express 
only  the  feelings  of  the  passing  hour.— 
Caird,  Edward,  1892,  The  Genius  of 
Carlyle,  Essays  on  LUerahire  and  Pkilos- 
ophy,  vol  I,  p.  237. 

C^e  of  the  details  of  these  Memoirs  has 
been  to  make  us  understand  that  the 
woman  whom  the  mighty  genius  and  the 
arrogant  selfishness  of  Carlyle  so  over- 
shadowed, was  almost  his  equal  in  literary 
gifts,  and  vastly  his  superior  in  courage, 
in  unselfishness,  and  generally  in  character. 
—O'Connor,  Thobias  Power,  1895,  Some 
Old  Love  Stories,  p.  240. 

Breach  of  trust,  and  breach  of  such  a 
trust!     And  all  to  provide  some  readable 

Paragraphs  for  a  book  which  no  mere 
ookseller's  success  could  ever  render 
other  than  a  failure.  From  bewildered 
theologians  Mr.  Froude  had  early  learned 
that  Jesuitical  ''doctrine  of  devils"  that 
the  end  justifies  the  means;  and  so,  think- 
ing no  man  would  ever  know  it,  and 
solacing  his  uneasy  conscience  with  the 
delusion  that  his  work  would  be  of  per- 
manent value  in  elucidating  the  character 
of  the  noblest  man  of  modem  times,  he 
apparently  decided  to  act  on  this  bad  rule 
for  once,  and  opened  and  read  the  love- 
letters  which  it  was  his  duty  not  to  read, 
and  printed  matter  which  it  was  his  duty 
not  to  print.  Never  did  Providence  more 
swiftly  and  visibly  refute  that  same 
"doctrine  of  devils"  which  has  never  in  the 
long  run  profited  any  man.  Mr.  Fronde's 
work  defaced  for  a  time  the  memory  of 
Carlyle  by  multiplying  delusions  and  mis- 
takes, and  the  only  thing  likely  to  be  per- 
manently remembered  is  the  breach  of 
faith  which  it  was  hoped  would  never  be 
known.— Wilson,  David,  1898,  Afr.  Froude 
and  Carlyle,  p.  5. 

What  he  felt,  he  thought;  and  what  he 
thought,  he  wrote.  The  denimciatory 
mood  was  frequent  with  Carlyle,  and  it 
would  be  easy  to  collect  enough  of  his 
secular  anathemas  for  a  droll  soH;  of  com- 
mination  service.  Men,  women,  children, 
if  they  disturbed  him,  came  in  for  his  curse. 
All  annoyances  spoke  to  Carlyle  and  his 
wife  through  a  megaphone,  and  were 
proclaimed  by  them  through  a  still  larger 
variety  of  the  same  instrument.    Every 
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cock  that  crowed  near  their  house  was  a 
clarion  out  of  tune,  and  the  "demon-fowls" 
were  equaled  by  dogs,  of  which  each  had  to 
their  ears  the  barlang  power  of  Cerberus. 
When  Carlyle  traveled,  fierce  imprecations 
upon  everything  viatic  were  wafted  back 
from  every  stage  to  the  poor  "Goody"  in 
Cheyne  Row,  often  while  she  was  facmg 
alone  the  problem  of  fresh  paint  and  paper. 
On  the  only  occasion  I  can  now  recall  of 
Carlyle  himself  being  at  home  during 
repairs,  they  were  to  him  what  a  convulsion 
of  nature  would  be  to  most  of  us,  and  his 
outcries  were  of  cosmic  vehemence  and 
shrillness.  In  these  wild  splutterings  of 
genius,  a  maid  servant  was  a  "puddle,"  a 
"scandalous  randy,"  or  even  a  "sluttish 
harlot;"  a  man  servant  was  a  "flunkey;" 
and,  if  he  waked  Carlyle  too  early  in  the 
morning,  he  was  a  "flunkey  of  the  devil." 
Rank,  wealth,  and  worldly  respectability 
were,  it  need  not  at  this  day  be  said,  no 
defence  against  these  grotesque  indict- 
ments. —  COPBLAND,  CHAMiBS  TOWNSEND, 
1899,  Carlyle  as  a  Letter  Writer,  Letters  of 
Thomas  Carlyle  to  his  Youngest  Sister/ p.  3. 

The  "Reminiscences"  and  the  volumes 
that  succeeded  them  gave,  in  many  quar- 
ters apparently,  the  coup  de  grdce  to  Car- 
lyle's  vogue.  Vogue  of  their  own  they 
notoriously  had  in  a  true  succis  de  scan- 
dale,  and  Carlyle's  friends  could  only  de- 
nounce his  chosen  executor  and  biographer. 
But  this  was  of  course  extremely  transient, 
and  the  result  was  an  immense  weariness 
with  the  whole  subject.  Carlyle's  own 
writings  fell  speedily  into  a  neglect  as 
complete  probably  as  has  ever  happened 
to  a  writer  of  anything  like  his  power.— 
Brownell,  W.  C,  1901,  Victorian  Prose 
Masters,  p.  50. 

Carlyle  preached  nothing  more  persist- 
ently than  heroism  and  reverence  for 
heroes.  As  an  author,  if  not  as  a  husband, 
he  made  it  manifest  that  he  was  himself  a 
hero,  great  as  his  own  Luther,  Knox,  or 
Cromwell.  That  quality  of  nobility  in 
labour,  joined  almost  to  an  unconscious- 
ness of  it,  gave  his  reminiscences  rare 
interest,  and  the  fame  of  them  after  two 
decades  has  scarcely  dimmed. — Halset, 
FRANas  Whiting,  1902,  Our  Literary 
Deluge  and  Some  of  its  Deep  Waters,  p.  186. 

GENERAL 
When  I  recollect  how  the  "Edinburgh 
Reviewers"  treated  my  works  not  many 


years  since,  and  when  I  now  consider  Car- 
lyle's merits  with  respect  to  German 
literature,  I  am  astonished  at  the  im- 
portant step  for  the  better.  .  .  .  The 
temper  in  which  he  works  is  always  ad- 
mirable. What  an  earnest  man  he  is!  and 
how  he  has  studied  us  Gamans!  He  is 
almost  more  at  home  in  our  literature  than 
ourselves.  At  any  rate,  we  cannot  vie  with 
him  in  our  researches  in  English  literature. 
Goethe,  Johann  Wolfgang,  by  EckeRt 
MANN,  1828,  Conversations,  tr.  Oxenford,  vol. 
n,  p.  86. 

Few  writers  of  the  present  time  have 
risen  more  rapidly  into  popularity  than 
Mr.  Carlyle,  after  labouring  through  so 
long  a  period  of  comparative  neglect. 
Whatever  judgnient  critics  may  be  pleased 
to  pass  on  him,  it  is  certain  that  his  works 
have  attracted  of  late  no  common  share 
of  attention.  His  little  school  of  sectaries 
has  expanded  into  a  tolerably  wide  circle 
of  adinirers.  His  eccentricity  of  style  has 
become  the  parent  of  still  greater  eccen- 
tricities in  others,  with  less  genius  to 
recommend  them;  and  his  mannerism  has 
already  infected,  to  a  certain  extent,  the 
fugitive'  literature  of  the  day.  .  .  .  The 
great  merit  of  Mr.  Carlyle  as  a  writer,  and 
the  great  pleasure  which  his  writings  give, 
arise  from  their  suggestive  character.  He 
is  always  furnishing  hints  for  thought;  a 
slight  sentence,  a  passing  observation, 
often  seem  to  open  long  visti^  for  reflection; 
but  he  rarely  thinks  out  a  subject  for  his 
reader:  he  never  weighs,  and  reasons,  and 
arrives  at  balanced  conclusions.  His 
brief  outlines  first  arrest  the  attention,  and 
then  provoke  objection:  we  feel  tempted 
to  debate  and  argue  every  point  with  him, 
proposition  by  proposition ;  but  it  is  wonder- 
ful on  how  much  more  cordial  terms  we 
part  with  a  companion  of  this  description — 
angered  though  we  may  have  felt  at  times 
by  mutual  contradiction — than  with  one  of 
those  formal  and  useful  guides  who  fall 
under  the  general  denomination  of  his- 
torian—to which,  in  plain  truth,  Mr.  Car- 
lyle has  no  title  wnatever.— Merivalb, 
Herman,  1840,  Carlyle  on  the  French 
Revolution,  Edinburgh  Review,  vol.  71,  pp. 
411,  415. 

Carlyle,  with  all  his  ideality  and  power 
of  words,  never  creates  an  ideal  character, 
rather  the  test  of  a  poet;  he  is  never 
affected,  as  a  prophet,— he  dare  not  be  so, 
it  would  neutralize  his  earnestness  and 
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reforming  energy.— Fox,  Caroline,  1840, 
Memories  of  Old  Friends,  ed.  Pym;  Jotumal 
July  IS,  p.  120. 

Mr.  Carlyle  formerly  wrote  for  the 
[Edinburgh]  jf2meir,— a  man  of  talents, 
though,  m  my  opmion,  absurdly  over- 
praised by  some  of  his  admurers.  I  believe, 
though  I  do  not  know,  that  he  ceased  to 
write  because  the  oddities  of  his  diction 
and  his  new  words  compounded  d  la  Tevr 
Umique  drew  such  strong  remonstrances 
from  Napier.— Macaulay,  Thobias  Bab- 
moTON,  1841,  UtUr  to  Hunt,  Oct.  29;  Cot' 
retpoTidenee  of  Leigh  Hunt,  ed.  ki$  Eldeet 
Son,  vol.  n,  p.  25. 

Mr.  Carlyle  is  obscure  only;  he  is  seldom, 
as  some  have  imagined  him,  quaint.  So 
far  he  is  right;  for  although  quaintness, 
employed  by  a  man  of  jud^ent  and 
genius,  may  be  made  auxiliary  to  a  poem, 
whose  true  thesis  is  beauty,  and  beauty 
alone,  it  is  grossly,  and  even  ridiculously, 
out  of  place  in  a  work  of  prose.  But  in  his 
obscurity  it  is  scarcely  necessary  to  say 
that  he  b  wrong.  Either  a  man  intends  to 
be  understood,  or  he  does  not.  If  he  write  a 
book  which  he  intends  not  to  be  under- 
stood, we  shall  be  very  happy  indeed  not 
to  understand  it;  but  if  he  write  a  book 
which  he  means  to  be  understood,  and,  in 
this  book,  be  at  all  possible  pains  to  pre- 
vent us  from  understanding  it,  we  can  only 
say  that  he  is  an  ass— and  this,  to  be  brief, 
is  our  private  opinion  of  Mr.  Carlyle,  which 
we  now  take  the  liberty  of  making  public— 
POB,  Edgar  Allan,  1843,  WUliam  Ellery 
Channing,  Works,  ed.  Stedman  and  Wood- 
berry,  vol.  vm,  p.  209. 

I  cannot  find  that  Carlyle  leads  us 
directly  to  a  centre;  but  I  do  find  that  he 
makes  us  despair  for  want  of  one,  and  that 
he  expresses  the  indistinct  wailings  of  men 
in  search  of  it  better  than  all  the  other 
writers  of  our  day.— Maurice,  Fred- 
erick Denison,  1843,  LeUer  to  Mr.  Daniel 
MacmiUan,  Aug.  31;  Life,  ed.  Maurice, 
vol  I,  p.  348. 

Who  does  not  understand  German  now- 
adays, who  is  not  acquainted  with  German 
literature  smce  Lessing?  Alwa3rs  excepting 
Mr.  Carlyle.— Beddobs,  Thobias  Lovell, 
1844,  To  Thmas  Forbes  KelsaU,  Nov.  13; 
Letters,  p.  243. 

I  never  read  any  of  his  books,  for  though 
divers  people  profess  to  understand  and 
admire  them,  the  few  passages  I  have 


looked  at  seem  always  such  absurd  and 
unintelligible  rant  that  I  feel  no  desire  to 

S[o  on  further.  They  say  that  his  style  is 
ormed  on  German  writers,  and  that  an 
acquaintance  with  the  language  would 
make  me  appreciate  them,  but  I  do  not  see 
what  is  gained  by  that  so  long  as  the 
affected  ass  professes  to  talk  English.— 
Freeman,  Edward  A.,  1846,  To  Mrs. 
Eleanor  Outeh,  May  16;  Life  and  Letters, 
ed.  Stephens,  vol.  i,  p.  93. 

Not  one  obscure  line,  or  half-line  did  he 
ever  write.  His  meaning  lies  plain  as  the 
daylight,  and  he  who  runs  may  read; 
indeed,  only  he  who  runs  can  read,  and 
keep  up  with  the  meaning.  It  has  the 
distinctness  of  a  picture  to  his  mind,  and  he 
tells  us  only  what  he  sees  printed  in  largest 
English  type  upon  the  face  of  things.  He 
utters  substantial  English  thoughts  in 
plainest  English  dialects;  for  it  must  be 
confessed,  he  speaks  more  than  one  of 
these.  ...  His  felicity  and  power  of 
expression  surpass  even  his  special  merit 
as  historian  and  critic.  Therein  his  ex- 
perience has  not  failed  hun,  but  furnished 
him  with  such  a  store  of  winged,  ay  and 
legged  words,  as  only  a  London  life,  per- 
chance, could  give  account  of.  We  had 
not  understood  the  wealth  of  the  language 
before.  Nature  is  ransacked,  and  all  the 
resorts  and  purlieus  of  humanity  are  taxed, 
to  furnish  the  fittest  symbol  for  his  thought. 
He  does  not  go  to  the  dictionary,  the  word- 
book, but  to  the  word-manufactory  itself, 
and  has  made  endless  work  for  the 
lexicographers.— Thoreau,  Henry  David, 
1847-66,  Thomas  Carlyle  and  His  Works, 
A  Yankee  in  Canada,  pp.  218, 219. 

There  are  persons,  mole-blind   to  the  soul's 

make  and  style, 
Who  insist  on  a  likeness  'twizt  him  [Emerson] 

and  Carlyle; 
To  compare  him  with  Plato  would  be  vastly 

fairer, 
Cariyle's  the  more  burly,  but  E.  is  the  rarer; 
He  sees  fewer  objects,  but  clearlier,  truelier, 
If  C.'s  an  original,  E/s  more  peculiar; 
That  he's  more  of  a  man  you  might  say  of  the 

one, 
Of  the  other  he's  more  of  an  Emerson ; 
C.'s  the  Titan,  as  shaggy  of  mind  as  of  limb, — 
E.  the  clear-eyed  Olympian,  rapid  and  slim; 
The  one  two  thirds  Norseman,  the  other  half 

Greek, 
Where  the  one's  most  abounding,  the  other's  to 

C.'s  generals  require  to  be  seen  in  the  mass, — 
E.'s  specialties  gain  if  enlarged  by  the  glass; 
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G.  gives  nature  and  God  his  own  fits  of  the 

blues, 
And  rims  common-sense  things  with  mystical 

hues, — 
E.  sits  in  a  mystery  calm  and  intense. 
And  looks  coolly  around  him  with  sharp  com- 
mon-sense; 
G.  shows  you  how  eveiy-day  matters  unite 
With  the  dim  transdiumal  recesses  of  night, — 
While  E.,  in  a  plain,  preternatural  way, 
Makes  mysteries  matters  of  mere  every  day; 
G.  draws  all  his  characters  quite  i  la  Fuseli, — 
Not  sketching  their  bundles  of   muscles  and 

thews  illy. 
He  paints  with  a  brush  so  untamed  and  pro- 
fuse, 
They  seem  nothing  but  bundles  of  muscles  and 
thews. 

—Lowell,  James  Russell,  1848,  A  Fable 
for  CriHes. 

I  like  Carlyle  better  and  better.  His 
style  I  do  not  like,  nor  do  I  always  concur 
in  his  opinions,  nor  quite  fall  in  with  his 
hero  worship;  but  there  is  a  manly  love  of 
truth,  an  honest  recognition  and  fearless 
vindication  of  intrinsic  greatness,  of  intel- 
lectual and  moral  worth,  considered  apart 
from  bu-th,  rank,  or  wealth,  which  com- 
mands my  sincere  admiration.— Bronte, 
Charlotte,  1849,  Letter  to  W.  S.  Williams, 
April  16;  Charlotte  BrorUS  and  Her  Circle, 
ed.  Shorter,  p.  195. 

I  cannot  say  what  I  personally  owe  to 
that  man's  writings.— KmosLET,  Charles, 
1850,  Letter  to  Thomas  Cooper,  Feb.  15. 

Mr.  Carlyle  adopted  a  peculiar  semi- 
German  style,  from  the  desire  of  putting 
thoughts  on  his  paper  instead  of  words, 
and  perhaps  of  saving  himself  some  trouble 
in  the  process.  I  feel  certain  that  he  does 
it  from  no  other  motive;  and  I  am  sure  he 
has  a  right  to  help  himself  to  every  diminu- 
tion of  trouble,  seeing  how  many  thoughts 
and  feelings  he  undergoes.  He  also  strikes 
an  additional  blow  with  the  peculiarity, 
rouses  man's  attention  by  it,  and  helps  his 
rare  and  powerful  understanding  to  pro- 
duce double  its  effect.  It  would  be  hard 
not  to  dispense  with  a  few  verbs  and  nomi- 
native cases,  in  consideration  of  so  great  a 
result.  Yet,  if  we  were  to  judge  him  by 
one  of  his  own  summary  processes,  and 
deny  him  the  benefit  of  his  notions  of  what 
is  expedient  and  advisable,  how  could  we 
exculpate  this  style,  in  which  he  denounces 
so  many  ''shams,"  of  being  itself  a  sham? 
of  being  affected,  unnecessary,  and  osten- 
tatious? a  jargon  got  up  to  confound  pre- 
tension with  performance,  and  reproduce 


endless  German  talk  under  the  guise  of 
novelty?— Hunt,  Leiqh,  1850,  AvJbobiog- 
raphy. 

While  all  Europe  admired  only  inde- 
pendence,  Carlyle  has  passed  his  life  in 
glorifying  obedience  and  faith;  he  has 
understood  and  he  has  declared  that 
docility  was,  under  another  name,  the 
faculty  of  learning  and  of  profiting  by  the 
science  of  others.  All  his  works  are,  in  a 
word,  a  homage  rendered  to  the  invisible 
protection  that  the  intelligence  of  the  wise 
extends  to  the  masses,  and  a  plea  and  a 

Etyer  that  their  kingdom  may  come.  In 
eyes  the  lights  diffused  among  com- 
munities can  profit  them  only  on  one  con- 
dition; each  one  must  do  his  business,  each 
must  exercise  the  aptitudes  he  possesses, 
and  instead  of  deciding  on  everything, 
learn  to  leave  things  to  the  judgment  of 
those  who  Imow  more  than  himself.— 
MiLSAND,  M.  J.,  1850,  Revue  des  Deux 
Mondes,  6th  S.,  vol  6. 

Carlyle's  ''Pantheism''  is  not  like  that  of 
Oersted  or  any  phUosopher,  and  is,  I  fear, 
an  unmanageable  object  of  attack.  It  is  so 
wholly  unsystematic,  iUogical,  wild,  and 
fantastic,  that  thought  finds  nothing  in  it 
to  grapple  with.  How  can  one  refute  the 
utterances  of  an  oracle  or  the  spleen  of  a 
satirist?  His  power  over  intellectual  men 
appears  to  me  not  unlike  that  of  Joe  Smith 
the  prophet  over  the  Mormons;  d^endent 
on  strength  of  will  and  massive  emx)ntery 
of  dogma  persevered  in  amid  a  universal 
incertitude  weakening  other  men.  The 
sick  and  anxious  always  like  best  the 
physician  who  has  most  assurance ;  they  are 
comforted  by  the  presence  of  so  much 
/orce,- just  as  poor  prostrate  France  will 
believe  in  rifles  and  eagles  after  ceasing  to 
believe  in  anything  else.  Carlyle's  in- 
fluence appears  to  spring  much  less  from 
what  he  says,  estimated  by  its  own  per- 
suasiveness, than  from  the  mere  considera- 
tion that  such  a  man  as  he  thinks  all  moral 
and  religious  doctrine  just  so  much  un- 
believable trash.  I  know  not  how  such  an 
influence  can  be  met,  except  by  a  positive- 
ness  as  powerful  and  as  gifted.— Martin- 
EAU,  James,  1852,  To  R.  H.  HuUon,  May 
19;  Life  and  Letters,  ed.  Drummond,  vol.  l, 
p.  340. 

So  much  for  Mr.  Carlyle,  who  has  had  the 
double  misfortune  of  writing  according  to 
the  humor— that  is,  the  iU-humor,  of  the 
moment,  without  tiie  slightest  regard  to 
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ooosistency  and  truth,  and  to  be  sur- 
rounded by  none  but  admirers,  or  listeners 
borne  down  by  mere  noise.  In  England 
his  fashion  is  waning  rapidly,  and  I  have 
no  doubt  but  that,  like  most  overrated 
men,  he  will  live  to  share  the  conmion  fate 
of  idols  knocked  down  by  his  former 
worshippers  in  revenge  of  their  own 
idolatry.— MiTFORD,  Mart  Russell,  1852, 
LeUer  to  Miss  Jephson,  Aug.  23;  The 
Friendskipi  of  Mary  Rusiell  Mitjordf  ed. 
L'Esirange. 

I  am  a  great  advocate  for  hero-worship, 
and  when  you  have  looked  closely  into 
Carlyle  you  may  discover  him  to  be  quite 
as  much  of  a  hero  as  Cromwell.— Lani)OR, 
WAiyrsR  Savage,  1852,  LeUer  to  John 
Forster,  Walter  Savage  Landor,  A  Biog- 
raphy, p.  597. 

The  melancholy  Polyphemus  of  Chelsea. 
— GnJiLLAN,  George,  1855,  A  Third  Gal- 
kry  of  Portraits,  p.  270. 

There  can  be  no  doubt  that  Mr.  Carlyle's 
is  a  somewhat  peculiar  style,  and  some  few 
of  its  peculiarities  may  have  been  borrowed 
from  the  German.  But  his  mind  is  a  strongly 
original  one;  and  he  would  certainly  have 
thought  and  expressed  himself  in  a  way  of 
his  own  if  no  such  thmg  as  the  language 
or  literature  of  Germany  had  ever  been 
heard  of.  Let  the  attempt  be  made  to 
re-write  one  of  his  more  characteristic 
passages  in  other  words  and  another 
manner,  and  the  result  will  probably  sur- 
prise the  sceptical  experimenter.  It  will 
not  be  easy  to  find  anything  which  could 
be  changed  for  the  better  without  a  loss 
of  part  of  the  meaning  or  effect  designed 
to  be  conveyed.  For,  unquestionably,  a 
more  carefd  writer,  one  more  attentive 
to  all  the  minutis  of  expression,  is  not  to 
be  found  in  the  language.  And  this  rapid, 
elliptical,  richly  allusive  style  will  be  found 
to  be,  with  all  its  startling  qualities,  one  of 
the  most  exactly  grammatical  in  our  litera- 
ture. In  this  respect  it  ranks  with  that  of 
Sterne  and  that  of  Rabelais.— Craik, 
George  L.,  1861,  A  Compendious  History 
of  English  Literature  and  of  the  English 
Language^  vol,  n,  p.  561. 

The  young  Crown  Princess  of  Prussia 
(Princess  Royal  of  England)  was  here  for 
three  days  a  little  while  ago.  .  .  .  She 
spoke  of  Carlyle's  last  work— I  mean  his 
"History  of  Frederick  the  Great."  I  said 
that  Carlyle's  other  works  seemed  to  me 
magnificent,  wonderful  monuments  of  poet- 


ry and  imagination,  profound  research,  and 
most  original  humour.  But  that  I  thought 
him  a  most  immoral  writer,  from*  his 
exaggerated  reverence  for  brute  force, 
which  he  was  so  apt  to  confound  with 
wisdom  and  genius.  A  world  governed 
d  la  Carlyle  would  be  a  pandemonium.— 
Motley,  John  Lothrop,  1862,  To  his 
Mother,  Dec.  22;  Correspondence,  ed.  Curtis, 
vol.  u,  p.  105. 

The  contradictions  belong  to  the  time: 
we  may  find  them  in  ourselves.  And  they 
cannot  be  resolved,  as  you  fancy  they  may, 
into  the  mere  worship  of  might.  That 
comes  uppermost  at  times;  often  he  recoils 
from  it  with  the  intensest  horror,  and 
affirms  and  feels  justice  to  be  the  one  ruler 
in  heaven  and  earth.  The  infinite  wail  for  a 
real  and  not  a  nominal  father,  for  a  real  and 
not  an  imaginery  king,  comes  out  in  Car- 
lyle more  than  in  any  man  I  know,  and  I 
am  shocked  at  myself  when  I  feel  how  I 
have  been  refusing  to  hear  it,  and  only 
interpreting  it  by  the  devil's  cry,  "What 
have  I  to  do  with  thee?''  which  mingles 
in  it.— Maurice,  Frederick  Denison, 
1862,  Letter  to  J.  M.  Ludlow,  May  30;  Life, 
ed.  Maurice,  vol.  n,  p.  404. 

He  writes  biography  like  a  showman. 
He  stands  in  front  of  his  heroes,  as  it  were, 
with  a  long  stick,  pointing  out  their 
peculiarities  with  a  grin  and  describing 
them  in  the  well  known  language  of  the 
van.  His  mere  diction  outweighs  in 
impertinence   whatever   it  may   win   in 

S^wer.- Kebbel,  Thomas  Edward,  1864, 
ssays  upon  History  and  Politics. 
Mr.  Carlyle  has  no  artistic  sense  of  form 
or  rhythm,  scarcely  of  proportion.  Accord- 
ingly he  looks  on  verse  with  contempt  as 
something  barbarous,— a  savage  ornament 
which  a  higher  refinement  will  abolish, 
as  it  has  tattooing  and  nose-rings.  With  a 
conceptive  imagination  vigorous  beyond 
any  in  his  generation,  with  a  mastery  of 
language  equalled  only  by  the  greatest 
poets,  he  wants  altogether  the  plastic 
unagination,  the  shapmg  faculty,  which 
woiud  have  made  him  a  poet  in  the  highest 
sense.  He  is  a  preacher  and  a  prophet,— 
anything  you  will,— but  an  artist  he  is  not, 
and  never  can  be.  It  is  always  the  knots 
and  gnarls  of  the  oak  that  he  admires, 
never  the  perfect  and  balanced  tree.  .  .  . 
So  long  as  he  was  merely  an  exhorter  or 
dehorter,  we  were  thankful  for  such  elo- 
quence, such  humor,  such  vivid  or  grotesque 
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krages,  and  suefa  splendor  of  illustration 
as  only  he  could  give;  but  when  he  assumes 
to  be  a  teacher  of  moral  and  political  phi- 
losophy, when  he  himself  takes  to  com- 
pounding the  social  panaceas  he  has  made 
us  laugh  at  so  often,  and  advertises  none 
as  genuine  but  his  own,  we  begin  to  inquire 
into  his  qualificationB  and  his  defects,  and 
to  ask  ourselves  whether  his  patent  i»ll 
differs  from  others  except  in  the  larger 
amount  of  aloes,  or  Yoa  any  better  recom- 
mendation than  the  superior  advertising 
powers  of  a  mountebank  of  genius.  .  .  . 
Mr.  Carlyle  seems  to  be  in  the  condition  of 
a  man  who  uses  stimulants,  and  must 
im»*ease  his  dose  from  day  to  day  as  the 
senses  become  dulled  under  the  q)ur.  He 
began  by  admiring  strength  of  character 
and  purpose,  and  the  manly  self-denial 
which  xnakes  a  humble  fortune  great  by 
steadfast  loyalty  to  duly.  He  has  gone  on 
till  mere  strength  has  become  such  washy 
weakness  that  there  is  no  longer  any  titil- 
lataon  in  it;  and  nothing  short  of  down- 
right violence  will  rouse  his  nerves  now  to 
the  needed  excitement.  .  .  .  Since  ''Sartor 
Resartus"  Mr.  Garlyle  has  done  little  but 
repeat  himself  with  increasing  emphaos 
and  hdghtened  shrillness.  Warning  has 
steadily  heated  toward  dentmciation,  and 
remonstrance  soured  toward  scolding*— 
Lowell,  James  RusseUi,  1866-71,  Var- 
lyk,  My  Study  Windows,  pp.  126, 127, 130, 
131. 

We  honestly  confess  that,  right  or  wrong, 
we  believe  it  would  have  been  better  for  the 
world  and  for  himself  if  Mr.  Carlyle  never 
had  written  a  line,  than  that  be  should 
write  as  be  is  writing  now.  We  flatter  our- 
selves that,  as  there  was  much  noble  think- 
ing done  before  be  was  bom,  there  would 
have  been  enough  noble  thinking  to  carry 
humanity  on  to  its  goal  if  Mr.  Carlyle  had 
never  appeared.  Providence  has  not  left 
the  race  dependent  on  any  teacher;  and 
Providence  could  hardly  have  furnished 
a  better  illustration  of  the  danger  of  pin- 
ning our  faith  on  any  teacher,  however 
wise  or  illustrious,  than  by  permitting 
Thomas  Carlyle  to  become  in  lus  old  age 
the  apostle  of  violence,  the  despiser  and 
reviler  of  those  whom  God  has  left  de- 
pendent for  their  happiness  and  security 
on  the  justice  and  humanity  of  their  more 
richly  gifted  fellows.— Godkin,  E.  L.,  1867, 
Thomas  Carlyle,  The  Nation,  vol.  5,  p.  194. 

His  books  opened  anywhere  show  him 


berating  the  wrong  he  cms,  but  sddom 
the  means  of  remo^dng.  Ttere  is  ever  tiie 
isame  melancholy  advocacy  of  work  to  be 
done  under  the  dread  masters  force  of 
strokes,  the  right  to  rule  and  be  ruled,  the 
tlismal  burden.  He  rides  his  Leviathan 
as  fiercely  as  did  his  countryman,— Hobbes; 
can  be  as  truculent  and  abusive.  Were  he 
iidt  thus  fatally  in  earnest,  we  should  take 
him  for  the  harlequin  he  often  seems^  not 
seeing  the  sorrowing  sadness  thu»  playing 
off  its  load  in  this  grotesque  mirth,  this 
scornful  irony  of  his;  he  painting  in  spite 
of  himself  his  portraits  in  the  warmth  of 
admiration,  the  blase  of  wrath,  giving  us 
mythology  for  history  mostlyj— Aloott, 
A..BRONSON,  1869,  Concord  Days,  p.  161. . 

The  Rousseau  of  these  times  for  English- 
speaking  nations  is  Thomas  Carlyle.  An 
apology  is  perhaps  needed  for  mentioning 
one  of  such  simple,  veraciousr,  dismter- 
ested,  and  wholly  highminded  life,  in  tlie 
same  breath  with  one  of  the  least  sane  men 
that  ever  lived.  Community  of  method, 
like  misery,  makes  men  acquainted  with 
slarange  bedfellows.  Two  men  of  very  dif- 
ferent degrees  of  moral  worth  may  notor- 
iously both  preach  the  same  faith  and  both 
pursue  the  same  method,  and  the  method 
of  Rousseau  is  the  method  of  Mr.  Garlyle. 
With  each  of  them  thought  is  an  inspura- 
tion,  and  justice  a  sentiment,  and  society  a 
retrogression.  In  other  words,  the  writer 
who  in  these  days  has  done  more  than 
anybody  else  to  fire  men's  hearts  with  a 
feeling  for  right  and  an  eager  desire  for 
social  activity,  has  with  deliberate  con- 
tempt thrust  away  from  him  the  only 
instruments  by  which  we  can  make  sure 
what  right  is,  and  that  our  social  action  is 
wise  and  effective.  A  bom  poet,  only 
wanting  perhaps  a  clearer  feeling  for  form 
and  a  firmer  spiritual  self-possession  to 
have  added  another  name  to  the  noble 
gallery  ofEngHsh  singers,  he  has  been 
driven  by  the  impetuosily  of  his  sympa- 
thies to  attack  the  scientific  side  of  social 
questions  in  an  imaginative  and  highly 
emotional  manner  .  .  .  Though  Mr.  Car- 
lyle has  written  about  a  large  number  of 
men  of  all  varieties  of  opinion  and  tem- 
perament, and  written  with  emphasis  and 
point  and  strong  feeling,  yet  thwe  is  not 
one  of  these  judgments,  however  much  we 
may  dia^ent  from  it,  which  we-  could 
fairly  put  a  finger  upon  as  saugnnu, 
indecentiy  absurd  and  unreasonable.   Of 
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how  many  writers  of  thirty  volumes  can 
we  say  the  same?~M0BLE7,  John,  1870, 
Carlyk,  The  FortnighUy  Review,  vol.  14, 
fp.  6,  18. 

When  you  ask  Englishmen,  especially 
those  under  forty,  who  amongst  them  are 
the  thinking  men,  they  first  mention  Car- 
lyle;  but  at  the  same  time  they  advise  you 
not  to  read  him,  warning  you  that  you  will 
not  understand  him  at  all.  Then,  of 
course,  we  hasten  to  get  the  twenty  volumes 
of  Carlyle— criticism,  history,  pamphlets, 
fantasies,  philosophy;  we  read  them  with 
very  strange  emotions,  contradicting  every 
morning  our  opinion  of  the  night  before. 
We  discover  at  last  that  we  are  in  presence 
of  an  extraordinary  animal,  a  relic  of  a  lost 
family,  a  sort  of  mastodon,  lost  in  a  world 
not  made  for  him.  We  rejoice  in  this 
zoological  good  luck,  and  direct  him  with 
minute  curiosity,  telling  ourselves  that  we 
shall  probably  never  find  another  animal 
like  him.  ...  We  are  at  first  put  out. 
All  is  new  here— ideas,  style,  tone,  the 
shape  of  the  phrases,  and  the  very  vocab- 
ulary. He  takes  everything  in  a  contrary 
meaning,  does  violence  to  ever}rthing, 
expressions  and  thmgs.  With  him  para- 
doxes are  set  down  for  principles;  common 
sense  takes  the  form  of  abisurdity.  We 
are,  as  it  were,  carried  unto  an  unknown 
world,  whose  inhabitants  walk  head  down- 
wards, feet  in  the  air,  dressed  in  motley, 
as  great  lords  and  maniacs,  with  contor- 
tions, jerks,  and  cries;  we  are  grievously 
stunned  by  these  extravagant  and  dii^ 
eordant  sounds;  we  want  to  stop  our  ears, 
we  have  a  headache,  we  are  obliged  to 
decipher  a  new  language.  .  .  .  Carlyle  is  a 
Puritan  seer,  before  whose  eyes  pass  scaf- 
folds, orgies,  massacres,  battles,  and  who, 
besieged  by  furious  or  bloody  phantoms, 
prophesies,  encourages,  or  curses.  If  you 
do  not  throw  down  the  book  from  anger  or 
weariness,  you  will  lose  your  jud^ent; 
your  ideas  depart,  nightmare  seizes  you, 
a  medley  of  contracted  and  ferocious 
figures  whiri  about  in  your  head;  you  hear 
the  howls  of  insurrection,  cries  of  war;  you 
are  sick;  you  are  like  those  listeners  to  the 
Covenanters,  whom  the  preaching  filled 
with  disgust  or  enthusiasm,  and  who  broke 
the  head  of  their  prophet,  if  they  did  not 
take  him  for  their  leader.  .  .  .  From  the 
sublime  to  the  ignoble,  from  the  pathetic 
to  the  grotesque,  is  but  a  stop  with  Carlyle. 
With  the  same  stroke  he  touches  the  two 


extremes* 


His  adorations  end  in  sar- 
.  He  leaps  in  unimpeded  jerks 
from  one  end  of  the  field  of  ideas  to  the 
oUier;  he  confounds  all  styles,  jumbles  all 
forms,  heaps  together  pagan  allusions, 
Bible  reminiscences,  German  abstractions, 
technical  terms,  poetry,  slang,  mathe- 
matics, physiology,  archaic  words,  neolo- 
ries.  .  .  .  Carlyle  takes  religion  in  the 
Gennan  manner,  after  a  symbolical  fashion. 
This  is  why  he  is  called  a  Pantheist,  which 
in  plain  language  means  a  madman  or  a 
rogue.— Taine,  H.  A.,  1871,  Htetarv  of 
BngUek  LUeraitwtef  tr.  Van  I/iun,  vol.  n, 
M.  V,  dl.  IT,  pp.  436, 437, 438, 440, 463. 

His  command  of  words  must  be  pro- 
nounced to  be  of  the  highest  order.  Among 
the  few  that  stand  next  to  Shakespeare  he 
occupies  a  very  high  place.  As  his  peculiar 
feelings  are  strongly  marked,  so  are  the 
special  regions  of  his  verbal  copiousness. 
As  a  matter  of  course,  he  was  specially 
awake  to,  and  specially  retained,  expres- 
sions suiting 'his  peculiar  vein  of  strength, 
ru^ed  sublimity,  and  every  form  of 
ridicule  and  contempt  down  to  the  lowest 
tolerable  depths  of  coarseness.  ...  He 
is  not  an  exact  writer.  Hating  close  analy- 
sis, his  aim  always  is  to  give  the  broad 
general  features  rather  than  the  minute 
details.  He  has  little  of  the  hair-splitting, 
dividing  and  distinguishm^  mania  of  De 
Quincey;  no  desire  to  sift  his  opmions  on  a 
topic,  and  say  distinctly  what  they  are 
and  what  they  are  not.— Minto,  William, 
1872-80,  Manv4il  of  EngKih  Proee  LUera- 
lure,  pp.  144, 158. 

I  have  ah'eady  mentioned  Carlyle's 
earlier  writings  as  one  of  the  channels 
through  which  I  received  the  influences 
which  enlarged  my  early  narrow  creed; 
but  I  do  not  think  that  tiiose  writings,  by 
themselves,  would  ever  have  had  any  effect 
on  my  opinions.  What  truths  they  con- 
tained, though  of  the  very  kind  which  I  was 
already  receiving  from  other  quarters, 
were  presented  in  a  form  and  vesture  less 
suited  than  any  other  to  give  them  access 
to  a  mind  trained  as  mine  had  been.  They 
seemed  a  haze  of  poetry  and  German  meta- 
physics, in  which  i^ost  the  only  clear 
thin^  was  a  strong  animosity  to  most  of  the 
opinions  which  were  the  basis  of  my  mode 
of  thought;  religious  scepticism;  utilita- 
rianism, the  doctrine  of  curcumstances,  and 
the  attaching  any  importance  to  democ- 
racy, logic,  or  political  economy.    Instead 
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of  my  having  been  taught  anything,  in  the 
first  instance,  by  Carlyle,  it  was  only  in 
proportion  as  I  came  to  see  the  same  truths 
through  media  more  suited  to  my  mental 
constitution,  that  I  recognised  them  in  his 
writings.  Then,  indeed,  the  wonderful 
power  with  which  he  put  them  forth  made 
a  deep  impression  upon  me,  and  I  was  dur- 
ing a  long  period  one  of  his  most  fervent 
admirers;  but  the  good  his  writings  did  me, 
was  not  as  philosophy  to  instruct,  but  as 

poetry  to  animate I  did  not, 

however,  deem  myself  a  competent  judge 
of  Carlyle.  Tfelt  that  he  was  a  poet,  and 
that  I  was  not;  that  he  was  a  man  of  in- 
tuition, which  I  was  not;  and  that  as  such, 
he  not  only  saw  things  long  before  me, 
which  I  codd  only  when  they  were  pointed 
out  to  me,  hobble  after  and  prove,  but 
that  it  was  highly  probable  he  could  see 
many  things  which  were  not  visible  to  me 
even  after  they  were  pointed  out  I  knew 
that  I  could  not  see  round  him,  and  could 
never  be  certain  that  I  saw  over  him;  and 
I  never  presumed  to  judge  him  with  any 
definiteness,  until  he  was  interpreted  to  me 
by  one  greatly  the  superior  of  us  both— 
who  was  more  a  poet  than  he,  and  more  a 
thinker  than  I— whose  own  mind  and 
nature  included  his,  and  infinitely  more.— 
Mill,  John  Stuart,  1873,  Autobioffrapky, 
pp.  174,  176. 

Mr.  Garlyle's  style,  which  is  at  first 
repulsive,  becomes  in  the  end  very  attrac- 
tive. His  humor,  although  grave,  is  not 
saturnine.  Some  of  his  graver  epigrams, 
indeed,  pierce  at  once  to  the  very  heart  of  a 
subject.  He  worships  the  hero;  yet  he  is 
in  general  thoroughly  radical.  He  loves 
the  poor  worker  in  letters,  the  peasant, 
the  farmer  with  his  homy  hand,  the  plain 
speaker,  the  bold  speaker;  yet  he  has  no 
pity  for  the  negro,  who,  he  says,  should 
submit  to  slavery  because  he  is  not  fit 
for  freedom.  — Procter,  Bryan  Waller, 
1874(?)  ReeoUectians  of  Men  of  Letters, 
p.  165. 

In  Mr.  Carlyle's  writings  hmnour  of 
every  sort  abounds;  he  is  a  great  idealist 
and  humourist;  the  spectacle  of  startling 
contradictions,  the  grotesque  exaggera- 
tions, are  presented  side  by  side  in  too 
grim  a  form  for  laughter,  and  yet  there  is  a 
dreadful  Rabelaisian  merriment.— Hood, 
Edwin  Paxton,  1875,  Thomas  Carlyle: 
Philosophic  Thinker,  Theologian,  Historian 
and  Poet. 


In  Carlyle's  wit  and  humour  there  are 
many  peculiar  characteristics.  His  wit  is  a 
heavy,  thumping  kind,  like  the  battering 
ram  of  old,  hanunering  away  with  "thun* 
derlike  percussion"  at  some  old  abuse  or 
timewom  institution.  He  reminds  us  of 
the  heathen  tradition  of  one  of  the  gods, 
who  is  described  as  "all  hands,  all  eyes,  aU 
feet,"  to  seek  out,  overtake,  and  punish 
falsehood  and  wrongs.  Hiis  humour  ia 
often  of  such  a  kind  as  makes  us  laugh 
through  tears,  and  laughs  itself  in  its  most 
savage  words.  It  has  in  it  a  wild,  grim 
fancy,  with  something  of  the  fierce,  gro- 
tesque, and  fiery  earnestness  of  Hogarth,- 
with  the  free,  daring  caricature  of  Cruik- 
shank.  A  rough,  rugged,  vehement  spirit 
is  in  him,  as  well  as  a  hearty  humour, 
which  ever  and  anon  breaks  out,  sporting 
with  the  foibles,  fancies  and  manners  of 
the  age.— Davet,  Samuel,  1876,  Donotn^ 
Carlyle  and  Dickens :  with  Other  Essays. 

It  was  from  a  man  still  living,  Thomas 
Carlyle,  that  the  English  pubUc  was  to 
learn  the  value  of  this  literature  which  had 
suddenly  grown  up  to  a  place  near  their 
own.  He  knew  how  dense  was  the  English 
ignorance  about  the  Germans,  and  he  set 
himself  busUy  to  work  to  give  his  feUow- 
countrymen  information  which  might  re- 
move their  prejudices,  and  by  means  of  hia 
translations  to  supply  them  with  the 
means  of  corroborating  or  refuting  what  he 
said  in  praise  of  these  newly  (Sscovered 
writers.— Perry,  Thomas  Sergeant,  1877, 
German  Influence  in  English  Ldieraturer 
Atlantic  Monthly,  vol.  40,  p.  143. 

Mr.  Carlyle  plays  with  his  electrical 
battery  upon  the  will.  ...  It  is  not  the 
intellect  alone,  or  the  imagination  alone, 
which  can  become  sensible  of  the  highest 
virtue  in  the  writings  of  Mr.  Carlyle.  He 
IS  before  all  else  a  power  with  reference  to 
conduct.  .  .  .  Mr.  Carlyle  is  a  mystic  in 
the  service  of  what  is  nobly  positive,  and  it 
is  easy  to  see  how  his  transcendental 
worship  of  humanity,  together  with  hia 
reverence  for  duty,  might  condense  and 
materialize  themselves  for  the  needs  of  a 
generation  adverse  to  transcendental  ways 
of  thought,  into  the  ethical  doctrines  of 
Comte.  .  .  .  Mr.  Carlyle  is  so  deeply 
impressed  by  the  fact  that  truthfulness, 
virtue,  rectitude  of  a  cettaxa  kind,  the 
faithful  adaptation  of  means  to  ends,  are 
needful  in  order  to  bring  anything  to 
effect,  that  where  ends  are  succes^uUy 
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achieved,  he  assumes  some  of  the  virtuous 
force  of  the  world  to  have  been  present. 
With  this  falls  in  his  sense  of  the  sacredness 
of  fact;  to  recognize  fact,  to  accept  condi- 
tions, and  thereby  to  conquer,— such  is  the 
part  of  the  hero  who  would  be  a  victor. 
Add  to  all  this,  the  stoical  temper,  a  stern- 
ness in  Mr.  Carlyle's  nature,  which  finds 
expression  in  his  scorn  for  mere  happiness, 
and  we  shall  understand  how  his  trans- 
cendentalism makes  us  acquainted  with 
strange  heroes.— Dowden,  Edward,  1877- 
78,  The  TraTiscendental  Movement  and 
Literature,  Studiee  in  lAUpratwre,  pp.  73,  74, 
75,76. 

From  1835  to  1860  there  was  not  in 
England  any  more  remarkable  man  of 
letters  than  Thomas  Carlyle;  none  who  had 
more  influence  or  more  power  over  men's 
minds.  He  was  at  once  a  writer,  a  histo- 
rian and  a  thinker;  the  writer  was  admired 
and  formed  a  school,  the  historian  was  read 
with  vivacity,  a  circle  was  formed  round 
the  thinker,  and  his  disciples  took  his 
sentences  for  oracles.  However,  if  it  is 
true  that  the  characteristic  of  a  great 
writer  is  to  have  as  many  different  rtyles 
as  he  had  subjects  to  treat,  Carlyle  was 
not  a  great  writer.  He  has  always  had  only 
one  si^le,  well  suited,  truly,  to  himself, 
that  of  Carlyle.  Into  every  subject  he 
carried  the  oratorical  style,  tone,  accent, 
and  even  the  gesticulation,  for  he  gesticu- 
lates much.  He  was  prod^  of  his  excla- 
mation, he  carried  to  excess  apostrophe 
and  prosopopoeia.  When  one  has  read 
much  of  him,  it  is  a  blessing  to  read  agam 
three  or  four  pages  of  Voltaire,  without 
even  troubling  to  select  them;  oracles  are 
often  adnurable,  but  they  disturb  too 
much;  one  tires  soon  of  dealings  with  them 
and  their  eloquent  gesticulation.  Neither 
was  Carlyle  a  great  historian.  One  can 
never  study  his  commentary  on  Cromwell's 
speeches,  his  French  Revolution,  and  his 
Frederick  II.  without  gaming  much  benefit; 
but  what  makes  the  historian  is  the  power 
of  understanding  everything,  and  the 
absence  of  partirpris,  and  Carlyle  was  less 
solicitous  to  understand  than  to  praise  that 
which  he  loved,  and  to  paint  in  black  that 
which  he  did  not  like.  He  has  not  told  us 
about  Cromwell,  he  has  celebrated  him; 
he  has  not  expliuned  the  French  Revolu- 
tion, he  has  chanted  it  on  his  lyre,  to 
which,  for  the  occasion,  he  added  a  brazen 
string    which    made    the    sounds    truly 


diabolic.  •  •  •  If  Carlyle  can  be  reckoned 
neither  among  the  great  prose  writers,  nor 
among  the  great  hi^rians,  nor  among  the 
great  thinkers,  it  must  be  admitted  that 
ne  had  in  him  the  stuff  of  a  great  poet,  and 
we  must  accuse  nature  which  in  dowering 
him  with  the  most  brilliant  imagination, 
had  denied  him  the  gift  of  rhythm  and 
cadenced  speech.  —  Cherbuuez,  Victor, 
1881,  Reme  dee  Deux  Mondee,  March. 

As  a  representative  author,  a  literary 
figure,  no  man  else  wiU  bequeath  to  the 
future  more  significant  hints  of  our  stormy 
era,  its  fierce  paradoxes,  its  din,  and  its 
struggling  parturition  periods,  than  Car- 
lyle. He  belongs  to  our  own  branch  of  the 
stock,  too;  neither  Latin  nor  Greek,  but 
altogether  Gothic.  Rugged,  mountamous, 
volcanic,  he  was  himself  more  a  French 
Revolution  than  any  of  his  volumes.  .  .  . 
As  launching  into  the  self-complacent 
atmosphere  of  our  days  a  rasping,  question- 
ing,  dislocating  agitation  and  shock,  is 
Csu'lyle's  final  value.  .  .  .  The  way  to  test 
how  much  he  has  left  his  country  were  to 
consider,  or  try  to  consider,  for  a  moment, 
the  array  of  British  thought,  the  resultant 
eneembk  of  the  last  fifty  years,  as  existing 
to-day,  but  wUh  Carlyle  left  out.  It  would  be 
like  an  army  with  no  artiUery.  The  show 
were  still  a  gay  rich  one — Byron,  Scott, 
Tennyson,  and  many  more— horsemen  and 
rapid  infantry,  and  banners  flying— but 
the  last  heavy  roar  so  dear  to  the  ear  of  the 
train'd  soldier,  and  that  setties  fate  and 
victory,  would  be  lacking.  —  Whitman^ 
Wai/f,  1881,  Death  of  Thomas  Carlyle, 
Specimen  Days  and  Colled,  pp.  168,  169. 

I  never  much  liked  Carlyle.  He  seemed 
to  me  to  be  ''carrying  coals  to  Newcastie," 
as  our  proverb  says;  preaching  earnestness 
to  a  nation  which  had  plenty  of  it  by  nature, 
but  was  less  abundantly  supplied  with 
several  other  useful  things.— Arnold,  Mat- 
thew, 1881,  To  M.  Fonianis,  March  25; 
Letters,  ed.  Russell,  vol.  u,  p.  222. 

Anything  that  I  can  do  to  help  in  raising 
a  memorial  to  Carlyle  shall  be  most  will- 
ingly done.  Few  men  can  have  dissented 
more  strongly  from  his  way  of  looking 
at  things  than  I;  but  I  should  not  yield  to 
the  most  devoted  of  his  followers  in 
gratitude  for  the  bracing  wholesome 
influence  of  his  writings  when,  as  a  very 
young  man,  I  was  essa3ring  without  rudder 
or  compass  to  strike  out  a  course  for 
myself.— Huxley,  Thomas  Henry,  1881,, 
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To  Lord  Stanley ,  March  9;  lA^e  and  Letters, 
ed.  Huxley,  vol.  u,  p.  36. 

To  sum  up,  if  I  had  to  characterize  the 
moral  and  intellectual  influence  exercised 
by  Garlyle,  I  should  say  that  he  seems  to 
me  to  have,  above  all  things,  helped  to 
loosen  the  fetters  of  positive  creed  in  which 
thought  was  imprisoned  among  his  country- 
men. Carlyle  was  a  mystic,  and  mysticism 
here,  as  elsewhere,  discharged  the  function 
which  belongs  to  it  in  the  chain  of  systems : 
to  wit,  that  of  dissolving  dogma  under 
pretence  of  spiritudisdng  it,  of  shattering 
faith  under  pretence  of  enlarging  it.  When 
men  heard  Carlyle  speak  so  much  of  divinity 
and  eternity,  of  mystery  and  adoration, 
they  hailed  him  as  the  preacher  of  a 
religion  higher  and  wider  than  current 
belief.  In  vain  did  orthodoxy,  more  keen- 
sighted,  point  out  the  negations  which  lay 
hid  under  the  writer's  formulas.  It  is  so 
pleasant  to  free  oneself  without  appearing 
to  break  too  sharply  with  consecrated 
words  and  institutions.  Since  then  specu- 
lation has  made  much  way  in  England. 
The  universal  mysteries  of  our  author  have 
been  exchanged  for  exact  research,  precise 
definitions,  rigorous  ascertainments.  I  do 
not  know  whether  Carlyle  was  aware  of  it, 
but  he  lived  long  enough  to  see  his  influence 
exhausted,  his  teaching  out  of  date.  It  is 
true  that,  as  consolation,  he  could  take 
himself  to  witness  that  he  had  served  as  the 
transition  between  the  past  and  the  present, 
and  that  this  is  in  the  long  run  the  best 
glory  to  which  a  thinker  can  pretend  here 
below.  —  SCHERER,  Edmond,  1881-91, 
Thomoi  Carlyle,  Essays  on  English  lAtera- 
iure,  tr,  SairUsbury,  p.  235. 

In  this  he  was  akin  to  all  the  prophets, 
one  of  their  brotherhood,— that  he  main- 
tained the  spiritual  and  dynamic  forces  in 
man  as  against  the  mechanical.  While  so 
many,  limning  to  the  host  of  material- 
ising teachers,  are  always  succumbing  to 
the  visible,  and  selling  their  burthright  for 
the  mess  of  pottage  which  this  world  offers, 
Garlyle's  voice  appealed  from  these  to  a 
higher  tribunal,  and  found  a  response  in 
those  deeper  recesses  which  lie  beyond  the 
reach  of  argument  and  analysis.  This  he 
did  with  all  his  powers,  and  by  doing  so 
rendered  a  great  service  to  his  generation, 
whether  they  have  listened  to  him  or  not. — 
Shairp,  John  Campbell,  1881,  Prose 
Poets,  Aspects  of  Poetry,  p.  422. 

In  his  clearer  moments,  when  he  lays 


aside  his  wrath  and  addresses  hunself  to  his 
nobler  work  of  edifying  exhortation,  he 
commands  a  lofty  soul-piercing  language, 
which  seems  to  extinguish  all  ignoble 
desires,  and  call  forth  their  opposites  by  a 
sort  of  celestial  affinity.  ...  His  literary 
faculty,  if  not  perfect— very  few  are 
perfect— was  extraordinary  and  magnifi- 
cent in  the  extreme.  His  supreme  gift  is 
his  penetrating  imagination,  of  seeing  as  it 
were  into  the  heart  of  things  in  a  moment, 
and  reproducing  them  in  words  which  it  is 
impossible  to  forget.  ...  In  this  respect 
he  well  deserves  the  epithet  of  poet,  much 
more  than  many  metrical  and  musical 
persons.  .  .  .  And  he  sees  so  much  and  so 
well  outside  himself,  because  he  has  so 
much  inside,  because,  by  his  own  richness 
of  thought  and  feeling,  he  comes  ready 
prepared  to  observe,  to  note,  to  recognize 
things  when  they  present  themselves.  .  .  . 
Garlyle's  depth  of  insight  into  characto' 
was  owing  to  the  depth  and  capacity  of  his 
own  nature.  He  had  lived  the  lives  of  a 
dozen  men  before  he  put  pen  to  paper,  by 
reason  of  the  passions  with  which  he  had 
become  intimate  in  his  own  breast.  In  the 
next  place,  his  hard  peasant  life,  his  educa- 
tion in  the  school  of  poverty,  had  made  him 
acquainted  with  fact  at  first  hand.  He  had 
not  been  shielded,  like  the  unfortunate 
rich,  from  wholesome  collision  with  realities. 
.  .  .  The  combined  result  of  his  natural  en- 
dowment and  his  stimulating  trainin^r  was 
to  make  him  the  most  figurative  and  imag- 
inative prose  writer  in  our  language.  M 
nature  seems  under  his  sway  for  colours 
and  image — seems  to  offer  him,  as  it  were, 
the  right  suggestive  thing  to  express  his 
thought.— Morrison,  James  Cornsi,  1883, 
Thomas  Carlyle,  MaemiUan*s  Magazine, 
w/.  47,  pp.  210, 211. 

To  say  that  Carlyle  is  not  a  great  writer, 
or,  more  than  that,  a  supreme  literary 
artist,  is  to  me  like  denying  that  Angelo 
and  Rembrandt  were  great  painters,  or 
that  the  sea  is  a  great  body  of  water.  His 
life  of  Herculean  labor  was  entirely  given 
to  letters,  and  he  undoubtedly  brought  to 
his  tasks  the  greatest  single  equipment  of 
pure  literaiy  power  English  prose  has  ever 
received.— Burroughs,  John,  1884,  Arnold 
on  Emerson  and  Carlyle,  Century  Magazine, 
vol  ^,  p.  926. 

Carlyle  cannot  be  killed  by  an  epigram, 
nor  can  the  many  influences  that  moulded 
him  be  referred  to  any  single  source.    The 
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rich  banquet  his  genius  has  spread  for  us 
is  of  many  courses.  .  .  .  Carlyle's  eye  was 
indeed  a  terrible  organ:  he  saw  everything, 
...  He  may  be  a  great  philosopher^  a 
useful  editor,  a  profound  scholar,  and 
anything  else  his  Mends  like  to  call  him, 
except  a  great  historian.  ...  By  nature 
he  was  tolerant  enough;  so  true  a  humourist 
could  never  be  a  bigot.  When  his  war- 
paint is  not  on,  a  child  might  lead  him. 
His  judgments  are  gracious,  chivalrous, 
tinged  with  a  kindly  melancholy  and 
divine  pity.  But  this  mood  is  never  for 
long.  Some  gadfly  stings  him :  he  seizes  his 
tomahawk  and  is  off  on  the  trail.  It  must 
sorrowfully  be  admitted  that  a  long  life  of 
opposition  and  indigestion,  of  fierce  war- 
fare with  cooks  and  Philistines,  spoilt  his 
temper,  never  of  the  best,  and  made  him 
too  often  contemptuous,  savage,  unjust.— 
BntRELL,  Augustine,  1884,  OhiUr  Dida, 
First  Series,  pp.  5,  11,  22,  24. 

The  world's  fin^  judgment  upon  Garlyle, 
we  feel  certain,  will  be  that  he  was  himself 
above  ^  a  man  of  letters.  He  had  the 
graphic  facultv  more  than  any  other. 
He  could  not  help  putting  pen  to  paper. 
The  ''pictured  page"  came  forth  from  him 
naturally,  and  grew  under  his  hand 
irresistibly— yet  always  under  the  impulse 
of  a  high  ideal.  This  is  the  explanation  of 
the  different  ways  in  which  he  speaks— 
or  at  least  it  is  the  chief  explanation— 
for  no  doubt  also  mere  mood  sometimes 
swayed  him.  literature  was  to  him  "the 
wine  of  life."  It  should  not  be  converted 
"into  daily  food.".  Above  all,  it  must  not 
be  confounded  with  the  ''froth  ocean  of 
printed  speech,  which  we  loosely  call 
literature."  This  must  be  said  for  Carlyle 
—no  less  than  for  Milton— that  he  never 
ceased  to  daun  a  hi^h  ideal  for  literature, 
and  to  vindicate  for  its  theme  "whatsoever 
in  religion  is  holy  and  sublime,  and  in 
virtue  amiable  and  grave."  In  this  respect 
Carlyle's  influence  has  been  good  without 
exception.— TuLLOCH,  John,  1885,  Move- 
ments of  Religious  Thotight  in  Britain  Dur- 
ing the  Nineteenth  Century,  p.  121. 

One  of  the  most  interesting  pieces  of 
autobiography  ["Essay  on  Walter  Scott"] 
and  one  of  the  worst  pieces  of  literary 
criticism  in  the  English  language.— Court- 
hope,  William  John,  1885,  The  Liberal 
Movement  in  English  Literature,  p.  123. 

Thomas  Carlyle  was  a  great  spiritual 
force  in  his  best  day;  but  he  long  outlived 


his  best  day,  and  the  objects  whereon  his 
prime  force  was  expended.  He  was  a  great 
writer  of  history,  a  fiery  kindler  of  the 
historical  sense  in  men.  He  was  a  wonder- 
ful literary  artist;  and  this  is  the  really 
distinctive  note  of  him,  though  his  art  at 
the  best  was  somewhat  abnormal,  falling 
short  of  the  serene  level  of  perfect  art. 
Thinker,  prophet,  or  judge  he  was  not.  It 
was  the  long  mistake  of  his  life  to  imagine 
himself  thinker,  prophet  and  judge;  to 
mistake  literary  mastery  for  philosophic 
power.  And  it  is  the  same  mistake  in  his 
few  devoted  followers  which  exaggerated 
the  value  of  his  latter-day  deliverances, 
and  has  given  to  the  world  those  un- 
worthy jottings  of  his  least  heroic  moods. — 
Harrison,  Frederic,  1885,  Froude's  Life 
of  Carlyle,  The  Choice  of  Books  and  Other 
Literary  Pieces,  pp.  181, 191. 

Thou  wert  a  Titan,  but  a  Utan  tossed 
With  wild  tumultuous  heavings  in  thy  breast, 
And  fancy-fevered,  and  cool  judgment  lost 
In  mighty  maelstroms  of  divine  unrest. 
What  souls  were  drugged  with  doubt  in  sceptic 

time 
Thy  cry  disturbed  into  believing  life, 
And  fools  that  raved  in  prose  or  writhed  in 

rhyme 
Were  sharply  surgeoned  by  thy  needful  knife: 
But,  if  there  were  who  in  this  storm  of  things 
Sighed  for  sweet  calm,  and  in  this  dark  for 

light. 
And  in  this  jar  for  the  wise  Muse  that  sings 
All  wrong  into  the  ordered  ranks  of  right. 
They  thanked  not  thee,  who  didst  assault  their 

brain 
With  thundei^claps  and  water-spouts  for  rain. 

— Blackie,  John  Stuart,  1886,  Messis 
Vita. 

St.  Thomas  Coprostom,  late  of  Craigen- 
puttock  and  Chelsea.  .  .  .  The  Gospel 
according  to  St.  Coprostom  has  the  invalu- 
able merit  of  pungent  eccentricity  and 
comparatively  novel  paradox.  The  evan- 
gelist of  "golden  silence"— whose  own 
speech,  it  may  be  admitted,  was  "quite 
other"  than  "silvern"— is  logically  justi- 
fied in  his  blatant  but  ineffable  contempt 
for  the  dull  old  doctrines  of  mere  mercy 
and  righteousness,  of  liberty  that  knows 
no  higher  law  than  duty,  of  duty  that 
depends  for  its  existence  on  the  exist- 
ence of  liberty.  -Swinburne,  Algernon 
Charles,  1886,  La  Ugende  des  Siicles,  A 
Study  of  Victor  Hugo,  p.  134. 

The  great  Silence-monger. — Doyle,  Sir 
Francis  Hastings,  1886,  Reminiscences 
and  Opinions,  p.  245. 
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His  style,  whether  learned  at  home  or 
partly  aequired  under  the  influence  of 
Irving  and  Richter  (see  Froude,  I.,  396), 
faithfully  reflects  his  idiosyncrasy.  Though 
his  language  is  always  clear,  and  often  pure 
and  exquisite  English,  its  habitual  eccen- 
tricities offended  critics,  and  make  it  the 
most  dangerous  of  models.  They  are 
pardonable  as  the  only  fitting  embodiment 
of  his  graphic  power,  his  sl&ewd  insight 
into  human  nature,  and  his  peculiar  humor, 
which  blends  sympathy  for  the  suffering 
with  scorn  for  fools.  His  faults  of  style  are 
the  result  of  the  perpetual  straining  for 
emphasis  of  which  he  was  conscious,  and 
which  must  be  attributed  to  an  excessive 
nervous  irritability  seeking  relief  in  strong 
language,  as  well  as  to  a  superabundant 
intellectual  vitality.  Conventionality  was 
for  him  the  deadly  sin.  Every  sentence 
must  be  alive  to  its  finger's  end.  As  a 
thinker  he  judges  by  intuition  instead  of 
calculation.  In  history  he  tries  to  see  the 
essential  fact  stripped  of  the  glosses  of 
pedants;  in  politics,  to  recognize  the  real 
forces  masked  by  constitutional  mechan- 
ism, in  philosophy,  to  hold  the  living  spirit 
untrammelled  by  the  dead  letter.— Ste- 
phen, Lbsub,  1887,  Dictionary  of  No- 
iiond  Bioffraphy,  vol.  IX. 

The  only  influence  that  Carlyle  ever 
exercised  upon  me  was  through  Emerson, 
as  I  never  could  endure  Carlyle's  immense 
pretension  and  conceit. — Hamerton,  Phil- 
ip Gilbert,  1887,  Booki  wkiek  Have  In- 
lliieneed  Me,  p.  58. 

What  he  despised,  and  would  teach 
others  to  despise,  was  earth's  treasures, 
pleasures,  fashions,  forms,  manners,  shams, 
cant,  and  all  oppression  and  wrong.  What 
he  loved  was  God  above  all  and  his  fellow- 
man,  pity  for  distress,  industry  in  work, 
sacrifice  of  self,  honesty  of  purpose,  truth 
in  word  and  deed,  purity  of  heart,  good 
works  anywhere  and  everywhere.  — 
Arnold,  A.  S.,  1888,  The  Story  of  Thoma$ 
Carlyle. 

Carlyle  always  seemed  to  me  to  frame  a 
new  humbug  for  every  humbug  he  plucked 
down,  and  a  humbug  quite  as  dangerous 
to  the  times  present  as  the  one  demol- 
ished. It  was  the  commonplace  rather 
than  the  false  which  he  attacked,  and  he 
substituted  for  it  the  extravagant  and  the 
grotesque.  His  perpetual  and  oftentimes 
petty  explosives  of  words,  phrases,  thoughts, 
were   wearisome   to   me:   a  package   of 


crackers  fired  off  in  a  barrel.— Bascom, 
John,  1888,  Books  thai  Have  Helped  Me, 
p.  32. 

I  came  under  the  power  of  Carlyle's 
genius  a  year  before  I  commenced  Goethe. 
He  was  a  great  assistance  to  me  in  the  way 
of  emancipation  from  the  spell  of  those 
earlier  writings  of  which  I  nave  spoken. 
...  I  read  first  the  "Hero  Worship"  in 
1857,  finding  it  somewhat  dull  reading. 
Havmg  acquired  some  familiarity  with  his 
style  of  expression  and  with  this  leading 
thought  I  took  up  the  "Miscellanies,"  and 
the  author  soon  became  fascinating.  As  I 
grew  in  capacity  to  understand  him  he 
gained  more  and  more  power  over  me, 
until  I  could  only  pity  my  former  self,  who 
had  found  anything  of  Carlyle's  dull. 
I  suppose  that  I  caught  less  than  one  in 
five  of  the  ideas  of  the  "Sartor  Besartus" 
on  first  reading.  I  struggled  with  the 
ponderous  and  complex  art-form  of  the 
work,  and  finally  extracted  the  chief 
thought  and  many  minor  reflections  of 
exce^ing  value  to  me.  But  I  returned 
again  and  again  to  the  book  in  after  years, 
with  the  vain  hope  of  discovering  any 
affirmative  significance  in  his  "everlasting 
yea."  In  my  latter  years  I  have  come  to 
believe  that  Carlyle's  solution  of  the  prob- 
lem of  life,  at  least  in  that  early  work,  was 
rendered  nugatory  by  the  very  terms  in 
which  he  stated  it.  In  other  words,  he 
presupposed  the  impossibility  of  an  affirm- 
ative answer.—HARRis,  William  T.,  1888, 
Bookz  thai  Have  Helped  Me,  p.  22. 

The  young  men  of  the  days  immediately 
before  me  in  college  had  been  greatly 
affected  by  Wordsworth.  I  have  heard 
Henry  Bellows  say  that  his  acquaintance 
with  Wordsworth  was  a  new  life  to  him. 
But  the  first  wave,  so  to  speak,  the  fresh 
rush,  of  Wordsworth's  poebry  had  passed, 
before  we  of  my  time  were  old  enough  to 
read  poetry.  And  it  was  another  wizard 
who  was  to  startle  us  from  the  proprieties 
of  our  boyhood.  This  was  Carlyle.  I  have 
an  odd  association  with  "Sartor  Resartus," 
which  serves  me  as  an  aid  to  memory  about 
the  first  knowledge  of  the  "Sartor"  papers 
here.  When  I  entered  college,  in  1835,  I 
had  to  go  to  my  uncle,  in  a  resX  and  not  in 
a  metaphorical  sense.  I  was  to  ask  him 
"to  sign  my  bond"— the  bond  required  by 
the  college,  that  it  might  be  sure  we  paid 
our  bills.  I  found  him  reading  "Sartor 
Resartus,"  in  "Eraser,"  I  think.     He  laid 
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it  down,  showed  it  to  me,  and  asked  me  if  I 
knew  what  sartar  resartus  meant.  As  I  had 
entered  college  with  a  certain  distinction 
in  Latin,  I  was  rather  mortified  that  I  had 
to  confess  that  the  Latin  school,  Virgil, 
Ovid,  Horace,  and  Cicero,  had  passed  me 
by,  and  left  me  innocent  of  any  knowledge 
of  the  meaning  of  either  word.  But  we 
soon  learned  our  Carlyle  well,  whatever  we 
knew  or  did  not  know  in  Latin.  It  is  not 
one  man  or  two,  in  that  generation,  it  is 
every  one  who  wrote  or  read  English,  who 
was  under  his  power,  and  the  critics  of 
future  times  wUl  be  able  to  show  very 
accurately  how  and  where  that  tide-wave 
struck  the  voyage  of  every  man  of  letters 
who  lived  in  the  middle  of  this  century.— 
Hale,  Edward  Everett,  1888,  Books  thai 
Hatfe  Helped  Me,  p.  9. 

Among  the  great  writers  who,  without 
attempting  to  found  sects,  have  profoundly 
influenced  modem  thought,  Carlyle  un- 
doubtedly occupies  the  foremost  place. 
With  aU  his  extravagances  and  eccentrici- 
ties, he  was  essentially  a  Hebrew  prophet 
in  modem  guise,  preaching  a  tme  gospel— 
that  of  sincerity.— Lainq,  S.,  1888,  Modem 
Science  and  Modem  Thought,  Sixth  Ed.,  p. 
238. 

That  supremely  self-conscious  preacher 
of  imconsciousness.  —  Lewin,  Walter, 
1889,  The  Ahute  of  Fiction,  The  Forum,  vol 
7,  p.  666. 

Isaiah  of  the  nineteenth  century.— 
Schulze-Gabvernitz,  Gerhart  von,  1890, 
Zum  sociakn  Frieden. 

The  man,  however,  whose  teaching  did 
most  to  rouse  the  age  to  a  sense  of  the 
insuflSciency  of  its  work  was  Thomas  Car- 
lyle, whose  "Sartor  Resartus''  began  to 
appear  in  1833,  and  who  detested  alike  the 
middle-class  Parliamentary  government 
dear  to  Macaulay,  and  the  Democratic 
government  dear  to  Grote  and  Mill.  He 
was  a  prophet  of  duty.  Each  individual 
was  to  set  himself  resolutely  to  despise 
the  conventions  of  the  world,  and  to  con- 
form to  the  utmost  of  his  power  to  the 
divine  laws  of  the  world.  Those  who  did 
this  most  completely  were  heroes,  to  whom 
and  not  to  Parliamentary  majorities  or 
scientific  deductions,  reverence  and  obedi- 
ence were  due.  The  negative  part  of  Car- 
lyle's  teaching— its  condemnation  of  de- 
mocracy and  science — made  no  impression. 
The  positive  part  fixed  itself  upon  the 


mind  of  the  young,  thousands  of  whom 
learnt  from  it  to  follow  the  call  of  duty, 
and  to  obey  her  behests.- Gardiner, 
Samuel  R.,  1890-91,  A  Studene$  History 
o]  England,  vol.  m,  p.  941. 

Whatever  else  may  be  said  about  Car- 
lyle, no  one  can  question  that  he  took  his 
literary  vocation  most  seriously.  He  was 
for  a  long  time  a  very  poor  man,  but  he 
never  sought  wealth  by  advocating  popular 
opinions,  by  pandering  to  common  preju- 
dices, or  by  veiling  most  unpalatable 
beliefs.  In  the  vast  mass  of  literature 
which  he  has  bequeathed  to  us  there  is  no 
scamped  work,  and  every  competent  judge 
has  recognised  the  untiring  and  con- 
scientious accuracy  with  which  he  verified 
and  sifted  the  minutest  fact.  His  standard 
of  tmthfulness  was  extremely  high,  and 
one  of  his  great  quarrels  with  his  age  was 
that  it  was  an  age  of  half-beliefs  and 
insincere  professions.  ...  A  firm  grasp 
of  facts,  he  maintained,  was  the  first 
characteristic  of  an  honest  mind;  the  main 
element  in  all  honest,  intellectual  work. 
His  own  special  talent  was  the  gift  of  in- 
sight, the  power  of  looking  into  the  heart 
of  tlungs;  piercing  to  essential  facts,  dis- 
cerning the  real  characters  of  men,  their 
tme  measure  of  genuine,  solid  worth.  .  .  . 
In  his  writings,  amid  much  that  has  im- 
perishable value,  there  is,  I  think,  much 
that  is  exaggerated,  much  that  is  one- 
sided, much  that  is  unwise.  But  no  one 
can  be  imbued  with  his  teaching  without 
finding  it  a  great  moral  tonic,  and  deriving 
from  it  a  nobler,  braver,  and  more  un- 
worldly conception  of  life.— Lecky,  Will- 
UM  Edward  Hartpole,  1891,  CarlyWs 
Message  to  his  Age,  Contemporary  Review, 
vol.  40,  pp.  525,  526,  528. 

The  grand  old  iron-worker  in  literature, 
the  brawny  blacksmith  of  letters. — Che- 
ney, John  Vance,  1891,  The  Golden  Ouess, 
p.  6. 

'Carlyle's  own  brightness  now  makes  him 
shine  as  a  fixed  sttu*  in  our  literary  firma- 
ment. His  radiance  may  be  obscured; 
quenched  it  cannot  be.  His  faults  and 
foibles  are  manifest,  yet  is  he  esteemed  in 
spite  of  them,  and  by  too  many  because  of 
them.  His  prejudices  are  vexatious,  at 
least  occasionally.  So  are  those  of  De 
Quincey,  at  his  best  the  best  English  prose- 
writer  of  this  century.  Amid  all  Carlyle's 
prejudices,  amid  all  his  denunciations  of 
men  and  things  to  be  condemned,  we  see 
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him  capable  of  hope;  we  feel  he  sympa- 
thizes with  his  fellow-creatures.  Beneath 
a  mask  of  ferocity  love  beams  from  his 
countenance.  —  Greene,  J.  Rbay,  1891, 
CarlyWt  Lectures  on  the  History  of  lAtera- 
tare.  Preface,  p.  viii. 

For  the  thunders  and  roarings  of  Garlyle 
have  united  with  the  calm  delicacy  of 
Ruskin  to  promote  an  influence  for  good 
in  the  discussion  of  social  questions  that  is 
none  the  less  real  because  it  has  not  been  so 
direct  as  that  of  men  more  prominent  as 
practical  social  reformers.  One  is  more 
inclined  to  look  at  these  two  as  historian 
and  art-critic;  yet  to  ignore  their  reforming 
influence  in  modern  England  would  be  to 
fail  in  recognizing  some  of  the  most  im- 
portant factors  of  social  amelioration  in  the 
present  century.  Both  Carlyle  and  Ruskin 
will  live  in  our  history  as  true  prophets, 
for  they  have  been  the  two  greatest  in- 
spirers  and  awakeners  of  the  mind  of  Eng- 
land in  an  age  in  which  the  mental  and 
spiritual  faculties  of  our  race  have  some- 
times seemed  in  danger  of  succumbing  to 
the  material.— GiBBiNS,  H.  de  B.,  1892, 
English  Sodd  Reformers,  p.  183. 

The  general  verdict  on  Carlyle's  literary 
career  assigns  to  him  the  first  place  among 
the  authors  of  his  time.  No  writer  of  our 
generation,  in  or  out  of  England,  has 
combined  such  abundance  with  such 
power.  Regarding  his  rank  as  a  writer 
there  is  little  or  no  dispute:  it  is  admitted 
that  the  irregularities  and  eccentricities 
of  this  style  are  bound  up  with  its  richness. 
In  estimating  the  value  of  his  thought  we 
must  distinguish  between  instruction  and 
inspiration.  If  we  ask  what  new  truths 
he  has  taught,  what  problems  he  has  defi- 
nitely solved,  our  answers  must  be  few. 
This  is  a  perhaps  inevitable  result  of  the 
manner  of  his  writing,  or  rather  of  the 
nature  of  his  mind.— Nichol,  John,  1892, 
Thomas  Carlyle  {English  Men  of  Letters), 
p.  249. 

Certainly  I  remember  that  the  finest 
appreciation  of  Carlyle — a  man  whom 
every  critic  among  English-speaking  races 
had  picked  to  pieces  and  discussed  and 
reconstructed  a  score  of  times— was  left  to 
be  uttered  by  an  inspired  loafer  in  Camden, 
New  Jersey.— QuiLLER-CoucH,  A.  T.,  1892, 
Adventures  in  Criticism,  p.  236. 

The  dominant  stratum  of  Carlyle's 
character  was  morality,  hard  Scotch 
granite,  out  of  which  the  sweetest  waters 


could  break,  and  on  whose  top  soil  the 
tenderest  seedlings  could  thrive— humor, 
pathos,  poetry,  the  most  subduing  gentle- 
ness, all  were  there;  but  the  main  formation 
of  his  mind  was  all  the  same  vehement 
sternness,  with  more  than  a  touch  of  the 
Pharisaism  that  metes  and  judges,  and 
swears  by  the  law  rather  than  the  Gospel. 
He  had  little  love  of  music,  no  love  of  art, 
and  considerable  contempt  for  any  poetry 
but  the  poetry  of  action.  To  him  it  was  in- 
conceivable that  any  human  creatiire 
should  claim  any  dignity  or  reverence  as  a 
minister  of  the  beautiful.— Dawson,  W.  J., 
1892,  Quest  and  Vision,  p.  28. 

The  demand  for  poetical  form  is  to  Carlyle 
what  the  vase  is  to  the  imprisoned  Genie, 
abolish  it  and  the  mighty  figure  over- 
shadows land  and  sea.  When  no  longer 
required  to  write  as  a  poet,  Carlyle  first 
becomes  the  poet;  the  ear  so  insensible  to 
metrical  harmony  develops  a  fine  sense  for 
the  voluminous  harmonies  of  prose;  he  is 
not  only  sublime  but  rh3rthmical.  Un- 
fortunately the  plain  of  this  collection 
excludes  Carlyle  the  poet;  we  can  only 
exhibit  Carlyle  the  verse  writer  cramped 
and  shorn  for  want  of  the  special  endow- 
ment of  which  he  denied  the  existence. 
Yet  he  could  write  nothing  wholly  uninter- 
esting, and  in  the  least  successful  of  his 
metrical  experiments  there  is  a  something 
which  the  world  will  not  let  die.  It  is 
significant  that  the  most  successful  of  his 
acknowledged  attempts  should  be  his 
rendering  of  Goethe's  Helena  in  the  twelve 
syllabled  iambics  of  the  original,  in  our 
language  a  stately,  but  stilted  metre, 
absolutely  devoid  of  every  variety  of 
rhythm.— Garnett,  Richard,  1894,  The 
Poets  and  the  Poetry  of  the  Century,  John 
Keais  to  Lord  LytUm,  ed.  Miles,  p.  120. 

Carlyle's  most  orderly  paragraphs  belong 
to  the  period  of  his  life  when  Goethe's 
influence  over  him  was  freshest  and  strong- 
est. For  order  in  the  paragraph  is  due 
largely  to  an  ascendency  of  the  mtellectual 
element  over  the  eniotional;  and  Carlyle's 
emotions  were  never  so  well-tempered — 
or  least  ill-tempered— as  when  he  saw  most 
clearly  the  mastery  that  Goethe  had  of  his 
own  nature.  Thus  the  "life  of  Schiller" 
is  sequent  and  orderly  in  a  degree  surprising 
to  the  reader  who  'has  of  late  fed  on  the 
"French  Revolution."  In  this  early  time 
Carlyle  saw  life  steadily  and  achromatically. 
But  as  his  egotism  waxed  strong  with  his 
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days,  as  his  impatience  of  the  world  in-* 
creiEised  and  his  hopes  of  reforming  it  de- 
creased, he  became  subject  to  starts  of  the 
wildest  incoherence.  In  such  papers  as  the 
"Latter  Day  Pamphlets"  he  is  wholly 
under  the  influence  of  his  habitually 
strongest  emotions;  he  raves.  .  .  .  In  ms 
historical  writing  Carlyle  is  a  great  master 
of  the  law  of  proportion,  as  concerns  both 
the  paragraph  and  the  whole  composition. 
He  combines  Hume's  power  of  making  a 
paragraph  illustrate  a  given  philosophical 
idea,  and  Macaulay's  power  of  heighten- 
ing that  impression  by  pictorial  means. 
He  moulds  his  material,  fuses  his  facts, 
emphasizes  the  salient,  subordinates  the 
unimportant.  In  elaborating  large  plans, 
he-  constantiy  reduces  his  macrocosm  to 
microcosm  to  be  sure  of  making  his  point; 
he  reiterates  his  central  truth;  he  does  not 
disdain  numerous  formal  but  living  sum- 
maries.—Lewis,  Edwin  Herbert,  1894, 
The  History  of  the  EnglUh  Paragraph, 
pp.  147, 150. 

No  sweating  smith  ever  groaned  more  at 
his  task  than  did  this  greatest  of  modem 
English  literary  artists.  He  faurly  ^veiled 
in  toil,  bemoaning  himself  and  smiting  his 
fellow-man  in  sheer  anguish  of  spirit; 
producing  his  masterpieces  to  an  accom- 
paniment of  passionate  but  unprofane 
curses  on  the  conditions  under  which,  and 
the  task  upon  which,  he  worked.  This, 
however,  was  the  artisan,  not  the  artist, 
side  of  the  great  writer;  it  was  the  toil- 
worn,  unrelenting  Scotch  conscience  astride 
his  art  and  riding  it  at  times  as  Tam  o' 
Shanter  spurred  his  gray  mare,  Meg,  on  the 
ride  to  Kirk  Alloway.—MABIE,  Hamilton 
Wright,  1894,  My  Study  Fire,  Second 
Series,  p.  17. 

To  me,  profoundly  averse  to  autocracy, 
Carlyle's  political  doctrines  had  ever  been 
repugnant.  Much  as  I  did,  and  still  do, 
admire  his  marvellous  style  and  the  vigour, 
if  not  the  truth,  of  his  thought— so  much  so 
that  I  always  enjoy  any  writing  of  his, 
however  much  I  disagree  with  it  —  inter- 
course with  him  soon  proved  impracticable. 
Twice  or  thrice,  in  1851-2, 1  was  taken  to 
see  him  by  Mr.  G.  H.  Lewes;  but  I  soon 
found  that  the  alternatives  were—listening 
in  silence  to  his  dogmas,  sometimes  absurd, 
or  getting  into  a  hot  argument  with  him, 
which  ended  in  our  glaring  at  one  another; 
and  as  I  cBd  not  like  e'ther  alternative  I 
ceased  to  go.— Spencer,  Herbert,  1894. 

18  F 


The  Late  Professor  TyndaU,  FortrnghUy  Re- 
view, vol.  61,  p.  144. 

Of  the  Power,  which  through  thought 
and  opinion  is  shaping  the  future  of  man- 
kind m  all  varieties,  perhaps  the  most 
forcible  expression  in  the  nineteenth 
Christian  century  is  to  be  found  in  the  work 
of  Thomas  Carlvle.  He  spoke  as  one  having 
authority,  and  not  as  the  Scribes:  his 
appeal  is  therefore  direct  to  the  sense  of 
truth  in  man,  and  to  no  other  court. 
That  sense  of  truth  he  knew  to  be  an 
inheritance  from  the  past— the  product 
of  the  struggles,  efforts,  thoughts,  and 
teaching  of  former  generations.  Charles 
Darwin  did  not  believe  more  firmly  that 
in  the  individual  we  were  to  look  for  the 
advance  of  the  species;  Ernst  Haeckel 
does  not  declare  more  decisively  that  we 
are  the  results  of  the  past— that  in  us  and 
through  us  creation  is  still  going  on.— 
Duncan,  Robert,  1895,  ed.  Tho^his  on  Life 
by  Thomas  Carlyle,  Introduction,  p.  xi. 

Carlyle's  mission  was  not  merely  to 
destroy:  he  shattered  error  in  order  that 
the  clogged  fountain  of  truth  might  once 
more  gush  forth.  Before  eyes  long  dimmed 
with  gazing  on  insincerity  he  would  hold 
up  shining  patterns  of  sincerity;  souls 
groping  for  guidance,  he  would  stay  and 
comfort  by  precedents*  of  strength;  hearts 
pursuing  false  idols,  he  would  chasten  by 
examples  of  truth.  Men  talked— and  no- 
where more  pragmatically  than  in  the 
churches— as  if  God,  after  having  imparted 
his  behests  to  a  few  Hebrews  ages  ago,  had 
retu*ed  into  some  remote  empyrean,  and 
busied  himself  no  more  with  the  affairs  of 
men.  But  to  Carlyle  the  immanence  of 
God  was  an  ever-present  reality,  mani- 
festing itself  throughout  all  history  and  in 
every  individual  conscience,  but  nowise 
more  clearly  than  in  the  careers  of  great 
men.— Thayer,  William  Roscoe,  1895- 
99,  Carlyle,  Throne-Makers,  p.  174. 

Carlyle  was  probably  never  at  his  best 
when  he  gave  himself  to  the  study  of  a 
particular  author.  His  genius  rathei  lay 
m  the  more  general  aspects  of  his  work, 
and  in  the  force  with  which  he  gave  an 
entirely  new  turn  to  the  currents  of  Eng- 
lish criticism.— Vaughan,  C.  E.,  1896,  ed. 
English  Literary  Criticism,  p.  200. 

Carlyle,  the  apostle  of  agnostic  stoicism. 
— Pressens6,  Franqs  db,  1896,  Cardinal 
Manning. 
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How  far  exaggeration  could  go,  and  how 
far  unquestionable  genius  could  find  con- 
torted diction,  and  every  conceivable  antic 
of  phraseology,  a  worthy  and  convenient 
means  of  picturesque  description  or  im- 
pressive moralising,  can  never  be  seen  in 
more  striking  manifestation  than  in  the 
style  which  Carlyle  deliberately  adopted, 
and  as  tenaciously  maintained.  Genius 
must  make  its  own  laws;  and  however 
severe  the  strain  upon  our  faith  or  upon 
our  sense  of  proportion  and  harmony, 
we  must  hesitate  to  question  the  validity 
of  these  laws  in  their  personal  application. 
We  may,  however,  be  permitted  to  regret 
that  the  resources  of  such  genius  were  not 
sufficient  to  find  expression  at  less  expense 
of  uncouth  phrase  and  ejaculatory  empha- 
sis, and  could  not  more  frequratly  hold  its 
course  in  that  more  serene  stream  of  lan- 
guage which  Carlyle  can  occasionally 
achieve,  where  the  effect  of  the  restraint 
and  restfulness  is  perhaps  not  less  pictur- 
esque than  that  of  the  hurtle  and  passion 
of  words,  and  where  the  impression,  if  less 
startling,  is  certainly  not  less  lasting. — 
Craik,  Henry,  1896,  English  Prose,  vol  v, 
p.  5,  Introduction. 

Conceiving  imaginations,  however,  are 
of  two  kinds.  For  the  one  kind  the  under- 
standing serves  as.  a  lamp  of  guidance; 
upon  the  other  the  understanding  acts  as 
an  electric  excitant,  a  keen  irritant.  Bage- 
hot's  was  evidently  of  the  first  kind;  Car- 
lyle's  conspicuously  of  the  second.  There 
is  something  in  common  between  the 
minds  of  these  two  men  as  they  conceive 
society.  Both  have  a  capital  grip  upon  the 
actual;  both  can  conceive  without  con- 
fusion the  complex  phenomena  of  society; 
both  send  humourous  glances  of  searching 
insight  into  the  hearts  of  men.  But  it  is 
the  difference  between  them  that  most 
arrests  our  attention.  Bagehot  has  the 
scientific  imagination,  Carlyle  the  passion- 
ate. Bagehot  is  the  embodyment  of  witty 
common  sense;  all  the  movements  of  his 
mind  illustrate  that  vivacious  sanity 
which  he  has  himself  called  "animated 
moderation."  Carlyle.  on  the  other  hand, 
conceives  men  and  th[l^  motives  too  often 
with  a  hot  intolerance;  there  is  heat  in  his 
imagination,  —  a  heat  that  sometimes 
scorches  and  consumes.  Life  is  for  him 
dramatic,  full  of  fierce,  imperative  forces. 
Even  when  the  world  rings  with  laughter, 
it  is  laughter  which,  in  his  ears,  is  suc- 


•ceeded  by  an  echo  of  mockery;  laughter 
which  is  but  a  defiance  of  tears. — Wilson, 
WooDROW,  1897,  Mere  Literature  and  Other 
Essays,  p.  96. 

From  the  point  of  view,  in  fact,  of  the 
historian  of  letters,  the  formative  work  of 
Macaulay  in  prose  stands  side  by  side  with 
that  of  Tennyson  in  poetry  as  the  two 
most  important  phenomena  of  the  last 
seventy  years.  Ais  regards  its  effect  upon 
expression— upon  the  form  as  distinct  , 
from  the  matter  of  English  literature— 
the  career  of  Macaulay  reduces  that  of 
Carlyle  to  the  proportion  of  a  mere  meteoric 
episode.— Traill,  Henry  Duff,  1897, 
Social  England,  voL  vi,  p.  513. 

The  place  which  was  occupied  by  Swift 
in  the  eighteenth  century  is  held  by  Carlyle 
in  the  nineteenth,  and  though  every  line 
that  he  has  written  should  cease  to  be 
read,  he  will  still  be  remembered  as  the 
greatest  of  literary  figures  in  an  age  of 
great  men  of  letters.— Shorter,  Clement, 
1897,  Victorian  Literature,  p.  128. 

It  was  the  greatness  of  Carlyle  that  the 
fiery  naturalism  of  the  Revolution,  which 
had  become  prophetic  in  Shelley,  was  in 
him  enriched  by  that  relative  and  organic 
apprehension  of  life,  art,  and  hi^ry, 
which  had  grown  up  among  the  foes  of 
revolution.  In  poetry  as  in  ethics,  truth 
was  his  last  word;  but  few  of  its  preachers 
have  insisted  so  powerfully  that  truth  has 
infinitely  various  accents,  and  that  the 
poetry  which  is  not  original  is  naught.— 
Herford,  C.  H.,  1897,  The  Age  of  Words- 
worth, p.  89. 

Surely  there  is  human  interest  in  these 
sketches,  "exercises"  though  they  be. 
They  are  certainly  not  Carlyle's  highest 
possible  even  at  that  time.  But  they  are 
human,  sympathetic,  soulfully  remunera- 
tive work.  And  doubtless  the  task  of 
reading  for  them  led  him  insensibly  into 
the  wider  fields  of  the  Essays,  and  ulti- 
mately perhaps  <?ave  us  "Heroes  and  Hero 
Worship"  and  "The  French  Revolution." 
Also  I  find  in  most  of  them  touches  of  the 
coming  greatness.  Sparks  from  the  flint 
tell  of  the  latent  fire.  Accents  of  ironic 
scorn  come  to  our  ears  with  something  of 
the  sting  of  that  stormy  Annandale  voice 
which  afterwards  broke  in  upon  so  many 
babbling  controversies,  like  the  eagle's 
scream  dispersing  the  chatter  of  a  jay 
convention.  And  after  all  preface  of  dero- 
gation, these  Essays  remain  fragments  of 
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honest,  clear-lined,  honourable  workman- 
ship. I  like  to  think  of  the  young  author 
writing  them  in  the  peasant's  but-and-ben, 
and  especially  of  his  father  beginning  to 
respect  him  more  when  he  showed  him  one 
after  the  other  good  Sir  David  Brewster's 
fifteen-guinea  cheques,  and  bought  for 
him  that  pair  of  marvellous  spectacles  with 
the  first.  I  have  the  greater  fellow-feeling, 
that  I  know  one  man  who  never  expects 
to  be  happier  than  when  he  threw  his  first 
hard-earned  ten-pound-note  into  his  moth- 
er's lap.— Crockett,  S.  R.,  1897,  ed.  Afon- 
taigTie  and  Other  Essays  Chiefly  Biographical 
by  Thomas  Carlyle  Now  First  Collected, 
Foreword,  p.  xn. 

Carlyle  also  was  God's  prophet— a  seer 
stormy  indeed  and  impetuous,  with  a  great 
hatred  for  lies  and  laziness,  and  a  mighty 
passion  for  truth  and  work;  lashing  our 
shams  and  hypocrisies;  telling  our  material- 
istic age  that  it  was  going  straight  to  the 
devil,  and  by  a  vulgar  road  at  that;  point- 
ing out  the  abyss  mto  which  luxury  and 
licentiousness  have  always  plunged.  Like 
Elijah  of  old,  Carlyle  loved  righteousness, 
hated  cant,  and  did  ever  plead  for  justice, 
and  mercy,  and  truth.  If  his  every 
sentence  was  laden  with  intellect,  it  was 
still  more  heavily  laden  with  character. 
To  the  great  Scotchman  God  gave  the 
prophet's  vision  and  the  seer's  sympathy 
and  scepter.— HiLLis,  Newell  Dwioht, 
1899,  Great  Books  as  Life-Teaehers,  p.  26. 

In  spite  of  all  his  magniloquent  dreaming, 
Carlyle  is  true  or  means  to  be  true  to  the 
uncompromising  facts  of  life;  he  dreams 
only  that  he  may  the  more  victoriously 
labor;  and  in  his  Gospel  of  Work  and  his 
doctrine  of  Hero-worship  he  retiuns  from 
the  misty  regions  of  transcendentalism 
and  confronts  the  practical  concerns  of 
common  life.  No  one  is  more  contemptu- 
ous than  Carlyle  of  dilettante  webspinning, 
or  of  idle  playing  with  emotion.— Gates, 
Lewis  E.,  1900,  English  Literature  of  the 
Nineteenth  Century,  The  Critic,  vol  36. 

Carlyle,  like  Rousseau  or  Shelley,  was  an 
imaginative  setter  forth  of  abstract  prin- 
ciples. It  was  only  by  such  a  writer  that 
Rousseau  could  at  all  be  combated  in  the 
long  run.  But  there  was  this  difference 
between  the  Frenchman  and  the  Scot, 
that  while  the  abstractions  of  the  one  were 
either  purely  fanciful  inventions,  with  no 
experience  whatever  to  support  them,  or  at 
best  absteiotions  from  groups  of    facts 


looked  at  imperfectly,  the  abstractions 
of  the  other  were  derived  from  very 
definite  facts  contemplated  with  the 
utmost  exactitude  of  rigorous  observa- 
tion; or,  if  invented  in  the  first  instance 
as  mere  theories,  were  verifiable  and  sub- 
jected to  the  most  rigid  verification  of 
fact.  One  of  Carlyle's  favourite  ideas, 
the  danger  of  shams,— that  is,  of  worn-out 
institutions  and  doctrines— and  also  of 
mere  blind  amiability  in  human  affairs, 
was  a  lesson  learnt  directly  from  the  Revo- 
lution. From  other  historical  examples, 
studied  more  precisely  than  the  "ancient 
classical  concern"  was  by  Rousseau,  he 
evolved  the  doctrine  embodied  in  the 
ringing  phrase  ''might  is  right."  .  .  . 
This  was  Carlyle's  most  powerful  weapon, 
the  Talus  flail  with  which  he  laid  about  him 
among  the  shams,  the  new  as  well  as  the 
old,  the  deceptive  but  enticmg  ideals  that 
floated  over  the  world  from  the  kingdom 
of  the  Celts,  and  certain  sturdier  ones 
of  native  growth,  smashing  them  alike 
unsparingly.— Larminie,  Wiluam,  1900, 
Carlyle  and  Shelley,  The  Contemporary 
Review,  vol  77,  p.  732. 

The  resemblance  between  Ruskin  and 
Carlyle  seems  to  me  to  have  been  purely 
superficial,  and  the  frequent  bracketing 
of  their  names— less  frequent  than  it  was, 
and  growing  daily  rarer— is  based  upon  a 
misconception  of  the  real  natures  of  both 
of  these  extraordinary  men.  .  .  .  Ruskin 
did,  all  the  same,  verily  believe  in  God; 
Carlyle  believed  only  in  himself.  Ruskin's 
impatience  was  of  a  noble  kind,  Carlyle's 
of  an  ignoble.  Ruskin  was  grieved  that 
the  generation  with  which  his  life  was  cast 
should  deny  God.  Carlyle  was  violently 
angry  that  anybody  should  deny  Carlyle, 
or  should  presume  to  think  otherwise  than 
he  thought.  .  .  .  Ruskin's  religion  came 
from  his  heart,  Carlyle's  from  his  liver.  .  .  . 
Carlyle  broke  his  wife's  heart,  and  I  have 
never  heard  of  any  living  soul  to  whom  he 
gave  a  sixpence  or  for  whose,  help  or  com- 
fort he  would  have  walked  a  mile.  .  .  . 
Nobody  should  read  Carlyle's  books  till  he 
is  of  an  age  to  bring  his  own  experience  of 
the  world  as  a  necessary  counter-poison, 
till  he  can  smile  at  their  atrabilious  denun- 
ciations of  things  in  general,  and  relish 
their  one  truly  valuable  quality— literary 
excellence.— Murray,  Henry,  1901,  Rns- 
kin  and  Carlyle,  Robert  Buchanan  and  Other 
Essays,  pp.  144, 145, 146. 
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As  a  man  of  letters  he  had  the  supreme 
faculty  of  vision,  and  was  able  to  discern 
the  inmost  facts  of  a  scene,  an  event,  or  of  a 
life;  and,  more  than  all,  he  had  the  gift  of 
the  word,  the  genius  for  vivid  description. 
.  .  .  Carlyle's  literary  faculty  was  his 
undoing  as  a  sociologist;  for  he  was  wont  to 
prophesy  without  data  in  experience. 
And  lacking  clairvoyancy,  unable  to  see 
any  other  outcome  for  a  society  rapidly 
democratizing  save  anarchy  and  chaos,  he 
was  prevented  from  uttering  the  creative 
word  that  might  have  inaugurated  a  new 
epoch.  Mistaken  in  nearly  all  points 
relating  to  political  democracy,  he  was 
always  right  in  discussing  questions  of 
industry,  and  his  dream  of  "some  chivalry 
of  labor"  is  even  now  being  realized—the 


complete  democratizing  of  labor,  which 
Carlyle  actually  feared,  being  reserved  for 
a  distant  future.— Triggs,  Oscar  Lovell, 
1902,  Chapters  in  the  IfUtory  of  the  Arts  and 
Crafts  Movementf  pp.  10, 11. 

I  have  said  all  that  is  to  be  said  against 
Carlyle's  work  ahnost  designedly:  for  he  is 
one  of  those  who  are  so  great  that  we 
rather  need  to  blame  them  for  the  sake  of 
our  own  independence  than  praise  them  for 
the  sake  of  their  fame.  He  came  and  spoke 
a  word,  and  the  chatter  of  rationalism 
stopped,  and  the  sums  would  no  longer 
work  out  and  be  ended.  He  was  a  breath 
of  Nature  turning  in  her  sleep  imder  the 
load  of  civilisation,  a  stir  in  the  very  still- 
ness of  God  to  tell  us  he  was  still  there.— 
Chesterton,  G.  K.,  1903,  Thomas  Carlyle. 


Bexoainin  Disraeli 

Earl  of  Beaoonsfleld 
1804-1881 
Born,  in  London,  21  Dec.  1804.  Educated  at  school  at  Blackheath.  Articled  to  so- 
licitor 18  Nov.  1821.  Entered  at  Lincoln's  Inn,  1824.  Visit  to  Spain,  Italy,  and  Levant, 
1828-31.  Worked  at  literature  for  five  years.  M.  P.  for  Maidstone,  July  1837.  Married 
Mrs.  Wyndham  Lewis,  23  Aug.  1839.  M.  P.  for  Shrewsbury,  1841.  Visit  to  Germany 
and  France,  autumn  of  1845.  Leader  of  Opposition  in  House  of  Commons,  Sept.  1848. 
Chancellor  of  Exchequer,  Feb.  1852.  Contrib.  to  "  The  Press  "  newspaper,  1853-58.  Chan- 
cellor  of  Exchequer  second  time,  1865.  Prim^  Minister,  March  to  Nov.,  1868.  Active 
political  life.    Wife  died,  15  Dec.  1872.    Prime  Minister  second  time,  Jan.  1874  to  March 

1880.  LastspeechinHouseof  Commons,  11  Aug.  1876.  Created  Earl  of  Beaconsfied, 
12  Aug.  1876.  Died,  19  April  1881.  Buried  at  Hughenden.  Works:  "Vivian  Grey" 
(anon.),  pt.  i.,  1826;  pt.  ii.,  1827;  "The  Star  Chamber"  (anon.;  suppressed),  1826;  "The 
Voyage  of  Captain  Popanilla"  (anon),  1828;  "The  Young  Duke"  (anon.),  1831;  "Con- 
tarini  Fleming"  (anon.),  1832;  "England  and  France,"  (anon.),  1832;  "What  is  he?" 
(anon.),  1833;  "The  Wondrous  Tale  of  Alroy"  (anon.),  1833;  "The  Present  Crisis  Ex- 
amined," 1834;  "The  Rise  of  Iskander,"  1834;  "The  Revolutionary  Epic,"  1834;  "Vindi- 
cation of  the  British  Constitution,"  1835;  "Letters  of  Runnymede"  (anon),  1836;  "The 
Spirit  of  Whigbm,"  1836;  "  Venetia"  (anon.),  1837;  "Henrietta  Temple,"  (anon.),  1837; 
"The  Tragedy  of  Count  Alarcos"  (anon.),  1839;  "Coningsby,"  1844;  "SybU,"  1845; 
"Tancred,"  1847;  "Mr.  Gladstone's  Finance,"  1862;  "Lothair,"  1870;  "Novels  and 
Tales, "  (collected),  1870-71 ;  "  Endymion  "  (anon.),  1880.  Posthumous: "  Home  Letters, " 
1885;  "(Correspondence  with  his  Sister,"  1886.  He  edited  the  following  editions  of  works 
by  his  father:  "Curiosities  of  Literature,"  1849;  "Charles  I.,"  1851;  "Works,"  1858-59; 
"Amenities  of  Literature,"  1881;  "Literary  Character,"  1881;  "Calamities  of  Authors," 

1881 .  Life:  by  Kebbel,  1888;  by  Froude,  1890.— Sharp,  R.  Farquharson,  1897,  A  DteHon- 
ary  of  English  Authors,  p.  81. 


PERSONAL 

He  possesses  just  the  qualities  of  the  im- 
penitent thief,  whose  name,  I  verily  believe, 
must  have  been  Disraeli.  For  aught  I 
know,  the  present  Disraeli  is  descended 
from  him;  and  with  the  impression  that  he 
is,  I  now  forgive  the  heir-at-law  of  the  blas- 
phemous thief  who  died  upon  the  cross.— 
O'OONNELL,  Daniel,  1833,  In  a  Speech. 


Disraeli  had  arrived  before  me,  and  sat  in 
the  deep  window,  looking  out  upon  Hyde 
Park,  with  the  last  rays  of  daylight  re- 
flected from  the  gorgeous  gold  flowers  of  a 
splendidly  embroidered  waistcoat.  Patent 
leathers  pumps,  a  white  stick,  with  a  black 
cord  and  tassel,  and  a  quantity  of  chains 
about  his  neck  and  pockets,  served  to  make 
him,  even  in  the  dim  light,  rather  a  con- 


g 

OQ 


I 

5 


0. 

"a 


LU 

< 

CXL 
(/) 

a 


< 

— ) 
z 

OQ 


I 

I 


BENJAMIN  DISRAELI 


zn 


spicuous  object.  .  .  .  Disraeli  has  one  of 
the  most  remarkable  faces  I  ever  saw.  He 
is  lividly  pale,  and  but  for  the  energy  of  his 
action  and  the  strength  of  his  lungs,  would 
seem  to  be  a  victim  to  consumption.  His 
eye  b  as  black  as  Erebus,  and  has  the  most 
mocking,  lying-in-wait  sort  of  expression 
conceivable.  His  mouth  is  alive  with  a 
kind  of  working  and  impatient  nervous- 
ness, and  when  he  has  burst  forth,  as  he  does 
constantly,  with  a  particularly  successful 
cataract  of  expression,  it  assumes  a  curl  of 
triumphant  scorn  that  would  be  worthy  of 
a  Mephistopheles.  His  hair  is  as  extraor- 
dinary as  his  taste  in  waistcoats.  A  thick 
heavy  mass  of  jet-black  ringlets  falls  over 
his  left  cheek  almost  to  his  coUarless  stock, 
while  on  the  right  temple  it  is  parted  and 
put  away  with  the  smooth  carefulness  of  a 
girl's,  and  shines  most  unctuously— 
"With  thy  incomparable  oil,  Macassar!" 

—Willis,  Nathaniel  Parker,  1835,  Pen- 
eillings  by  the  Way. 

He  has  a  strongly  marked  Hebrew  face, 
with  brilliant  eyes,  and  intensely  black  hair. 
— LeVert,  Octavia  Walton,  1853,  Sovr 
venirs  of  Travel,  vol  i,  p.  27. 

Though  in  general  society  he  was  habitu- 
ally silent  and  reserved,  he  was  closely  ob- 
servant. It  required  generally  a  subject  of 
more  than  common  interest  to  produce  a 
fitting  degree  of  enthusiasm  to  animate  and 
to  stimulate  him  into  the  exercise  of  his 
marvelous  powers  of  conversation.  When 
duly  excited,  however,  his  command  of 
language  was  truly  wonderful,  his  sarcasm 
unsurpassed;  the  readiness  of  his  wit,  the 
quickness  of  his  perception,  the  grasp  of 
mind  that  enabled  him  to  seize  on  all  the 
parts  of  any  subject  under  discussion,  those 
only  would  venture  to  call  in  question  who 
had  never  been  in  his  company  at  the  period 
I  refer  to  [1831].— Madden,  Richard  Rob- 
ert, 1855,  lAterary  Life  and  Correspon- 
denee  of  the  Countess  of  Bksiington,  vol.  n,  p. 
209. 

By  and  by  came  a  rather  tall,  slender  per- 
son, in  a  black  frock-coat,  buttoned  up,  and 
black  pantaloons,  taking  long  steps,  but  I 
thought  rather  feebly  or  listlessly.  His 
shoulders  were  round,  or  else  he  had  a  habit- 
ual stoop  in  them.  He  had  a  prominent 
nose,  a  thin  face,  and  a  sallow,  very  sallow 
complexion;  .  .  .  and  had  I  seen  him  in 
America  I  should  have  taken  him  for  a  hard- 
worked  editor  of  a  newspaper,  weary  and 
worn  with  night-labor  and  want  of  exercise, 


—aged  before  his  time.  It  was  Disraeli, 
and  I  never  saw  any  other  Englishman  look 
in  the  least  like  him;  though,  in  America, 
his  appearance  would  not  attract  notice  as 
being  unusual.— Hawthorne,  Nathaniel, 
1856,  English  Note-Books,  vol.  u,  p.  20. 

Lady  Duiferin  made  herself  very  agree- 
able all  dinner-time.  I  told  her  I  had  just 
heard  Disraeli  speak.  She  said  she  had  al- 
ways known  him  and  liked  him  in  spite  of 
his  tergiversations  and  absurdities.  When 
he  was  very  young  and  had  made  his  first 
appearance  in  London  society  as  the  author 
of  "Vivian  Grey,"  there  was  something  al- 
most incredible  in  his  aspect.  She  assured 
me  that  she  did  not  exaggerate  in  the  slight- 
est degree  in  describing  to  me  his  (&ess 
when  she  first  met  him  at  a  dinner  party. 
He  wore  a  black  velvet  coat  lined  with 
satm,  purple  trousers  with  a  gold  band  run- 
ning down  the  outside  seam,  a  scarlet  waist- 
coat, long  lace  ruffles  falling  down  to  the 
tips  of  bis  fingers,  white  gloves  with  several 
brilliant  rings  outside  them,  and  long  black 
ringlets  rippling  down  upon  his  shoulders. 
It  seemed  impossible  that  such  a  Guy 
Fawkes  could  have  been  tolerated  in  any  so- 
ciety. His  audacity,  which  has  proved 
more  perennial  than  brass,  was  always  the 
solid  foundation  of  his  character.  She  told 
him,  however,  that  he  made  a  fool  of  him- 
self by  appearing  in  such  fantastic  shape, 
and  he  afterwards  modified  his  costume, 
but  he  was  never  to  be  put  down.— Motley, 
John  Lothrop,  1858,  To  his  Wife,  June  13; 
Correspondence  of  John  Lothrop  Motley,  ed. 
Curtis,  vol.  I,  p.  264. 

If  Mr.  Disraeli  had,  as  he  once  said,  the 
"best  of  wives,"  he,  on  his  part,  proved  the 
best  of  husbands.  Till  the  last  day  of  her 
life  he  paid  to  his  wife  those  attentions 
which  are  too  often  associated  rather  with 
the  romance  of  youthful  intercourse  than 
with  the  routine  of  married  life.  When  he 
rose  to  the  highest  point  of  his  ambition,  the 
only  favor  he  would  accept  of  the  Queen 
was  a  coronet  for  his  wife.  He  was  scarcely 
ever  absent  from  her  side  until  the  dark  day 
when  the  fast  friends  were  to  be  parted. 
She  knew  that  she  was  dying,  but  refrained 
from  telling  him  so,  in  order  that  he  might 
be  spared  the  pain  of  bidding  her  farewell. 
He  also  knew  that  her  last  hour  was  at  hand 
but  kept  silence  lest  he  should  distress  her. 
Thus  they  parted,  each  anxious  to  avoid 
striking  a  blow  at  the  other's  heart.  The 
domestic  lives  of  public  men  are  properly 
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held  to  be  beyond  the  range  of  public  com- 
ment; but  in  an  age  when  marriage  is  the 
theme  of  ridicule  from  "leaders  of  prog- 
ress" it  may  be  that  this  passage  in  Mr. 
Disraeli's  career  may  be  pondered  with 
some  profit  by  the  young.— Jennings,  L.  J., 
1873,  Benjamin  DUradi,  Atlantic  Monthly, 
vol.  32.  p.  642. 

The  enclosed  letter  and  copy  of  my 
answer  ought  to  go  to  you  as  a  family 
curiosity  and  secret.  Nobody  whatever 
knows  of  it  beyond  our  two  selves  here,  ex- 
cept Lady  Derby,  whom  I  believe  to  have 
been  the  contriver  of  the  whole  affair.  You 
would  have  been  surprised,  sdl  of  you,  to 
have  found  unexpectedly  your  poor  old 
brother  converted  into  Sir  Tom;  but  alas! 
there  was  no  danger  at  any  moment  of  such 
a  catastrophe.  I  do,  however,  truly  ad- 
mire the  magnanimity  of  Dizzy  in  regard  to 
me.  He  is  the  only  man  I  almost  never 
spoke  of  except  with  contempt;  and  if  there 
is  anything  of  scurrility  anywhere  charge- 
able against  me,  he  is  the  subject  of  it;  and 
yet  see,  here  he  comes  with  a  pan  of  hot 
coals  for  my  guilty  head.  I  am,  on  the 
whole,  gratified  a  little  within  my  own  dark 
heart  at  this  mark  of  the  good-will  of  high 
people— Dizzy  by  no  means  the  chief  of 
them— which  has  come  to  me  now  at  the 
very  end,  when  I  can  have  the  additional 
pleasure  of  answering,  "Alas,  friends!  it  is 
of  no  use  to  me,  and  I  will  not  have  it." 
Enough,  enough!  Return  me  the  official 
letter,  and  say  nothing  about  it  beyond  the 
walls  of  your  own  house.  —  Carlylb, 
Thomas,  1875,  Letter  to  John  Carlyle,  Jan. 
1;  Thomas  Carlyk,  A  History  of  his  Life  in 
London,  ed.  Fronde,  vol.  n,  p.  369. 

His  portrait  is  everywhere,  and  even 
caricature  can  add  little  to  the  oddity  of 
this  strange  face,  with  the  piercing  eyes,  the 
long,  Semitic  nose,  the  lips  compressed  in  a 
sad  smile,  the  chin  adorned  with  a  Meph- 
istophelic  thin  and  pointed  beard.  I  hardly 
ever  spoke  to  my  English  friends  of  Dis- 
raeli in  old  times  without  hearing  him 
abused,  and  I  have  never  found  myself  in 
contact  with  him  without  finding  great 
charm  in  his  quiet  manners,  in  his  well- 
measured  and  pointed  phrases.  It  always 
seemed  to  me  that  there  was  nothing  ordin- 
ary or  vulgar  in  the  man;  he  was  different 
from  the  common  t3rpe.  I  have  heard  him 
attacked  even  for  his  excessive  politeness. 
Somebody  once  told  me  that  the  author  of 
"Lothair"  was  a  snob  and  took  a  real  de- 


light in  choosing  heroes  and  heroines  in  the 
upper  classes.  He  was  the  leader  of  the 
aristocratic  party,  and  the  aristocrats  were 
never  tired  of  saying  that  he  only  repre- 
sented them  politically,  that  he  did  not 
speak  or  move  or  act  like  the  "chosen  few." 
So  it  may  be,  but  the  man  who  has  con- 
trived, with  all  his  disabilities,  to  impose 
his  leadership  on  the  proudest  aristocracy 
of  the  world  cannot  be  an  ordinary  man. — 
Laugel,  a.,  1878,  A  French  Estimale  of 
Lord  Beacov^field,  The  Nation,  vol.  27,  p. 
209. 

With  Lord  Beaconsfield  everything  is  m 
keeping;  the  novelist  is  part  of  the  man,  and 
the  Prime  Minister  of  the  novelist.  I  can 
never  read  his  books  or  see  him  at  work  on 
the  world's  stage  without  recalling  the  Mr. 
Disraeli  of  fifty  years  ago,  as  a  contempo- 
rary depicts  him,  dressed  in  velvet  and  satin, 
his  wrists  encircled  by  ruffies,  his  hair  cun- 
ningly curled,  his  fingers  loaded  with  rings, 
an  ivory  cane  in  his  hand;  with  all  the  ex- 
terior of  a  dandy— a  dandy  of  genius;  a 
bundle  of  contradictions,  ambition  allied  to 
scepticism,  determination  hiding  itself 
under  sallies  and  paradoxes.  So  much  for 
his  person:  his  life  has  followed  suit.  A 
foreigner,  a  Jew,  he  raised  himself  from  an 
attorney's  ofiSce  to  the  peerage  of  England, 
and  the  headship  of  his  country's  govern- 
ment. The  character  of  his  policy— full  of 
theatrical  strokes,  of  new  departures,  whim- 
sical or  bold  as  the  case  may  be— is  well 
known.  In  everything  that  he  has  done, 
you  feel  the  Oriental's  teste  for  the  brilliant, 
the  adventurer's  taste  for  the  turns  of  For- 
tune's wheel,  the  parvenu's  taste  for  pomp. 
But  it  is  in  his  writings  more  than  any- 
where else  that  he  shows  himself  as  he  is: 
because  Lord  Beaconsfield  is  at  bottom  an 
artist  first  of  all.  His  old  dandyism  was  al- 
ready literary;  and  his  modem  policy  is  still 
romantic— ScHERER,  Edmond,  1880-91, 
Essays  on  English  Literature,  ir.  Saintsbury, 
p.  240. 

In  his  private  character  it  seems  to  be 
generally  admitted  that  he  was  not  only  ir- 
reproachable, but  graced  with  some  enno- 
bling qualities.  His  exemplary  devotion  to 
his  wife  has  been  referred  to  already.  And 
that  devotion  derives  additional  merit  from 
the  fact  that  it  was  lavished  on  a  wife  much 
older  than  himself,  not  strikingly  attractive, 
and  not  wedded  chiefly  in  love.  Few  men 
occupying  such  a  position  as  Lord  Beacons- 
field's  would  have  bestowed  on  such  a  wife. 
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during  their  long  years  of  married  life,  all 
the  attention  and  gallantry  of  a  youthful 
lover.  —  MacColl,  Malcolm,  1881,  Lord 
Beaeonsfield,  Contemporary  Rtoiew,  vol.  39. 
p.  1010. 

But,  He,  unwitting  youth  once  flown, 
With  England's  greatness  linked  His  own, 

And  steadfast  to  that  part, 
Held  praise  and  blame  but  fitful  sound, 
And  in  the  love  of  country  found 

Full  solace  for  Hb  heart. 
Now  in  an  Englbh  grave  He  lies: 
With  flowers  that  tell  of  English  skies 

And  mind  of  English  air, 
A  grateful  Sovereign  decks  His  bed; 
And  hither  long  with  pilgrim  tread 

Will  the  English  race  repair. 

—Austin,  Alfred,  1881,  At  his  Orave,  Con- 
temporary Review,  vol.  39,  p.  1017. 

We  knew  Mrs.  Wyndham  Lewis  long  be- 
fore she  became  Lady  Beaconsfield.  Her 
education  must  have  been  sound  and  good; 
her  mind  was  of  a  high  order;  and  it  may  be 
regarded  as  certain  that  by  her  constant 
companionship — nay,  by  her  frequent  coun- 
sel and  her  wise  advice— she  aided  largely 
in  directing  the  after-conduct  of  her  states- 
man husband,  and  so  claims  a  share  of  the 
gratitude  due  to  the  illustrious  man,  who  in 
often  consulting  her,  derogated  in  no  whit 
from  the  dignity  of  manhood,  as  First  Min- 
ister of  the  Queen  and  of  the  kingdom.  It 
is  enough  to  say  of  Lady  Beaconsfield,  that 
she  was  worthy  to  be  the  friend,  companion, 
and  counselor  of  Lord  Beaconsfield,  as  well 
as  his  wife.  She  must  have  been  a  gener- 
ous woman.  Her  splendid  diamonds  were  al- 
ways at  the  command  of  her  friends— such 
of  them  as  had  to  attend  court  or  any  state- 
balls;  and  I  know  her  to  have  given  a  dia- 
mond ring  to  Letitia  Landon— when  she 
had  known  that  the  poetess  was  in  im- 
mediate need  of  money— with  a  well-under- 
stood hint  that  there  was  no  necessity 
for  her  keeping  it.  She  was  not  only  a  hand- 
some but  a  charming  woman,  well  born  and 
nurtured,  with  manners  easy  and  self- 
possessed,  generous  and  sympathetic;  and 
if  her  second  husband  had  been  bom  in  the 
purple  she  would  in  no  way  have  discredited 
the  position  to  which  he  raised  her.  That 
when  she  became  his  wife  she  was  dearly  and 
devotedly  loved  by  her  great  statesman-hus- 
band there  is  no  doubt;  yet  the  world  might 
not  have  known  it— perhaps  would  not  have 
believed  it— for  she  was  his  elder  by  fifteen 
years,  and  he  had  long  passed  the  verge  of 
manhood.    It  was  in   March,  1838,  that 


Wyndham  Lewis  died.     In  August,  1839, 
Disraeli  married  his  widow.— Hall,  Sam- 
uel Carter,  1883,  Retrospect  of  a  Long  Ltf\ 
p.  162. 

In  private  life  he  is  said  to  have  been 
kind  and  constant  in  his  friendships,  liberal 
in  his  charities,  and  prompt  to  recognise  and 
assist  struggling  merit  wherever  his  atten- 
tion was  d&ect^  to  it.  In  general  society 
he  was  not  a  great  talker,  and  few  of  his 
witticisms  have  been  preserved  which  were 
not  uttered  on  some  public  occasion.  He 
usually  had  rather  a  preoccupied  ah*,  and 
though  he  was  a  great  admirer  of  gaiety 
and  good  spirits  in  those  who  surrounded 
him,  he  was  incapable  of  abandoning  him- 
self to  the  pleasures  of  the  moment,  what- 
ever they  might  be,  like  Lord  Derby  or 
Lord  Palmerston.  He  was  no  sportsman; 
and  though  he  records  in  his  letter  to  his 
sister  that  he  once  rode  to  hounds,  and  rode 
well,  he  seems  to  have  been  satisfied  with 
that  experience  of  the  chase.  Though  a 
naturalist  and  a  lover  of  nature  in  all  her 
forms,  he  had  neither  game  nor  gamekeepers 
at  home.  He  preferred  peacocks  to  pheas- 
ants, and  left  it  to  his  tenants  to  supply  his 
table  as  they  chose.— Kebbel,  T.E.,  1888, 
DicHonary  of  National  Biography,  vol.  xv, 
p.  116. 

It  will  be  noted  that  if  his  autobiograph- 
ical sketches  err  on  the  side  of  exaggerated 
approval  that  is  not  a  failing  to  be  traced  in 
the  critical  remarks  of  his  contemporaries. 
In  truth  an  adequate  appreciation  of  the 
force  of  Disraeli's  character,  can  be  reached 
only  after  due  appreciation  of  the  diflBcul- 
ties  by  which  his  pathway  was  surrounded. 
.  .  .  Those  familiar  with  Mr.  Disraeli  only 
in  the  closing  years  will  find  much  to  marvel 
at  in  the  disclosures  made  of  his  earlier  life 
and  manner.  In  the  days  when  he  wore  the 
black  velvet  coat  lined  with  satin,  the  pur- 
ple trousers,  the  scarlet  waistcoat,  and  the 
long  lace  rufiles,  he  appears  to  have  been 
a  youth  of  even  dazzling  personal  beauty. 
Handsome  youths  not  infrequently  de- 
velop into  comely  old  men.  But  Lord 
Beaconsfield's  face  in  old  age  could  cer- 
tainly not  be  called  handsome.  Of  his  once 
luxurious  curling  locks  there  remamed  a 
carefully-nurtured  residue  singulariy  black 
in  hue.  To  the  last  he  wore  the  single  curl 
drooping  over  his  forehead.  He  had  aban- 
doned all  foppery  of  dress,  though  on  fine 
spring  days,  as  already  noted,  he  liked 
to  wear  lavender  kid  gloves.     Unlike  Mr. 
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Gladstone,  who  regularly  greets  the  summer 
array  in  a  white  hat,  a  light  tweed  suit,  and 
a  blue  necktie,  Lord  Beaconsfield  was  ever 
floberly  attired,  the  cut  of  his  clothes  sug- 
gesting rather  the  efforts  of  Hughenden  art 
than  the  triumphs  of  Bond  Street.  He  al- 
ways wore  a  frock  coat,  and  in  the  House  of 
Commons*  had  a  curious  little  habit,  when 
he  sat  down,  of  carefully  arranging  the  sldrt 
over  his  legs.  Then  he  crossed  his  knees, 
folded  his  arms,  and,  with  head  hung  down, 
sat  for  hours  apparently  immobile,  but,  as 
was  shown  when  occasion  arose,  watchful 
and  wary.  Of  his  good  looks  ^here  were  left 
a  pair  of  eyes  remarkably  luminous  for  one 
of  his  age,  and  plump,  small,  well-shaped 
white  hands,  of  which  he  was  pardonably 
proud.— Lucy,  Henry  W.,  1889,  Mr.  DU- 
Toeli  Tempk  Bar,  vol  86,  pp.  61,  63. 

The  professed  creed  of  Disraeli  was  that 
of  a  "complete  Jew,"  that  is  to  say,  he  be- 
lieved in  "Him  that  had  come;"  and  "did 
not  look  for  another."  To  use  his  own 
words,  he  "believed  in  Calvary,  as  well  as 
Sinai."— Frasbr,  Sir  William,  1891,  Dit- 
raeli  and  his  Day. 

There  was  not  an  English  drop  of  blood  in 
his  veins,  nor  an  Englbh  taste  or  senti- 
ment or  feeling  in  his  nature.  He  was  for; 
eign,  not  only  in  race  and  religion,  but  in 
character  and  intellect  and  feature  and 
manner,  to  the  great  people  whom  he  ruled. 
Mazarin  himself  was  not  a  parallel,  for 
though  he  rose  from  an  obscurer  origin  and, 
though  an  Italian,  came  to  govern  France, 
he  at  least  was  one  in  creed  with  the  na- 
tion he  controlled.  But  no  one  imagined 
that  Disraeli  believed,  although  he  con- 
formed. He  was  initiated  into  the  Jewish 
•conmiunion  in  the  ordinary  way  when  he 
was  eight  days  old,  and  through  life  he  con- 
stantly avowed,  in  speech  and  writing,  his 
sympathy  for  the  people  from  whom  he 
iiprang  and  the  faith  in  which  he  was  born. 
He  was  baptized  with  his  father's  family  in 
his  youth,  but  he  remained  a  circumcised 
Jew  to  the  last,  as  alien  to  Christianity  as  to 
England.  More  even  than  this,  his  personal 
peculiarities  were  those  most  offensive  to 
the  English  of  every  grade.  The  flashy 
Brummagem  Hebrew  had  nothing  in  com- 
mon with  the  solid,  substantial  Briton.  In 
his  youth  he  was  gaudy  in  dress,  pert  in 
language,  forward  and  conceited  in  man- 
ner; he  always  loved  display  and  parade, 
and  was  showy  in  politics  and  meretricious 
in  everything.    Worse  still,  he  was  false  to 


his  early  friends;  he  turned  on  his  first 
political  leader;  he  deserted  the  party  that 
had  brought  him  mto  public  life,  and  be- 
trayed the  principles  of  the  other  to  which 
he  turned.  Yet  he  remained  the  idol  of 
those  whom  he  duped;  he  brought  the  aris- 
tocracy that  he  satirized  to  his  feet;  the  de- 
spised plebeian  forced  Cecils  and  Stanleys 
to  do  his  bidding,  and,  long  an  object  of 
aversion  to  the  queen,  he  finally  compelled 
her  to  become  his  disciple  and  then  con- 
ferred on  her  a  newer  title  and  what  she 
thought  a  grander  crown.— Badeau,  Adam, 
1893,  Lord  Beaconsfield,  The  Cosmopolitan; 
vol.  14,  p.  502. 

What  a  wonder,  then,  that  to  Disraeli,  a 
romanticist  in  statecraft,  an  idealist  in 
politics,  and  a  Provencal  in  sentiment,  his 
chivakous  regard  for  the  sex  should  have 
taken  a  deeper  complexion  when  the  per- 
sonage was  not  only  a  woman  but  a  queen? 
In  trifles  Disraeli  never  forgot  the  sex  of  the 
sovereign.  In  great  affairs  he  never  ap- 
peared to  remember  it.  To  this  extent  the 
charge  of  flattery  brought  against  him  may 
be  tnie.  He  approached  the  Queen  with 
the  supreme  tact  of  a  man  of  the  world, 
than  which  no  form  of  flattery  can  be  more 
affective  and  more  dangerous.  So  far  the 
indictment  against  hun  may  be  upheld. 
The  word  "subservience"  is  the  translation 
of  this  simple  fact  into  the  language  of 
political  malice.— Brett,  Reginald  B., 
1896,  The  Yoke  of  Empire,  p.  138. 

Yet  after  a  great  defeat,  after  a  year  of 
rayless  seclusion,  and  fourteen  years  of 
absence  altogether  from  this  changing  world. 
Lord  Beaconsfield  retains  a  hold  upon  the 
popular  mind  which  has  scarcely  relaxed 
since  its  unsuspected  strength  was  revealed 
at  his  death.  To  some  that  may  appear  an 
exaggerated  statement,  but  I  believe  it 
wodd  bear  any  test  that  could  be  applied 
to  it.  Test  is  difficult— the  dead  do  not  re- 
turn; but  let  us  imagine  a  pageant  in  the 
Queen's  honour— 20th  June  of  this  royal 
year— in  which  the  greater  of  her  old  de- 
parted servants  shodd  rise  and  take  part 
with  these  others  of  to-day— all  in  their 
robes  of  State.  It  is  not  pretended  that 
Lord  Beaconsfield  would  make  the  first 
figure  in  that  noble  procession— (the  Great 
Duke!  what  in  these  days  would  the  si^ht 
be  worth  of  that  "good  grey  head"  movmg 
with  the  rest  under  the  dome  of  St.  Paul's!) 
—but  who  believes  that  he  would  pass  with 
less  acclaim  or  less  regret  than  attended  his 
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last  days  with  us?— Greenwood,  Freder- 
ick, 1897,  DuTodi  Vindicated,  Bhekwood'i 
Magazine,  vol.  161,  p.  426. 

Those  who  had  observed  his  course  from 
the  beginning  gave  him  no  credit  for  settled 
convictions  upon  any  subject,  except  the 
honour  and  interest  of  the  race  from  which 
he  had  sprung;  and  his  books,  in  which  there 
was  much  glitter  and  tinsel,  but  little  solid 
or  genuine  matter,  confirmed  that  impres- 
sion. He  seemed  to  be  an  actor,  in  a  mask 
which  he  never  took  off.  He  had  courage, 
audacity,  temper,  patience,  and  an  indom- 
itable wUl;  and  by  these  qualities,  and  a 
study  of  men,  too  cynical  to  be  deep,  but 
useful  for  party  management,  he  estab- 
lished his  position.  He  had  also  a  certain 
magnanimity,  which  made  him  generally 
impassive  and  unruffled,  even  when  success- 
fully attacked,  and  free  from  idl  appear- 
ance of  ill-will  or  resentment  against  those 
who  attacked  him;  a  hard  Utter  himself 
whenever  it  suited  his  purpose,  he  could 
take  hard  blows,  as  nothing  more  than  the 
regular  practice  of  the  game.  He  seems  to 
have  drawn  his  own  portrait,  when  he  said 
of  Sidonia:.  ''It  was  impossible  to  pene- 
trate him.  Though  unreserved  in  his  man- 
ner, his  frankness  was  strictly  limited  to  the 
surface.  He  observed  ever]rthing,  thought 
ever,  but  avoided  serious  discussion.  If 
you  pressed  him  for  an  opinion,  he  took 
refuge  in  raillery,  or  threw  out  some  grave 
paradox,  with  which  it  was  not  easy  to 
cope."  Lord  Beaconsfield  was  a  man  of 
genius,  certainly;  those  of  his  writings 
which  have  most  the  appearance  of  serious- 
ness leave  the  impression  that  he  was  more 
Radical  than  Conservative,  with  a  strong 
sense  of  the  hoUowness  of  the  politics  of  his 
time.  As  an  orator,  he  was  greatest  when 
least  serious;  no  man  excell^  him  in  the 
satirical  vein.  But  his  graver  efforts  were 
turgid  and  artificial;  wrapping  up  the 
absence  of  much  definite  meaning  in  pon- 
derous words.  Even  in  private  he  did  not 
seem  (to  observers  like  myself,  who  seldom 
met  him)  to  talk  naturally.  The  one  really 
great  work  of  his  life  was  to  raise  his  own 
race  to  a  footing  of  fuller  social  and  political 
equality  in  this  country  with  their  fellow- 
citizens;  obliterating  the  last  remnants  of  a 
state  of  feding  towards  them,  which  had 
formerly  been  productive  of  much  wrong. — 
Palmer,  Roundell  (Earl  of  Selborne), 
1898,  Memoriah,  Part  II.,  Personal  and 
Political,  vol.  I,  p.  478. 


Gracious  is  the  only  word  which  I  can 
apply  to  his  manner  to  those  around  him, 
and  it  had  a  fascination  over  them  which  I 
could  perfectly  understand,  and  I  could 
easily  comprehend  that  he  should  have  a 
surrounding  of  devotees.  The  serene,  ab- 
solute self-confidence  he  evidently  felt 
was  of  a  nature  to  inspire  a  corresponding 
confidence  in  his  followers.  It  was  an  in- 
teresting display  of  the  power  of  a  magnetic 
nature,  and  save  me  a  higher  idea  of  the 
man  than  afi  his  writings  had  given  or 
could  give.  For  his  intellectual  powers  and 
their  printed  results  I  never  had  a  high 
opinion,  but  his  was  one  of  the  most  in- 
teresting and  remarkable  personalities  I 
ever  encountered.~STiLLMAN,  William 
jAifES,  1901,  The  Autobiography  of  a  Joum- 
aliet,  vol.  ii,  p.  498. 

History  will  not  leave  him  without  a 
meed  of  admiration.  When  all  possible  ex- 
planations of  his  success  have  oeen  given, 
what  a  wonderful  careerl  An  adventurer 
foreign  in  race,  in  ideas,  in  temper,  without 
money  or  family  connections,  climbs,  by 
patient  and  unaided  efforts,  to  lead  a  great 
party,  master  a  powerful  aristocracy,  sway 
a  vast  empire,  and  make  himself  one  of  the 
four  or  five  greatest  personal  forces  in  the 
world.  His  head  is  not  turned  by  his  eleva^ 
tion.  He  never  becomes  a  demagogue;  he 
never  stoops  to  beguile  the  multitude  by 
appealing  to  sordid  instincts.  He  retains 
through  life  a  certain  amplitude  of  view,  a 
due  sense  of  the  dignity  of  his  position,  a 
due  regard  for  the  traditions  of  the  ancient 
assembly  which  he  leads,  and  when  at  last 
the  destinies  of  England  fall  into  his  hands, 
he  feels  the  grandeur  of  the  charge  and 
seeks  to  secure  what  he  believes  to  be  her 
imperial  place  in  the  world.  Whatever 
judgment  history  may  ultimately  pass  upon 
him,  she  will  find  in  the  long  annals  of  the 
English  Parliament  no  more  striking  figure. 
— Brtce,  James,  1903,  Studiee  in  Contem- 
porary Biography,  p.  68. 

ORATORY  AND  SPEECHES 

Mr.  Disraeli's  appearance  and  manner, 
were  very  singular.  His  dress  also  was 
peculiar:  it  had  much  of  a  theatrical  aspect. 
His  black  hair  was  long  and  flowing,  and  he 
had  a  most  ample  crop  of  it.  His  gestur^ 
were  abundant:  he  often  appeared  as  if 
trying  with  what  celerity  he  could  move  his 
body  from  one  side  to  another,  and  throw 
his  hands  out  and  draw  them  in  again.  At 
other  times  he  flourished  one  hand  before 
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his  face,  and  then  the  other.  His  voice,  too, 
is  of  a  very  unusual  kind :  it  is  powerful,  and 
had  every  justice  done  to  it  in  the  way  of 
exercise;  but  there  is  something  peculiar  in 
it  which  I  am  at  a  loss  to  characterise.  His 
utterance  is  rapid,  and  he  never  seems  at  a 
loss  for  words.  On  the  whole,  and  notwith- 
standing the  result  of  his  first  attempt,  I  am 
convinced  he  is  a  man  who  possesses  many 
of  the  requisites  of  a  good  debater.  That  he 
is  a  man  of  great  literary  talent,  few  will  dis- 
pute.—Grant,  James,  1838,  Random  RecoU 
kctiont  of  the  Lords  and  Commons,  Second 
Series,  vol.  n,  p.  335. 

D'Israeli  made  a  beautiful  speech  last 
night  on  moving  certain  resolutions  declara- 
tory of  the  unequal  burthens  on  land.  Noth- 
ing could  be  more  eloquent,  and,  what  is  more 
rare  in  his  speeches,  more  temperate  and 
conciliatory.  It  consequently  produced 
more  solid  effect  than  his  more  jeering  and 
«mar<  effusions.— Greville,  Henrt,  1849, 
Leaves  from  His  Diary,  March  9;  ed.  EnfieU, 
p.  325. 

D'Israeli  is  not  a  very  eloquent  or  grace- 
ful speaker.  There  seems  such  an  affluence 
of  thought,  he  hesitates  in  the  choice  of 
words.— LeVert,  Ociavia  WAi;roN,  1853, 
Souvenirs  of  Travel,  vol.  i,  p.  47. 

That  Mr.  Disraeli  is  a  great  orator  few 
will  deny.  It  is  perhaps  premature  to  as- 
sign him  place  with  any  of  our  most  re- 
nowned classical  speakers;  and  indeed  this 
would  be  a  difficult  task,  since  his  style  both 
of  thought  and  delivery  are  quite  original, 
and  partake  so  much  of  the  idiosyncrasy  of 
the  man,  that  there  are  few  like  him  in  our 
great  mass  of  English  statesmen  who  are 
deservedly  regarded  as  models  in  the 
forensic  art.— Mill,  John,  1863,  Disraeli,  the 
Author,  Orator  and  Statesman,  p.  237. 

It  was  curious  to  see  the  immediate 
change  from  a  negligent,  impatient  posture 
in  the  House,  to  one  of  great  eagerness  at 
the  first  sound  of  Bright's  voice;  an  eager- 
ness which  only  Disraeli's  impenetrable 
face  was  wholly  free  from.  No  man  ever 
succeeded  better  than  he  does  in  the  as- 
sumption of  utter  insensibility.  While 
Bright  flung  his  taunts  at  him  not  a  muscle 
moved;  there  he  sat  with  his  lower  jaw 
dropped,  and  his  eyes  glassy  and  stiff; 
maintaining  the  same  listless  look  when  he 
was  described  as  ''issuing  flash  political 
notes  which  would  not  pass  at  the  bank, 
however  they  imposed  upon  the  inex- 
perienced;" and  when  he  was  pointed  at 


by  Bright's  finger,  directing  the  attention  of 
the  House  to  his  attitude,  "Look  at  the 
right  honourable  gentleman,  the  Chan- 
cellor of  the  Exchequer— look  at  him!  Is 
he  not  a  marvel  of  cleverness  to  have  led 
that  party  so  long  and  to  mislead  it  at  last, 
as  he  is  doing  now?"  All  eyes  following 
this,  with  a  great  deal  of  laughing,  had  no 
effect  in  stirring  the  Sphinx  outwardly, 
and  I  don't  thii^  so  much  as  an  eyelash 
gave  way.  It  is  this  dead  calm  which 
lashes  Gladstone  into  such  passionate 
vehemence  when  he  attacks  Dizzy.  It  is 
certain  that  Disraeli  rose  with  the  feeling . 
of  the  House  against  him;  but  the  wonder- 
ful dexterity,  uie  wit,  the  exquisite  pleas- 
antry, and  the  excellent  temper  of  his 
speech  turned  it  quite  roimd  to  him  and 
saved  the  Ministry.— Pollock,  Lady, 
1867,  To  Henry  Taylor,  March  29;  Carre- 
spondenee  of  Henry  Taylor,  ed.  Dowden, 
p.  275. 

It  is  difficult  to  determine  whether  Mr. 
Disraeli's  work  (looked  at  merely  horn  a 
critical  and  literary  point  of  view)  is  to  be 
found  in  his  speeches  or  in  his  books — 
whether  he  is  a  writer  who  has  accidentally 
turned  speaker,  or  a  speaker  who  has  acci- 
dentally turned  writer.  I  have  never  greatly 
admired  the  early  Protectionist  speeches  in 
which  he  assailed  Sir  Robert:  they  are 
splendidly  impertinent  and  audacious,  and 
we  know  that  Sir  Robert  did  not  like  them; 
but  the  mvective  is  laboured,  and  the  irony 
is  not  incisive  but  simply  savage.  The 
picture  altogether  is  as  black  as  one  of 
Rembrandt's  etchings;  the  delicate  tints, 
the  natural  play  of  light  and  shadow  having 
been  omitted.  There  are  many  scenes 
and  dialogues  and  characters  in  the  novels 
that  are  vastly  superior  to  this  portrait 
of  Sir  Robert,  much  as  it  was  applauded 
in  its  day;  but  I  do  not  think  there  is  any- 
thing, even  in  "Coningsby,"  quite  equal  to 
the  airy  quizzing,  the  refined  and  brilliant 
chaff,  the  gentlemanly  and  good-humoured 
banter  of  Lord  Palmerston,  Lord  John  Rus- 
sell, Sir  Charles  Wood,  and  other  House  of 
Commons  men  whose  names  are  passing 
away,  which  is  to  be  found  in  Mr.  Disraeli's 
later  speeches.  Caricatures  more  or  less 
no  doubt,  but  caricatures  by  a  man  who 
has  a  naturally  fine  eye  for  the  nicest  traits 
of  character.  They  are  wonderfully  true, 
and  yet  to  some  extent  ideal,  like  the 
cartoons  that  Richard  Doyle  used  to 
contribute  in  the  old  days  of  Punch.    Let 
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any  idle  admirer  of  Mr.  Disraeli  col- 
lect the  lightly-touched,  wittily-conceived 
aketches  which  may  be  gleaned  from  the 
speeches  delivered  by  the  leader  of  the  op- 
position between  1848  and  1858,  and  he  will 
bring  together  a  striking  gallery  of  his- 
toric^ portraits,  far  more  true  to  the  life 
than  historical  portraits  conunonly  are. 
— Skelton,  John,  1870,  Mr.  DisraeW$ 
Loihair,  Fraufz  Magazine^  vol.  81,  p.  793. 

All  the  world  is  familiar  with  the  sar- 
casms of  Disraeli  (Lord  Beaconsfield);  his 
hits  at  Peel  as  one  who  had  "caught  the 
Whigs  bathing,  and  run  away  with  their 
clothes," — ^as  a  politician  who  had  always 
"traded  on  the  ideas  of  others,  whose  life 
had  been  one  huge  appropriation  clause," 
etc.  Wit  is  not  merely  the  handmaid  of 
the  Premier's  genius;  it  is  the  right  arm  of 
his  power.  Much  of  its  point  is  due  to  his 
by-play,'to  the  subtle  modulations  of  his 
voice,  his  peculiar  shrug,  and  the  air  of  icy 
coolness  and  indifference  with  which  he 
utters  his  sneers  and  sarcasms.  Nothing 
can  be  more  polished  than  his  irony;  it  is 
the  steeled  hand  in  the  silken  glove.  Yet, 
on  account  of  its  personality  and  vindic- 
tiveness,  it  cannot  be  commended  for  imi- 
tation. As  it  has  been  well  said,  the  adder 
lurks  under  the  rose-leaves  of  lus  rhetoric; 
the  golden  arrows  are  tipped  with  poison.— 
Mathews,  William,  1878,  Oratory  and 
Orators,  p.  123. 

Last  of  all  Lord  Beaconsfield  came  also 
....  The  whole  hall  rises  for  him 
the  applause  is  deafening;  the  greeting  such 
as  he  is  rightly  proud  of.  It  was  a  common 
remark  that  Lord  Beaconsfield  was  looking 
uncommonly  well.  So  he  was;  so  long  as 
he  thought  people  were  looking  at  him. 
The  condition  of  thb  great  man's  health 
is  an  affair  of  state,  and  is  discussed  very 
much  as  Louis  XIV's  bodily  welfare  was 
discussed  when  he  changed  his  shirts  in 
public.  Lord  Beaconsfield  does  not  change 
his  shirts  in  public.  He  finds  it  less  em- 
barrassing to  effect  from  time  to  time  an 
exchange  of  what  are  sometimes  called  his 
principles.  He  has,  however,  his  physical 
peculiarities,  and  one  who  sees  him  from 
time  to  time  is  able  to  guess  near  enough 
at  his  actual  health.  When  he  made  his 
entry  into  the  Library  of  the  Guildhall,  I 
stood  near  the  door.  I  could  see  him  pull 
together  and  compose  the  muscles  of  his 
face  till  the  desired  expression  was  attained. 
All  resemblances,  says  a  great  physiog- 


nomist, lie  in  the  eyes  and  mouth.  Indi- 
vidual expression  lies  there  too,  and  the 
brief  space  during  which  Lord  Beacons- 
field was  advancing  up  the  aisle  was  not  too 
brief  for  a  good  look  at  these  features. 
They  quite  confirmed  the  good  reports 
from  Hatfield  which  I  recently  mentioned. 
A  strange  fire  burned  in  his  eyes.  The  jaw 
and  lips  were  set  fast.  For  those  two  min- 
utes no  man's  face  was  more  full  of  energy, 
no  step  firmer  than  his,  septuagenarian  as 
he  is,  with  four  years  added  to  the  seventy. 
He  wore  his  Windsor  uniform  of  dark  blue 
with  embroideries  in  gold,  with  pendent 
sword,  and  on  his  breast  that  matchless  and 
priceless  star  of  diamonds  inclosing  the  ruby 
cross  of  the  Garter  which  fills  idl  meaner 
breasts  with  envy.  .  .  .  Later  in  the 
evening  Lord  Beaconsfield  paid  Sir  Stafford 
Northcote  the  compliment  of  supposing 
that  his  speech  on  finance  was  occupying 
the  attention  of  the  audience.  He  leaned 
back  in  his  chair,  his  mask  slipped  off  for  a 
moment,  the  light  from  the  great  chande- 
lier above  streamed  full  on  his  face,  and 
you  saw  what  he  was  like  when  not  posing 
for  the  gallery.  The  cheeks  grew  hollow, 
the  tint  of  his  skin  waxlike,  the  cavernous 
jaws  fell  slightly  apart,  the  carefully  trained 
curls  on  the  left  brow  slid  out  of  place,  the 
fire  sank  low  in  his  eyes,  the  whole  face  aged 
painfully  in  a  minute.  If  ever  a  human 
countenance  looked  weary  and  bored  and 
scornful.  Lord  Beaconsfield's  was  that 
countenance  at  that  moment.-— Sbiallet, 
George  W.,  187&-91,  Lord  Beaeomfield 
a$  Seen  at  OuildhaU  Banpiet^  Nov.  11; 
London  Letters  and  Some  OtherSf  vol.  i,  pp. 
55,  59. 

The  secret  of  his  political  success  is  to  be 
found  in  his  gifts  as  House  of  Commons 
orator,  and  it  is  as  severe  a  reflection  upon 
the  English  system  of  Government  as  could 
be  made  that  these  gifts  should  have  suf- 
ficed to  enable  their  possessor  to  have  a 
large  share  in  the  Government  of  an  empire 
like  England  during  the  greater  portion  of 
his  life.  We  do  not  mean  at  all  to  under- 
rate his  gifts.  The  author  of  the  '' Polit- 
ical Adventiires"  refers  to  his  rhetorical 
faculty  with  contempt;  but  it  is  by  no 
means  a  contemptible  faculty.  His  serious 
phrases  are  open  to  reproach  that  they  are 
not  sincere.  Not  so,  however,  with  his 
invective,  his  satire,  his  irony,  his  humour, 
and  his  wit.  These  are  all  genuine.  These 
are  the  weapons  which  have  made  him  the 
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invaluable  ally,  and  finally  the  leader,  of 
the  Conservative  party  in  the  House  of 
Commons.  —  Sedgwick,  A.  G.,  1880, 
Brandes's  Beaconsfield,  The  Nation^  vol. 
30,  p.  421. 

His  great  triumphs  were  in  his  briefest 
speeches,  spurts  of  twenty  minutes'  length, 
fuU  of  point  and  sparkle.  In  order  to  make 
a  speech  of  two  hours  in  length,  a  man  must 
needs  have  a  certain  proportion  of  facts  to 
work  upon.  Mr.  Disraeli  never  displayed 
a  constitutional  liking  for  facts,  and  when 
of  occasional  necessity  he  came  to  handle 
them,  it  was  not  with  a  master-hand.  In 
proportion  as  he  was  permitted  to  disre- 
gard facts,  or  even  to  distort  them,  so  was 
he  successful  in  dealing  with  them.  But  if 
he  could  get  away  altogether  from  this  hard 
ground,  giving  full  run  to  his  fancy  and  wit, 
he  was  at  his  happiest,  and  was  the  cause 
of  the  greatest  happiness  in  others. — 
Lucy,  Henry  W.,  1882,  Olimp9e$  of  Oreat 
Britons,  Harpefi  Magazine,  vol.  65,  p.  168. 

As  an  orator  Lord  Beaconsfield  did  not 
greatly  shine.  Indeed,  in  the  highest 
sense  of  the  word,  he  was  no  orator.  He 
lacked  ease  and  fluency.  He  had  no  turn 
for  the  lucid  exposition  of  complicated 
facts,  nor  for  the  conduct  of  a  close  and  co- 
gent argument.  Sustained  and  fiery  decla- 
mation was  not  in  his  way.  And  least  of  all 
had  he  that  truest  index  of  genuine  elo- 
quence, the  power  of  touching  the  emo- 
tions. He  could  not  make  his  hearers 
weep,  but  he  could  make  them  laugh;  he 
could  put  them  in  good  humour  with  them- 
selves; he  could  dazzle  them  with  brilliant 
rhetoric,  and  he  could  pour  upon  an  op- 
ponent streams  of  ridicule  and  scorn  more 
effective  than  the  hottest  indignation. 
When  he  sought  to  be  profound  or  solemn, 
he  was  usually  heavy  and  labored.  For 
wealth  of  thought  or  splendor  of  language 
his  speeches  w£u  not  bear  for  a  moment  to 
be  compared— I  will  not  say  with  Burke's, 
but  with  those  of  three  or  four  of  his  own  con- 
temporaries. Even  in  his  own  party,  Lord 
Derby,  Lord  EUenborough.and  Lord  Cairns 
surpassed  him.  .  .  .  What  he  wanted 
in  eloquence  he  more  than  made  up  for  by 
tacticsd  adroitness.  No  more  consum- 
mate parliamentary  strategist  has  been 
seen  in  England.  He  had  studied  the 
House  of  Commons  till  he  knew  it  as  a 
player  knows  his  instrument.  —  Brycb, 
James,  1882,  Lord  Beaconsfield,  Century 
Magazine,  vol.  23,  pp.  739,  740. 


STATESMAN 

He  was  the  best  representative  whom 
the  "Republic  of  Letters"  ever  had  in 
Parliament,  for  he  made  his  way  by  talents 
—especially  by  a  fascination  of  words — 
essentially  literary.  And  on  the  other 
hand,  though  he  charmed  Parliament,  he 
never  did  anything  more:  he  had  no  in- 
fluence with  the  country;  such  a  vast  power 
over  Englishmen  as  has  been  possessed  by 
Lord  Palmerston  and  by  Mr.  Gladstone 
was  out  of  his  way  altogether.  Between 
Mr.  Disraeli  and  common  Englishmen 
there  was  too  broad  a  gulf,  too  ^at  a  differ- 
ence; he  was  simply  unintelligible  to  them. 
"Ten  mUes  from  London,"  to  use  the  old 
phrase,  there  is  scarcely  any  real  concep- 
tion of  him.  His  mode  of  regarding  par- 
liamentary proceedings  as  a  play  and  a 
game  is  incomprehensible  to  the  simple 
and  earnest  English  nature.  Perhaps  he 
has  gained  more  than  he  has  lost  by  the 
Enghish  not  understanding  him;  at  any 
rate,  the  fact  remains  that  the  special  in- 
fluence of  this  great  gladiator  never  passed 
the  walls  of  the  amphitheater. — Bagehot, 
Walter,  1876,  Mr.  Disraeli  as  a  Member 
of  the  House  of  Commons,  Works,  ed.  Mor- 
gan, vol.  m,'  p.  450. 

His  premiership,  like  his  early  public 
career,  has  been  a  political  romance.  Who 
else,  in  all  the  long  row  of  British  states- 
manship, would  have  produced  such 
startling  surprises,  such  scenic  effects,  such 
audacious  transformations?  To  purchase 
a  controlling  share  in  the  Suez  Canal,  to 
hail  the  Queen  as  Empress  of  India,  to  send 
the  fleet  into  the  waters  of  Constantinople, 
to  acquire  Cyprus,  were  acts  of  daring, 
which  only  a  courageous  and  self-confldent 
spirit,  fond  of  striking  displays  of  power, 
could  have  successfully  executed.— Towlb, 
George  Makepeace,  1878,  Beaeonsfi£ld, 
p.  115. 

That  whole  character  is  complete  in  its 
selfishness,  that  whole  career  is  uniform  in 
its  dishonesty.  Throughout  his  whole  life 
I  do  not  find  even  on  a  single  occasion  a 
generous  emotion,  one  self-sacrificing  act, 
a  moment  of  sincere  conviction — except 
that  of  the  almighty  perfection  of  himself. 
I  find  him  uniform  in  all  his  dealings  with 
his  fellow  man,  and  behind  every  word  he 
utters  I  can  only  see  the  ever-vigilant  cus- 
todian of  his  own  interests.  And  it  is  this 
perfect  uniformity  in  his  character  and 
career  that  most  estranges  me.    .    .    . 
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Lord  BeacoDsfield  is  the  same  from  the 
begmning;  as  he  is  in  old  age,  as  he  was  in 
middle  age,  so  he  was  in  youth.  His 
maturity  without  virtue  is  the  natural 
sequel  to  his  youth  without  generous  illus- 
ions. There  is  throughout  the  same  selfish- 
ness—cahn,  patient,  unhasting,  unresting. 
Such  a  man  the  myriads  of  this  mighty 
Empire  accept  as  chief  ruler;  for  such  a 
man  millions  of  pure  hearts  beat  with  gen- 
uine emotion;  to  such  a  man  it  is  given  to 
sway  by  his  single  will  your  fortunes  and 
mine,  and  even  those  of  the  countless  gen- 
erations yet  to  come.  Which  shall  a  near 
posterity  most  wonder  at — ^the  audacity  of 
the  impostor,  or  the  blindness  of  the  dupe? 
— ^the  immensity  of  the  worship,  or  tne 
pettiness  of  the  idol?— O'Connor,  Thomas 
Powisi,  1879,  Lofd  Beacontfield,  A  Biog- 
raphy, p.  674. 

Speaking  generally,  an  imaginative  man 
is  a  magnanimous  man;  for  the  larger 
vision  of  the  poet  is  incompatible  with 
parochial  pettiness.  This  was  eminently 
the  case  with  DisraeU;  his  temper  was 
sweet,  and  he  was  neither  spiteful  nor 
malignant.  Yet,  men  who  were  too  dense 
and  stupid  to  meet  him  in  fair  fight  were 
always  harping,  parrot-like,  on  his  vin- 
dictiveness.  The  fine  edge  of  his  intellect 
scared  them,  and  they  ran  away  exclaiming 
that  the  blow  which  they  could  not  turn 
was  foul.  But  what  candid  friend,  with 
the  best  intentions,  has  succeeded  in  pro- 
ducing any  specific  act  of  meanness  or  base- 
ness? He  hit  hard;  there  were  times  when 
he  asked  no  quarter  and  gave  none;  but 
still,  upon  the  whole,  he  was  a  magnani- 
mous foe,  who  fought  above-board,  who 
looked  his  enemy  in  the  face,  who  was  not 
treacherous.  ''He  never  feared  the  face 
of  man;"  and  there  are  no  traces  in  any 
part  of  his  career  of  the  tricks  to  which  the 
coward  resorts.— Skbufon,  John,  1881,  A 
Last  Ward  on  Disraeli,  CorUemporary  Retiew, 
vol  39,  p.  978. 

On  the  19th  April,  1881,  the  mischievous 
and  evil-minded  fortune  which  had  perse- 
cuted the  Tories  sent  a  crowning  blow, 
and  Lord  Beaconsfield  passed  away.  From 
that  hour  to  this  there  has  hardly  been  a 
Tory  in  or  out  of  Parliament,  high  or  low, 
rich  or  poor,  who,  observing  at  any  par- 
ticular moment  the  political  situation,  has 
not  exclaimed,  muttered,  or  thought,  "Oh, 
if  Lord  Beaconsfield  were  alive!"  This  is 
really  the   proudest   monument   to   the 


departed  leader,  more  enduring  than  the 
bronze  on  Abbey  Green.  This  is  the 
truest  testimony  of  his  inestimable  value 
to  the  party  who  for  so  long  jeered,  feared, 
flouted,  followed,  and  following  at  the 
last  greatiy  loved.  This,  too,  is  the  criti- 
cism pointed  and  unanswerable  at  the 
conduct  of  affairs  since  his  death,  which  no 
amount  of  memorials  of  confidence,  no 
number  of  dinners  in  Pall  Mall,  no  repeti- 
tions, however  frequent,  of  gushing  em- 
braces between  the  lord  and  the  com- 
moner, can  meet,  modify,  or  gainsay.— 
Churchill,  Randolph  S.  Lord,  1883, 
Elijahs  Manik,  Fortnightly  Review,  voL 
39,  p.  614. 

Keen  must  be  the  critical  faculty  which 
nicely  discerns  where  the  novelist  ended  and 
the  statesman  began  in  Benjamin  Dis- 
raeli.—Birrell,  Augustine,  1884,  Obiter 
Dieia,  First  Series,  p.  2. 

Was  he  a  great  statesman?  Not  as  I 
understand  the  term.  There  is  only  one 
measure  of  the  first  rank  associated  with 
his  name,  the  Reform  Act  of  1867,  and  in 
passing  this  he  committed  the  very  offence 
he  charged  upon  Sir  Robert  Peel,  that  is, 
he  "found  the  Whigs  bathing,  and  stole 
their  clothes."  In  matters  of  foreign 
policy  he  acquired  a  reputation  for  energy 
and  brilliancy  but  acted  more  from  hap- 
hazard than  from  deliberate  method.  He 
deified  the  lust  of  empire,  and  created  the 
accursed  spirit  of  Jingoism.  It  was  as  a 
party  leader  that  he  most  shone,  for  he  led 
the  Tories  through  the  wilderness  and 
brought  them  out  into  the  promised  land. 
When  he  waxed  grandiloquent  about  the 
constitution  and  the  monarchy,  it  was  not 
that  these  were  really  the  apple  of  his  eye, 
but  they  furnished  opportunity  for  the  use 
of  sounding  phrases  and  elaborate  rhetoric. 
Probably  no  public  man  was  ever  guilty 
of  so  many  subterfuges  and  tergiversations. 
When  uttering  his  misrepresentations  his 
coolness  was  superbly  unique.  Although 
he  wielded  an  immense  personal  power 
over  thousands  of  Englishmen,  there  never 
was  a  statesman  who  had  less  in  himself 
of  what  was  truly  English.— Smith, 
George  Barnett,  1886,  The  Prime  Min-- 
isters  of  Queen  Victoria,  p.  330. 

An  aggregate  of  atoms  b  not  a  nation, 
which  is  rather  an  organic  union  and  com- 
munion of  individuals.  Such,  in  brief,  was 
also  the  political  creed  of  Disraeli,  who  de- 
sired nothing  more  than  the  reconciliation 
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of  new  ideas  with  ancient  institutions 
through  growth  rather  than  through  revo- 
lution, and  the  permanent  defence  of  a 
constitution  which  is  in  fact  the  English 
character,  expressed  through  the  modula- 
tions of  the  national  voice,  and  not  by  the 
shouts  of  numerical  majorities.  Faith, 
freedom,  industry,  and  order :  these  are  the 
great  elements  which  make  and  keep  a 
nation  great,  and  these  elements  ^mSL  be 
found  always  and  eloquently  present  in  the 
prophetic  pronouncements  of  Disraeli. — 
SiCHEL,  Walter,  1902,  The  Prophecies  of 
Disraeli,  The  Nineteenth  CeTUury,  vol.  52, 
p.  124. 

VIVIAN  GREY 
1826-27 
Murray  was  much  pleased  with  the  philip 
[sic]  at  young  D'Israeli  in  the  "Noctes" 
a  month  or  two  ago.  This  fellow  has 
humbugged  him  most  completely.  After 
the  tricks  of  which  he  has  been  guilty, 
he  will  scarcely  dare  show  his  face  in 
London  again  for  some  time.  You  are 
aware,  I  dare  say,  that  "Vivian  Grey" 
was  palmed  off  upon  Colbum  by  Mrs. 
Austin,  the  wife  of  the  Honourable  Mr. 
Warde's  [sic]  lawyer,  as  the  production  of 
the  author  of  "Tremaine!"  and  upon  this 
understanding  Colbum  gave  three  times  as 
much  as  he  would  otherwise  have  done.— 
Watts,  Alaric  A.,  1826,  Letter  to  Bhek- 
wood,  Oct.  7;  WiUiam  Blackwood  and  kis 
Sons,  ed.  Oliphani,  vol  l,  p.  507. 

We  are  reading  the  second  part  of  "  Vivian 
Grey,"  which  we  like  better  than  the  first. 
There  is  a  scene  of  gamesters  and  swindlers 
wonderfully  well  done.  I  know  who  wrote 
''Almack's."  Lady  de  Ros  tells  me  it  is  by 
Mrs.  Purvis,  sister  to  Lady  Blessington; 
this  accounts  for  both  the  knowledge  of 
high,  and  the  habits  of  low,  life  which  ap- 
pear in  the  book.— Edgeworth,  Maria, 
1827,  To  Mrs.  Ruxton,  April  8;  Life  and 
Letters,  ed.  Hare,  vol  n,  p.  150. 

This  is  a  piquant  and  amusing  novel, 
though  its  merits  are  not  of  a  very  high 
order.  .  .  .  The  foundation  of  the  story  is 
extravagant.  The  powers,  purposes,  and 
influence  of  a  mature  man  are  attributed  to 
a  boy  of  twenty;  and  the  work  is  rather  a 
series  of  sketches  than  a  regularly  built 
story.  The  hero  has  no  mistress  but  poli- 
tics, and  no  adventures  but  political  ad- 
ventures. The  other  prominent  characters 
are  all  fools  or  knaves,  and  all  are  more  or 
less  forced  and  unnatural.   Their  aggregate 


makes  a  strong  picture,  which  dazzles,  but 
does  not  satisfy.  The  style  of  writing  is 
dashing  and  careless,  occasionally  rising 
into  hasty  extravagance,  and  at  times  sink- 
ing into  mawkish  sentimentality.  The 
morality  of  the  book  is  loose.  It  is,  in  fact, 
little  more  than  a  picture  of  the  vices  and 
follies  of  the  great,  with  an  active  spirit  in 
the  midst  of  them,  making  their  vices  and 
follies  the  stepping-stones  to  his  ambition. 
—Bryant,  Wiluam  Cullen,  1827,  New 
York  Review,  Dec. 

The  work  was  read  with  great  avidity.  It 
contained  so  many  and  such  direct  refer- 
ences to  public  men  and  recent  events- 
such  sarcastic  views  of  society  and  char- 
acter in  high  life — and  was  at  once  so  arro- 
gant, egotistic,  and  clever,  that  it  became 
the  book  of  the  season  and  the  talk  of  the 
town.  Passages  of  glowing  sentiment  and 
happy  description  gave  evidence  of  poetic 
feeling  and  imagination.— Chambers,  Rob- 
ert, 1876,  Cydopiidia  of  English  Literature, 
ed.  CamUhers. 

One  day,  suddenly,  "Vivian  Grey"  burst 
upon  astonished  society,  and  took  it  by 
storm.  It  found  its  way  at  once  to  every 
drawing-room  table.  It  was  the  town  talk 
at  ministerial  soirees,  in  the  lobbies  of  the 
House  of  Commons,  at  the  Pall  Mall  clubs. 
Great  ladies  asked  each  other  if  they  had 
read  it;  wondered  who  wrote  it;  guessed 
whom  the  author  meant  to  represent  by  the 
Marquis  of  Carabas,  and  Lord  Courtown, 
and  Mr.  Cleveland;  and  who  was  Vivian 
Grey  himself.— Towle,  George  Make- 
peace, 1878,  BeaconsfiM,  p.  21. 

"Vivian  Grey,"  with  all  its  youthful 
faults,  gives  one  a  greater  impression  of 
purely  intellectual  brUliance  than  anything 
else  he  ever  wrote  or  spoke.— Brtce,  James, 
1882,  Lord  Beaconsfidd,  Century  Magazine, 
vol.  23.  p.  742. 

"Vivian  Grey"  is  crude,  naturally;  and 
although  it  is  overflowing  with  high  spirits 
it  lacks  form  and  is  quite  unrepresentative. 
—Lord,  Walter  Frewen,  1899,  Lord 
Beaconsjield's  Novels,  The  Nijieteenih  Cen- 
tury, vol.  45,  p.  251. 

CONTARINI  FLEMING 
1832 
Inthe  evening  we  took  up  Disraeli's ''  Con- 
tarini  Fleming,"  and  got  very  much  in- 
terested in  it.  It  is  full  of  life ;  a  fresh,  young 
vigor  of  style,  that  bears  one  on  like  a  steed. 
—Longfellow,  Henry  Wadsworth,  1852, 
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Journal,  April  9;  Life,  ed.  Longfellow,  vol. 
n,  p.  219. 

Although  the  spirit  of  poesy,  in  the  form 
of  a  Childe  Harold,  stalks  rampant  through 
the  romance,  there  is  both  feeling  and  fidel- 
ity to  nature  whenever  he  describes  the 
Orient  and  its  people.  Then  the  bizarre, 
brilliant  poseur  forgets  his  role,  and  reveals 
his  highest  aspirations.— Gabell,  Isa  Car- 
BINGTON,  1897,  Library  of  The  World's  Best 
Literature,  ed.  Warner,  vol.  m,  p.  1634. 

ALROY 
1833 
One  of  the  finest  of  modem  prose  poems. 
There  are,  indeed,  two  objections  which 
may  be  stated  to  it:— one,  its  form,  which 
is  too  Frenchified,  reminding  you,  in  its 
short  chapters,  and  abrupt  transitions,  and 
glancing  hints  of  thought,  of  ^'Candide;'' 
and  the  second  (one  which  his  biographer 
presses  against  him  with  all  his  might),  the 
peculiar  rh3rthm  of  the  more  ambitious  pass- 
ages, which  makes  parts  of  it  seem  hybrids 
between  poetry  and  prose.  But,  after  de- 
ducting these  faults,  the  tale  is  one  of  un- 
common interest.  Some  of  the  situations 
are  thrilling  te  sublimity,  and  the  language 
and  imagery  are  intensely  oriental,  and  in 
general  as  felicitous  as  they  are  bold.— 
GiLFTLLAN,  George,  1855,  A  Third  Oallery 
of  Portraits,  p.  357. 

In  ''Alroy,"  Mr.  Disraeli  has  avoided  all 
the  errors  which  he  fell  into  in  the  **  Revolu- 
tionary Epic. "  The  style  is  perfectly  orig- 
inal, the  story  wild  and  romantic,  but 
glowing  with  the  true  oriental  fire.  In  this 
work  he  has  also  laid  hold  of,  and  skilfully 
employed,  the  pre-existing  supernatural 
machinery  which  was  already  famUiar  to 
the  reader's  mind.  .  .  .  Alroy's  entrance 
into  Jerusalem  and  his  interview  with  the 
Grand  Rabbi,  are  fine  specimens  of  Mr.  Dis- 
raeli's method  of  portraying  the  peculiari- 
ties of  the  Jewish  character.  The  scene  in 
the  synagogue  is  also  well  drawn.— Mill, 
John,  1863,  Disraeli  the  Author,  Orator  and 
StaUsman,  pp.  279,  282. 

VENETIA 
1887 

It  must,  I  fear,  be  admitted  that  "Ven- 
etia  "  is  almost  the  weakest  of  Lord  Beacons- 
field's  novels  as  a  work  of  fiction,  and  that 
such  interest  as  it  possesses  is  mainly  bio- 
graphical. It  is  so  close  a  copy  of  reality 
that  the  structure  seems  loose  and  inarti- 
ficial, and  the  sequence  of  events  capricious. 


The  really  artistic  novelist  is  an  eclectic 
artist  who  chooses  out  of  life  the  events 
susceptible  of  treatment  in  fiction,  and  im- 
parts to  them  the  logical  concatenation 
which  the  ordinary  littlenesses  of  life  ob- 
struct or  obscure.  Disraeli  has  simply 
copied,  and  except  by  the  rather  clumsy  de- 
vice of  fixing  a  piece  of  Byron  upon  Shelley, 
has  made  hardly  an  endeavour  to  combine 
or  diversify.  The  domestic  bereavement  of 
Lord  Lyndhurst,  to  whom  the  book  is  dedi- 
cated, has,  he  says,  restrained  him  from 
offering  any  account  of  "the  principles 
which  had  guided  me  in  its  composition." 
This  must  have  been  a  meagre  catalogue 
at  best;  but  the  biographer  redeems  the 
novelist,  and  he  is  right  in  claiming  credit 
for  the  endeavour  "to  shadow  forth,  though 
but  in  a  glass  darkly,  two  of  the  most 
renowned  and  refined  spirits  that  have 
adorned  these  our  latter  days. "— Garnett, 
Richard,  1887-1901,  Shelley  and  Lord 
Beaeonsfield,  Essays  of  an  Ex-Lihrarian,  p. 
117. 

"  Venetia  "  is  founded  on  the  characters  of 
Byron  and  Shelley,  and  is  amusing  reading. 
The  high-flown  language  incrusted  with  the 
^ems  of  rhetoric  excit^  our  risibilities,  but 
it  is  not  safe  to  laugh  at  Disraeli;  in  hb 
most  diverting  aspecte  he  has  a  deep  sense 
of  humor,  and  he  who  would  mock  at  him  is 
apt  to  get  a  whip  across  the  face  at  an  un- 
guarded moment.  Mr.  Disraeli  laughs  in  his 
sleeve  at  many  things,  but  first  of  all  at  the 
reader.— Cabell,  Isa  Carrington,  1897, 
Library  of  the  World's  best  Literature,  ed. 
Warner,  vol.  m,  p.  1635. 

HENRIETTA  TEMPLE 
1837 

It  is  difiicult  to  charactorize  this  work  ex- 
cept by  calling  it  a  diagnosis  of  love  d  la  Dis- 
raeli. Nothing  is  attempted  except  it  be  a 
display  of  the  tonder  passion.  The  lovers 
sigh  like  furnaces,  their  hearts  throb,  and 
rend,  and  quiver,  and  no— not  quite  break. 
Their  souls  are  in  burning  ethereal  ecstacy 
or  in  the  depth  of  darkness  and  despair.  The. 
hero  prays,  swears,  mopes,  and  raves.  And 
the  ladies— their  tender,  bursting,  pining 
hearts,  are  racked— bless  them.  It  is  im- 
possible to  go  on.  It  is  an  admirable  book. — 
Mill,  John,  1863,  Disraeli  the  Author,  Or- 
ator and  Statesman,  p.  310. 

"Henrietta  Temple,"  a  mere  and  sheer 
love  story  written  in  a  dangerous  style  of 
sentimentalism,  is  one  of  the  most  effective 
things  of  its  kind  in  English,  and  holds  its 
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ground  despite  all  drawbacks  of  fashion  in 
speech  and  manners,  which  never  tell  more 
heavily  than  in  the  case  of  a  book  of  this 
kind.---SAiNTSBURY,  George,  1896,  A  His- 
tory of  Nineteenth  Century  Literature^  p.  161. 

OONINGSBY 

1844 

Ben  Disraeli,  the  Jew  scamp,  has  pub- 
lished a  very  blackguard  novel,  in  which 
the  Pusey  and  Young  England  doctrines  are 
relieved  by  a  full  and  m^ignant  but  clever 
enough  detail  of  all  the  abominations  of 
Lord  Hertford,  and  Croker  figures  in  full  fig. 
I  should  not  wonder  if  there  were  some  row 
—the  abuse  of  Crokey  is  so  very  horrid, 
ditto  of  Lord  Lowther.  Peel  is  flattered,  but 
the  Government  lashed.  Awful  vanity  of 
the  Hebrew.— LocKHART,  John  Gibson, 
1844,  To  Walier  ScoU  Lockhart,  May  13; 
Life  and  Letten,  ed.  Lang^  vol  n,  p.  199. 

Did  you  read  "C!oningsby,"  that  very 
able  book,  without  character,  story,  or 
specific  teaching?  It  is  well  worth  reading, 
and  worth  wondering  over.  D'Israeli,  who 
is  a  man  of  genius,  has  written,  nevertheless, 
books  which  will  live  longer,  and  move 
deeper.  But  everybody  should  read  "  Con- 
ingsby."  Itisasignofthetimes.— Brown- 
ing, Elizabeth  Barrett,  1844,  To  Mrs. 
Martin,  Oct.  5;  Letters,  ed.  Kenyan,  vol.  i, 
p.  203. 

In  "Coningsby, "  the  dramatic  and  didac- 
tic elements  are  not  so  closely  interwoven 
with  each  other  as  not  to  admit  of  being 
separated,  and  it  is  perfectly  possible  to 
convey  to  the  reader  a  clear  idea  of  the 
chief  positions  which  are  maintained  in  it, 
without  trenching  on  the  province  of  the 
literary  critic,  or  anticipating  the  remarks 
we  have  to  make  on  the  plot,  the  characters, 
and  the  language.— Kebbel,  T.  E.,  1888, 
Life  of  Lord  BeaeonsfiM,  p.  40. 

As  a  tale,  ''Coningsby  "  is  nothing;  but  it 
is  put  together  with  extreme  skill  to  give 
opportunities  for  typical  sketches  of  char- 
acter, and  for  the  expression  of  opinions  on 
social  and  political  subjects.  We  have 
pictures  of  fashionable  society,  gay  and 
giddy,  such  as  no  writer  ever  described  bet- 
ter; peers,  young,  middle-aged,  and  old, 
good,  bad,  and  indifferent,  the  central  figure 
a  profligate  old  noble  of  immense  fortune, 
whose  person  was  equally  recognised,  and 
whose  portrait  was  also  preserved  by  Thack- 
eray. Besides  these,  intriguing  or  fascinat- 
ing ladies,  political  hacks,  country  gentle- 


men, mill-owners,  and  occasional  wise  out- 
siders, looking  upon  the  chaos  and  deliver- 
ing oracular  interpretations  or  prophecies. 
Into  the  middle  of  such  a  world  the  hero 
is  launched,  being  the  grandson  and  pos- 
sible hen-  of  the  wicked  peer.— Froudb, 
James  Anthony,  1890,  Lord  BeaeonsfUld 
{Prime  Ministers  of  Queen  Victoria),  p.  109. 

On  no  subject  is  he  more  prone  to  give  the 
reins  to  his  imagination  than  that  of  the  in- 
tellectual and  artistic  superiority  of  the 
Jewish  race,  as  in  "Goningsby,''  his  finest 
story.— Graham,  Richard  D.,  1897,  The 
Masters  of  Victorian  Literature,  p.  69. 

"Coningsby"  is  perhaps  the  best  known 
of  all  his  novels— by  name.  But  for  the 
neophyte  it  contains  too  much  political  dis- 
sertation.—Lord,  Walter  Frewbn,  1899, 
Lord  Beaconsfield^s  Novels,  The  Nineteenth 
Century,  vol.  45,  p.  250. 

Much  more  than  a  novel;  a  political  man- 
ifesto with  a  serious  practical  aim,  to  furnish 
a  programme  for  a  new  Conservative  party. 
—Baker,  Ernest  A.,  1903,  A  Descriptive 
Ouide  to  the  Beet  Fiction,  p.  25. 

SYBIL 
1845 

"Sybil"  is  not  an  improvement  upon  "Con- 
ingsby."  The  former  novel  was  received  with 
marked  approbation,  from  the  apparent 
sympathy  which  it  displayed  with  a  suffer- 
ing and  neglected  class.  "  Sybil  '*  will  meet 
with  far  inferior  success;  its  pictures  only 
show  how  strongly  and  coarsely  the  author 
can  paint,  and  are  obviously  not  the  result 
of  any  genuine  regard  for  the  poor  and 
af&icted.  It  is  not  as  a  mere  work  of  fiction 
that  we  mtend  to  criticise  "Sybil,  or  the 
Two  Nations,"  though  even  in  this  point  of 
view  we  think  it  very  faulty,— abrupt  in  its 
transitions — ^incorrect  in  costume— extrav- 
agant in  delineation — ^and  fantastic,  and 
sometimes  absurd  in  its  philosophy — and 
far  fh)m  high-minded  in  its  conception  and 
its  plot.— Greg,  W.  R.,  1845,  Syba,  The 
Westminster  Review,  vol.  44,  p.  141. 

TANORED 
1847 
Writing  himself  much  more  detestable 
stuff  than  ever  came  from  a  French  pen, 
can  do  nothing  better  to  bamboozle  the 
unfortunates  who  are  seduced  into  reading 
his  "Tancred"  than  speak  superciliously 
of  all  other  men  and  things — an  expedient 
much  more  successful  in  some  quarters  than 
one  would  expect.— Eliot,  George,  1847, 
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ToMin  Mary  Sibree,  May  10;  George  Eliofi 
Lije  as  relaied  in  her  LeUers  and  Joumali,  ed. 
Crots.vol.lfpAlS. 

''Tancred"  cannot  be  esteemed  a  work  of 
art,  even  if  that  term  may  be  justly  applied 
in  the  limited  sense  of  mere  construction. 
There  is  in  it  no  great  living  idea  which  per- 
vades, moulds,and  severely  limits  the  whole. 
If  we  consider  the  motive,  we  find  a  young 
nobleman  so  disgusted  with  the  artificial 
and  hollow  life  around  him,  that  he  sacrifices 
everything  for  a  pilgrimage  to  what  he  be- 
lieves the  only  le^timate  source  of  faith  and 
inspiration.  We  cannot,  to  be  sure,  expect 
much  of  a  youth  who  is  obliged  to  travel  a 
thousand  miles  after  mspiration;  but  we 
might  reasonably  demand  something  more 
than  that  he  should  merely  fall  in  love,  a 
consummation  not  less  conveniently  and 
cheaply  attainable  at  home.  If  the  whole 
story  be  intended  for  a  satire,  the  dispropor- 
tion of  motive  to  result  is  not  out  of  proper 
keeping.  But  Mr.  D'Israeli's  satire  is  wholly 
of  the  epigrammatic  kind,  not  of  the  epic,  and 
deals  idways  with  individuals,  never  with 
representative  ideas.  An  epigram  in  three 
volumes  post  octavo  is  out  of  the  question. 
The  catastrophe  has  no  moral  or  esthetic 
fitness.  Indeed,  there  is  no  principle  of  co- 
hesion about  the  book,  if  we  except  the 
covers.  Nor  could  there  be;  for  there  is  no 
one  central  thought  around  and  toward 
which  the  rest  may  gravitate.  All  that 
binds  the  incidents  together  b  the  author's 
will,  a  somewhat  inadequate  substitute  for  a 
law  of  nature. — Lowell,  James  Russell, 
1847,  DisraeWs  Tanered,  North  American  Re- 
view, vol.  65,  p.  219. 

"Tancred"  is  unquestionably  one  of  the 
most  interesting  and  original  of  Lord  Bea- 
consfield's  worte.  It  b  a  serio-comic,  ironi- 
cally mystic  book;  on  the  first  reading,  it 
seems  too  absurd  to  be  subjected  to  serious 
criticism,  but  one  takes  it  up  again,  and, 
fdthough  it  falls  asunder  into  the  two 
large  fragments,  its  wit  and  brilliant  Ori- 
ental scenes  and  conversations  dwell  in  the 
memory.  It  comprises,  moreover,  Dis- 
raeli's whole  field  of  vision,  and  ranges  be- 
tween the  veriest  frivolities  of  high  life,  an 
amusing  gastronomic  disquisition,  and  the 
highest  religious  pathos  of  which  the  author 
is  capable,  as  well  as  the  most  far-reaching 
of  his  poetical  schemes.— Brandes,George, 
1880,  Lord  Beaeonsfield,  A  Study,  tr.  Mrs. 
OeorgeSturge,  p.  271. 

There  remains  a  book  that  is  rarely  men- 
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tioned,  but  that  should  take  rank  immedi* 
ately  after  "Esmond"  if  not  side  by 
side  with  that  masterpiece— "Tancred. "— 
Lord,  Walter  Frewen,  1899,  Lord  Bea- 
eonsfield's  Noveh,  The  Nineteenth  Ceniwry, 
vol.  46,  p.  251 

LOTHAIR 
1870 
In  all  "Lothair"  there  is  but  one  living 
figure,  but  one  that  leaves  an  impress  of 
reality  or  even  of  ideal  truth;  and  this  figure 
is  one  of  the  subordinate  personages.  Lo- 
thair  himself  is  a  mere  name;  Theodora,  a 
stereoscopic  figure,  salient  and  striking,  but 
as  dead  as  plaster-of-paris.  The  dukes  and 
duchesses,  cardinals  and  monsignor  are  a 
mere  supernumerary  procession  of  puppets 
that  walk  across  Mr.  Disraeli's  stage,  utter- 
ing, as  if  it  were  no  concern  of  theirs,  his  wit 
and  sarcasm.  But  when  St.  Aldegonde  ap- 
pears, be  it  for  only  a  moment,  we  see  a 
living  soul.  And  one  proof  of  this  firm,  well- 
rounded  mdividuality  is  that  he  can  be 
looked  at  in  a  different  light  by  different 
people.  This  is  the  case  with  Shakespeare's 
personages,  as  it  is  with  men  and  women  in 
real  life.  Like  them,  St.  Aldegonde  can  be 
misconceived,  misapprehended,  misunder- 
stood; beca'use  like  them  he  is  alive;  that 
like  all  living  things  he  provokes  liking  and 
disliking,  and  brings  into  the  problem  of  his 
personal  relation  with  those  whom  he  meets 
their  feelings  toward  him.— WfflTE,  Rich- 
ard Grant,  1870,  The  Styles  of  Disraeli  and 
of  Dickens,  The  Oalaxy,  vol.  10,  p.  255. 

"Lothair"  is  certainly  free  from  the  pre- 
vailing vice  of  the  present  age  of  novels.  It 
is  in  no  degree  tinted  with  sensationalism. 
It  has  as  distinct  a  purpose  as  a  Parliament- 
ary Blue  Book,  and  is  about  as  exciting  as 
one.  Its  object  is  to  expose  the  arts  and 
wiles  of  the  Catholics,  clergy  and  laity  to 
entice  into  the  fold  of  Rome  young  noble- 
men and  gentlemen  of  great  estates.  If 
our  indistinct  recollection  of  Mr.  Disraeli's 
former  novels  does  not  much  mislead  us, 
their  fundamental  errors  as  works  of  art, 
lay  in  their  bein^  virtually  pamphlets  in  the 
disguise  of  stones,  to  prove  this  or  that 
theory  of  politics  or  morals.  .  .  .  It  is  hard 
to  see  how  a  man  capable  of  those  caustic, 
bitter,  cruel  diatribes  of  twenty  years  since 
against  Sir  Robert  Peel  could  be  capable  of 
the  platitudinous  dulness  of "  Lothair. ' '  It 
shows  at  least  how  very  absurd  a  novel 
a  very  clever  man  can  write — which  is 
consolatory  to  the  average  stupidity  of  man- 
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kind.— QuiNCT,  Edmund,  1870,  Loihair, 
The  NaHon,  vol  10,  pp.  372,  373. 

"  Lothair ''  is  undoubtedly  a  really  amus- 
ing and  interesting  book,  but  as  a  literary 
work  it  cannot  be  placed  beside  "Tancred'* 
or  "Sybil"— for  two  reasons.  We  detect, 
in  the  first  place,  the  occasional  infelicity 
and  unfamiliarity  of  the  pen  which  has  been 
long  laid  aside.  There  have  always  been 
curiously  immature  passages  in  Mr.  Dis- 
raeli's books— passages  of  laboured  and 
tawdry  rhetoric,  which  were  brought  into 
unfortunate  and  undeserved  prominence  by 
the  airy  finish  and  eminent  exactness  of  the 
work  in  which  they  were  set.  But  in  "Lo- 
thair"  the  dramoHs  persaruE  themselves  are 
generally  unsubstantial  and  imreal.  They 
are,  with  a  few  admirable  exceptions,  lay- 
figures  without  distinct  or  urgent  individu- 
ality of  any  sort,  whereas  the  actors  in  the 
earlier  books  were  obviously  the  produc- 
tions of  a  man  whose  genius  was  not  merely 
mimetic  but  finely  dramatic.  .  .  .  "Lo- 
thair"  is  the  "Arabian  Nights"  translated 
into  modern  romance.— Skelton,  John, 
1870,  Mr.  Dmaeli's  Lothair,  Fraser's  Maga- 
zine, vol.  81,  pp.  797,  799. 

"Lothair"  is  not  a  mere  novel,  and  its 
appearance  is  not  simply  a  fact  for  Mr. 
Mudie.  It  is  a  political  event.  When  a  man 
whose  life  has  been  passed  in  Parliament, 
who  for  a  generation  has  been  the  real  head 
of  a  great  party,  sits  down,  as  he  approaches 
the  age  of  seventy,  to  embody  his  view  of 
modern  life,  it  is  a  matter  of  interest  to  the 
politician,  the  historian,  nay,  almost  the 
philosopher.  The  literary  qualities  of  the 
book  need  detain  no  man.  Premiers  not 
uncommonly  do  write  sad  stuff;  and  we 
should  be  thankful  if  the  stuff  be  amusing. 
But  the  mature  thoughts  on  life  of  one  who 
has  governed  an  empire  on  which  the  sun 
never  sets,  have  an  inner  meaning  to  the 
thoughtful  mind.  Marcus  Aurelius,  amidst 
his  imperial  eagles,  thought  right  to  give  us 
his  Reflections.  The  sayings  of  Napoleon  at 
St.  Helena  have  strange  interest  to  all  men. 
And  Solomon  in  all  his  glory  was  induced  to 
publish  some  amazing  rhapsodies  on  hu- 
man nature  and  the  society  of  his  own  time. 
—Harrison,  Frederic,  1870-86,  The 
Choice  of  Books  and  Other  Literary  Pieces, 
p.  148. 

He  [Librarian  New  York  Mercantile  Li- 
brary] bought  500  copies  of "  Lothair, "  and 
afterward  sold  about  150  of  them,  as  the 
public  interest  in  the  work  gradually  died 


away.  There  are  still,  however  50  or  75 
copies  in  use  all  the  time.  More  of  the  sur- 
plus stock  might  be  sold;  but  experience 
has  shown  that  the  popularity  of  a  book  is 
subject  to  imforseen  revivals,  and  if  Mr. 
Disraeli  should  die,  or  become  prime  minis- 
ter, or  do  an3rthing  else  to  bring  himself  into 
prominent  notice,  there  would  be  a  sudden 
call  for  all  the  copies  on  hand.— Hassard, 
Jno.  R.  G.,  1871,  The  New  York  Mercantile 
Library,  Scrihnefs  Monthly,  vol.  1,  p.  363. 

Of  Mr.  Disraeli's  "Lothair"  1500  copies 
were  at  first  subscribed,  but  it  was  soon 
found  necessary  to  increase  the  number  to 
3000.  The  demand  was,  however,  as  brief  as 
it  was  eager,  and  the  monumental  pile  of 
"remainders"  in  Mr.  Mudie's  cellar  is  the 
largest  that  has  ever  been  erected  there  to 
the  hydra  of  ephemeral  admiration.— CUB- 
WEN,  Henrt,  1873,il  History  of  Bookullen, 
p.  428. 

The  weakest  of  all  his  novels.— Cham- 
bers, Robert,  1876,  Cyclopedia  of  English 
Literature,  ed.  Carruthers. 

The  novel  bears  the  closest  resemblance 
to  the  productions  of  his  earlier  days;  as  in 
them,  passages  of  splendid  diction  alternate 
with  passages  of  the  most  vapid  inanity; 
and  the  book— strange  to  say— is  character- 
ised, too,  by  its  admiring  descriptions  of  the 
nobility— their  mansions  and  their  luxuri- 
ous surroundings,— a  form  of  mean  adula- 
tion of  which  one  would  think  Mr.  Disraeli's 
attainment  of  one  of  the  highest  positions  in 
England  might  have  cured  him.  There  are 
some  clever  sketches  of  contemporary  char- 
acters; there  are  here  and  there  bright  epi- 
grams; but  the  book  is  dreary  and  prolix, 
and  the  bright  passages  are  the  exception, 
—the  dull  the  rule.  So  far  as  the  book 
could  be  said  to  have  any  purpose  at  all,  it 
was  a  strong  attack  upon  the  Roman  Cath- 
olic Church.— O'Connor,  Thomas  Power, 
1879,  Lord  Beaconsfield,  A  Biography,  p.  599. 

What  makes  "Lothair"  psycholopcally 
interesting  arises  from  the  same  position  of 
affairs  that  has  made  the  style  official, 
namely,  that  the  author  stands  at  the  sun^- 
mit  of  his  wishes,  and  has  realized  his 
schemes,  so  that  he  no  longer  needs  to  take 
various  circumstances  into  consideration. 
"Lothair"  is  a  more  straightforward  book 
than  the  "Trilogy,"  so  called,  which  pre- 
ceded it.  It  is  not  only  without  false  mys- 
ticism, but  in  a  religious  point  of  view,  it  is 
the  most  openly  free-thinking  work  that 
Disraeli  has  written,  so  opposed  to  miracles 
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that  it  might  be  taken  for  the  work  of  a 
Rationalist  if  the  fantastic  author  had  not 
signed  it  with  his  fantastic  doctrine,  never 
renounced,  of  the  sole  victorious  Semitic 
principle.— Brandes,  George,  1880,  Lard 
Beaeonsfield,  tr.  Mr$.  Oearge  Sturge,  p.  347. 

"Lothair"  came  as  a  sort  of  successor  to 
"Tancred,"  and  its  surface  faults  are  pre- 
cisely those  which  spoiled  the  earlier  novels, 
and  exposed  their  author  to  a  good  deal  of 
humorous,  and  perhaps  not  altogether  un- 
deserved, satire.  "Coningsby"  is  a  cari- 
cature, but  there  are  things  in  "Lothair" 
which  are  almost  as  absurd  as  an3rthing  in 
Thackeray's  famous  parody.  The  "ropes 
of  pearls"  which  Lothair  gives  to  Theo- 
dora; the  crucifix  of  gold  and  emeralds, 
with  its  earth  from  the  holy  places  covered 
in  with  "slit  diamonds;"  the  tomb  of  ala- 
baster, with  its  encircling  railings  of  pure 
gold;  Mr.  Phoebus  with  his  steam  yacht 
"Pan,"  and  his  iEgean  Island,  his  colossal 
wealth,  and  stupendously  beautiful  woman- 
kind; the  extremely  gorgeous  society  of 
dukes  and  their  daughters,  marquises,  and 
merchant  princes— all  these  things  are,  we 
venture  to  think,  faults  of  taste,  and  are 
rather  out  of  place  in  matter-of-fact  Eng- 
land in  the  nineteenth  century.  But  though 
we  may  dislike  these  things,  it  is  impossible 
to  contend  that  they  justify  the  torrent  of 
abuse  with  which  "Lothair"  was  received. 
Much  of  it  may,  of  course,  be  traced  to 
the  violent  prejudice  which  dogged  every 
step  of  Lord  Beaconsfield's  eareer— a  preju- 
dice by  no  means  confined  to  his  political 
opponents,  but  fully  shared  by  many  of  the 
representatives  of  the  old  Conservative 
party.— HiTCHMAN,  Francts,  1887,  Lo- 
thair and  Endymianf  Natumal  Review,  vol. 
9,  p.  383. 

The  Theodora  of  Disraeli's  "Lothau-." 
She  is  in  truth  one  of  the  noblest  creations 
of  a  modem  novelist;  she  impersonates  all 
the  traits  which  Shelley  specially  valued  in 
woman;  she  is  a  maturer  Cythna,  a  Qirthna 
of  flesh  and  blood.  What  is  equally  to  the 
point,  she  is  her  creator's  ideal  also.  Dis- 
raeli usually  deals  with  his  characters  with 
easy  familiarity,  and,  except  when  he  is  de- 
picting a  personal  enemy,  with  amiable  in- 
dulgence. He  sees  their  foibles,  nevertheless, 
and  takes  care  that  these  shall  not  escape 
the  reader.  In  Theodora  alone  there  is 
nothing  of  this.  She  has  captivated  her 
ereator,  as  Galatea  captivated  Pygmalion. 
There  is  not  a  single  touch  of  satire  in  the 


Eortrait;  it  plainly  represents  the  artist's 
ighest  conception  of  woman,  which  proves 
to  be  essentially  the  same  as  Shelley's.— 
Garnett,  Richard,  1887-1901,  SkeUey  and 
Lord  Beaeomfield,  E$iay8  of  an  Ex-Lxhra- 
rian,  p.  103. 

ENDYMION 

1880 

A  man's  talent—an  orator's,  for  in- 
stance—is not  always  in  the  exact  ratio  of 
his  personal  value;  and  in  the  same  way  the 
interest  excited  b^  a  book  may  be  out  of  pro- 
portion to  its  intrmsic  merit.  Lord  Beacons-' 
field's  new  novel  is  an  instance  of  this.  As 
a  novel  it  is  hardly  distinguished  from  the 
run  of  those  which  the  English  press  turns 
out  every  year.  It  permits  itself  to  be, 
rather  than  insists  on  being,  read.  It 
amuses  the  reader  without  enthralling  him. 
And  yet  it  has  been  in  everybody's  hand, 
and  for  the  moment  has  been  the  theme  of 
everybody's  talk.  People  were  anxious  to 
see  the  present  state  of  the  talent  and  the 
opinions  of  a  man  who  has  for  so  long  a 
time  both  held  the  political  stage  and  plied 
the  pen  of  the  novelist.  They  were  curious 
once  more  to  meet  this  puzzling  personage 
on  whose  score  public  opinion  has  not  yet 
made  itself  up.  I  venture  to  think  that  it  is 
Lord  Beaconsfield's  personality  which  gives 
the  interest  to  his  books,  and  even  to  his 
policy.— SCHERER,  Edmond,  1880-91,  En- 
dymion,  Essays  on  English  Literature,  tr. 
Saintsbury,  p.  240. 

There  is,  moreover,  nothing  about  the 
career  of  Endymion  which  arouses  our  in- 
terest or  sympathies.  He  is  from  the  first 
fatally  successful.  The  obstacles  which 
arise  in  his  path  we  know  at  the  outset  will 
not  prove  to  be  real  obstacles,  and  vanish 
entirely  at  the  touch  of  the  author's  magical 
wand.  There  is  no  real  struggle,  and  En- 
dymion, whether  he  wants  money,  office,  or 
a  wife,  is  as  certain  to  get  what  he  longs  for 
as  we  are  to  turn  over  the  pages  which  ad- 
vance him  in  his  happy  career.  He  finally 
marries  Lady  Montfort,  and  becomes  Prime 
Minister  of  England.  The  plot  is  undeniably 
flat.  In  fact,  tiiere  is  no  plot  that  deserves 
the  name.  The  characters  in  Endymion  are 
numerous,  some  of  them  being  characters 
taken  from  contemporary  politics,  some  the 
creations  of  the  author's  fancy.  Myra  and 
Endymion  of  course  belong  to  the  latter 
class,  and  Myra  is  really  an  extraordinary 
character.— Sedgwick,  A.  G.,  1880,  Bea- 
consfield's Endymion,  Nation,  vol.  31,  p.  413. 
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This  book  is  called  a  novel  by  way  of  ad- 
vertisement that  it  is  in  prose  and  is  fic- 
titious; but  it  needed  no  such  descriptive 
label.  If  the  definition  of  a  novel  is  a  "  prose 
fiction''  and  nothing  more,  "Endymion" 
fulfils  the  requisition.  It  has  in  effect  no 
plot  and  no  characters,  but  is  simply  a  nar- 
rative of  things  which  have  happened,  and 
which  have  not  and  never  can  happen,  con- 
stituting the  political  adventures,  to  a 
limited  extent,  of  a  large  number  of  people, 
some  of  whom  Lord  Beaconsfield  liked  and 
some  of  whom  he  did  not  like.  The  style  is 
diffuse,  but  less  extravagant  than  has  been 
usual  with  its  author.  The  difference  be- 
tween this  and  his  earlier  works  is  the 
difference  between  the  gan-ulity  of  old  age 
and  the  enthusiasm  of  youth.  What  is  lost 
in  dash  is  gained  in  temperance.  Other- 
wise the  style  is  about  the  same  as  that  of 
its  predecessors,  and  relieved  in  the  same 
way  by  epigrammatic  turns  and  pointed 
sayings.— Fuller,  Melville  W.,  1881, 
BeaeonsfiM's  Novel,  The  Dial,  vol.  1,  p.  188. 

There  will  no  doubt,  be  some  reproach 
that  this  is  a  political  novel  without  politi- 
cal principles,  and  a  picture  of  success  in 
life  without  ethical  consideration;  but  the 
author  may  well  say  that  that  is  his  affair. 
He  chooses  to  depict  political  life  as  he  has 
found  it,  and  he  leaves  it  to  others  to  invest 
it  with  graver  forms,  and  to  draw  from  it 
more  solemn  conclusions.  He  is  the  artist, 
not  the  political  philosopher.— Milnes, 
Richard  Monckton  (Lord  Houghton), 
1881,  Notes  on  Endymion,  The  Fortnightly 
Review,  vol.  35,  p.  76. 

There  is  nothing  remarkable  in  "Endy- 
mion''  except  the  intellectual  vivacity, 
which  shows  no  abatement.— Froude, 
Jabies  Anthony,  1890,  Lord  Beaconsfield 
(Prime  Ministers  of  Qneen  Victoria),  p.  256. 

QENERAL 
Mr.  D'Israeli  began  his  literary  career  as 
an  amusing  writer  merely.  He  was  no  un- 
meet Homer  for  a  dandy  Achilles,  whose 
sublime  was  impertinence.  His  ''Vivian 
Grey, "  no  doubt,  made  some  score  of  sopho- 
mores intolerable  in  the  domestic  circle; 
his  ''Young  Duke"  tempted  as  many 
freshmen  to  overrun  their  incomes.  Nature 
is  said  to  love  a  balance  of  qualities  or 
properties,  and  to  make  up  always  for  a 
deficiency  in  one  place  by  an  excess  in  some 
other.  But  our  experience  of  mankind 
would  incline  us  to  doubt  the  possible  ex- 


istence of  so  large  a  number  of  modest  men 
as  would  account  for  the  intensity  of  Mr. 
Disraeli's  vicarious  atonement.  It  is  painful 
to  conceive  of  an  amount  of  bashfulness  de- 
manding such  a  counterpoise  of  assurance. 
It  would  seem  that  he  must  have  borrowed 
brass,  that  he  must  be  supporting  hk  lavish 
expenditures  acre  alieno,  when  he  assumes 
the  philosopher,  and  undertakes  to  in- 
struct.—Lowell,  James  Russell,  1847, 
DisradVsTanered,  North  American  Review, 
vol.  65,  p.  216. 

He  has  great  powers  of  description,  an 
admirable  talent  for  all  dialogue,  and  re- 
markable force,  as  well  as  truth,  in  the  de- 
lineation of  character.  His  novels  are  con- 
structed, so  far  as  the  story  goes,  on  the  true 
dramatic  principles^  and  the  interest  sus- 
tained with  true  dramatic  effect.  His  mind 
is  essentially  of  a  refiecting  character;  his 
novels  are,  in  a  great  degree,  pictures  of 
public  men  or  parties  in  political  life.  He 
has  many  strong  opinions— perhaps  some 
singular  prepossessions— and  his  imagin- 
ative works  are,  in  a  great  degree,  the  vehicle 
for  their  transmission.-— Alison,  Sir  Archi- 
bald, 1853,  History  of  Europe,  1815-1852, 
eh.  V. 

Familiar  with  those  scenes  of  life  in  which 
readers  are  the  most  interested,  possessing 
a  highly  imaginative  cast  of  mind  and  de- 
scriptive powers  of  no  common  order,  it  is 
no  marvel  that  the  author  of  "'Vivian 
Grey"  should  be  one  of  the  most  popular 
writers  of  his  time.— Allibone,  S.  Austin, 
1854-58,  A  Critical  Dictionary  of  English 
Literature,  vol.  i,  p.  505. 

We  pass  to  analyse,  in  a  general  way,  Dis- 
raeli's intellectual  powers.  These  are  ex- 
ceedingly varied.  He  has  one  of  the  sharp- 
est and  clearest  of  intellects,  not,  perhaps, 
of  the  most  philosophical  order,  but  ex- 
ceedingly penetrating  and  acute.  He  has  a 
fine  fancy,  soaring  up  at  intervals  into  high 
imagination,  and  marking  him  a  genuine 
child  of  that  nation  from  whom  came  forth 
the  loftiest,  richest  and  most  impassioned 
song  which  earth  has  ever  witnessed— the 
nation  of  Isaiah,  Ezekiel,  Solomon  and  Job. 
He  has  little  humor,  but  a  vast  deal  of  dia- 
mond-pointed wit.  The  whole  world  knows 
his  powers  of  sarcasm.  They  have  never 
been  surpassed  m  the  combination  of  sav- 
age force,  and,  shall  we  say,  Satanic  cool- 
ness, of  energy  and  of  point,  of  the  fiercest 
animus  within,  and  the  utmost  elegance  of 
outward  expression.      He  wields  for  his 
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weapon  a  polar  icicle — gigantic  as  a  club — 
glittering  as  a  star—deadly  as  a  scimitar^ 
and  cool  as  eternal  frost.  His  style  and 
language  are  the  faithful  index  of  these 
varied  and  brilliant  powers.  His  sentences 
are  ahnost  always  short,  epigrammatic, 
conclusive — ^pointed  with  wit  and  starred 
with  imagery— and  so  rapid  in  their  bicker- 
ing, sparking  progress  I  One,  while  reading 
the  better  parts  of  his  novels,  seems  read- 
ing a  record  of  the  conversations  of  Na- 
poleon.—Gilfillan,  George,  1855,  A 
Third  Gallery  of  PartraiiB,  p.  360. 

A  fantastic  kind  of  Eastern  exaggeration 
— ^the  unpruned  luxuriance  of  a  Judean 
vine  whose  branches  run  over  the  wall — 
characterizes  both  the  plots  and  the  style  of 
Mr.  Disraeli's  works.— Collier,  William 
Francis,  1861,  A  Hi$tary  of  English  LiUr^ 
aiure,  p.  515. 

In  descriptive  power,  he  b  hardly  sur- 
passed by  any  living  writer,  and  in  the  ex- 
position of  politics,  social  theories,  and  the 
illustration  of  real  public  life  by  means  of 
fictitious  personages  and  incidents,  he  is 
without  a  rival.— Cathcart,  George  R., 
1874,  ed.,  Literary  Reader,  p.  171. 

The  accidents  of  his  literary  career  ap- 
pear to  us  much  more  interesting  than  those 
of  his  birth  and  station.  It  is  Uue  that  his 
books  often  contain  passages  which  reveal 
the  force  of  his  judgment  and  the  excellence 
of  his  satirical  abilities.  But  they  also  con- 
tain such  a  mass  of  gush,  nonsense,  and 
"talk,"  such  an  unworldly  carelessness  of 
being  thought  a  fool,  and  such  an  apparent 
ignorance  of  what  the  world  thinks  foolish, 
that  it  is  hard  for  us  to  conceive  that  they 
are  the  work  of  one  who  has  since  proved 
himself  to  be,  of  all  the  emment  people  of 
his  time  and  country,  perhaps  the  most  con- 
summate man  of  the  world.  In  no  books  is 
there  to  be  found  less  of  that  sneaking  cau- 
tion in  expressing  the  mind  just  as  it  is, 
which  a  very  little  commerce  with  the  world 
teaches.  The  gush,  the  nonsense,  and  the 
''talk"  come  straight  to  the  surface.  He  is 
not  in  the  least  ashamed  to  express  his  ad- 
miration of  the  fine  houses,  fine  dinners  and 
fine  manners  of  the  great.  And  the  nonsense 
and  the  "talk"  are  not  alone  the  outcome 
of  his  youth.  We  find  him,  after  having 
been  premier,  writing  a  book  full  of  the 
same  kind  of  things  which  he  wrote  as  a 
boy.  His  talents  have  been  so  commanding, 
the  force  of  his  will  has  been  such,  that  he 
has  been  able  to  "carry"  these  immaturi- 


ties.—Nadal,  E.  S.,  1877,  Benjamin  Dis- 
raeli, SerHmefg  Monthly,  vol.  14,  p.  191. 

I  can  even  find  an  hour's  amusement 
in  the  absurdities  of  that  extraordinaiy 
mountebank  whose  remarkable  fortune  it 
now  is  for  the  moment  to  misgovern  Euk- 
land.— Atkinson,  Wiluam  P.,  1878,  The 
Right  Uu  of  Books,  p.  21. 

He  is,  as  we  have  endeavored  to  show, 
without  any  place  in  literature  properly  so 
called.  The  peculiarities  of  his  style  are 
chiefly  defects,  hischaracters  generally  libels 
or  nonentities,  his  construction  defective  and 
his  plot  worthless,  yet  he  has  actually  suc- 
ceeded in  making  himself  apparently  the 
most  popular  novelist  of  the  day.  In  in- 
trinsic interest  there  is  no  sort  of  compari- 
son between  the  novels  of  Lord  Beacons- 
field  and  those,  we  will  not  say  of  George 
Eliot  but  of  Trollope.  It  is  unsafe  to  pre- 
dict, but  in  all  probability  TroUope's  books 
will  be  taken  as  pictures  of  English  life  of 
to-day  when  the  very  names  of  "Endy- 
mion"  and  "Lothair"  are  lost  to  the  world. 
...  He  has  never  been  or  pretended  to  be 
a  scrupulous  person,  and  he  has  no  real  rea- 
son to  like  or  admire  the  aristocracy  which 
he  has  fought  his  way  into  with  tongue 
and  pen.  They  have  helped  him  against 
theur  will  to  political  power;  there  is  no  rea- 
son why  they  should  not  help  him  to  other 
thing^,  even  at  their  own  expense,  and  it  is 
at  this  expense  that  this  clever  adventurer 
has  been  all  his  life  living.  People  really 
read  such  novels  as  "Lothair"  and  "En- 
dymion"  for  much  the  same  reason  that 
they  read  a  "society  journal."  If  we  can 
imagine  a  "society  journal"  edited  by  Lord 
Beaconsfield,  the  parallel  would  be  com- 
plete.—  Sedgwick,  A.  G.,  1880,  Beacons- 
field's  Endymion,  The  Nation,  vol.  31,  p.  414. 

We  have  dilated  at  some  length  on  the 
various  aspects  of  Lord  Beaconsfield's 
humour,  for  it  is  to  our  minds  far  the  most 
important  feature  of  his  writings,  but  after 
all  it  is  for  his  daring  and  dazzUng  wit  that 
he  will  universally  be  remembered.  It  is,  as 
we  have  said,  a  rare  quality,  and  it  is  also  a 
gift  that  lives.  Wit  has.  wings.  A  happy 
phrase  becomes  a  proverb,  and  the  wittier 
half  of  a  work,  like  the  favourite  melodies  of 
a  composition,  survives  the  whole.  The 
more  will  this  be  likely  when  the  yyiafirj  is 
to  repeat  ourselves  intellectually  true, 
when  fancy  jumps  with  fact.  This  is  we 
imagine,  the  secret  of  Lord  Beaconsiield's 
wit.    It  may  seem  paradoxical  to  assert. of 
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its  popular  paradoxes  that  they  are  just, 
but  we  do  so.  He,  like  his  Sidonia,  ''said 
many  things  that  were  strange,  yet  they 
instantly  appeared  to  be  true. "  Be  this  as 
it  may,  wit  is  certainly  the  most  plentiful 
element  of  his  later  novels.  They  are  con- 
fessedly novels  of  conversation.  ...  It  is 
in  "Coningsby"  and  "Lothair"  that  per- 
haps the  best  of  his  apophthe^ns  are  found. 
.  .  .  Whatever  the  divergencies  of  opinion 
on  the  literary  merit  of  Lord  Beaconsfield — 
and  this  rests  with  the  best  critic,  posterity — 
it  is  at  least  unquestionable  that  in  wit  and 
humoiur  he  never  flags. — Sichel,  Waiotjr 
Sydney,  1881,  TheWU  and  Humour  of  Lord 
Beaconsfield,  MacmiHan^s  Magazine,  vol  44. 
pp.  145,  146,  148. 

The  talent  of  Disraeli's  novels,  particu- 
larly the  early  ones,  is  that  of  a  showy,  ro- 
mantic mind,  which  mistook  flippancy  for 
wit,  which  assumed  cynicism  for  effect,  and 
which  was  at  all  times  defective  in  taste. 
They  are  cleverly  rather  than  well  written; 
are  meretricious  and  tawdry,  and  they  add 
nothing  to  our  knowledge  of  life  and  char- 
acter. If  they  are  read  twenty  years  hence, 
it  will  be  out  of  curiosity  respecting  their 
writer,  who  will  probably  be  said  to  have 
delineated  the  fashionable  and  political  life 
of  his  time  satirically,  and  not  altogether 
unskilfully.  Disraeli  the  novelist  will  be 
speedily  forgotten,  but  Disraeli  the  man 
and  the  politician  will  be  long  remembered. 
—Stoddard,  Richard  Henry,  1881,  The 
Earl  o]  Beaconsfield,  The  Critic,  vol.  1,  p.  111. 

Heaven  forbid  that  we  should  look  to  the 
England  of  Lord  Beaconsfield  for  our  stand- 
ard of  morals  and  manners  1  He  does  not 
depict  our  mother  country,  for  motherhood 
there  is  none  in  his  portraiture. — HoWB, 
Julia  Ward,  1881,  English  Society  and 
"Endymion,"  The  Critic,  vol.  1,  p.  31. 

The  characteristic  note,  both  of  his 
speeches  and  of  his  writings,  is  the  combi- 
nation of  a  few  large  ideas,  clear,  perhaps, 
to  himself,  but  generally  expressed  in  a 
vaguely  grandiose  way,  and  often  quite  out 
of  relation  to  the  facts  as  other  people  saw 
them,  with  a  wonderfully  acute  discern- 
ment of  small  incidents  of  personal  traits, 
which  he  used  occasionally  to  support  his 
ideas,  but  more  frequently  to  conceal  their 
weaknesses— that  is,  to  make  up  for  the 
absence  of  practical  arguments,  such  as  his 
hearers  would  understand.— Bryce,  Jabies, 
1882,  Lord  BewconsfiM,  Century  Magazine, 
vol.  23,  p.  738. 


Lord  Beaconsfield,  even  his  most  ardent 
admirers  would  admit,  gave  no  evidence 
that  he  was  possessed  of  the  creative  fac- 
ulty in  verse;  an  ardent  imagination  he  im- 
doubtedly  had.  He  wrote,  so  far  as  I  am 
aware,  only  two  sonnets,  one  of  which — 
that  on  Wellington — certainly  deserves  a 
place  in  any  sonnet-anthology. — Sharp, 
William,  1886,  ed.  Sonnets  of  this  Century, 
p.  275,  note. 

The  late  Lord  Beaconsfield,  unrivalled  at 
epigram  and  detached  phrase,  very  fre- 
quently wrote  and  sometimes  spoke  below 
himself,  and  in  particular  conunitted  the 
fault  of  substituting  for  a  kind  of  English 
Voltairian  style,  wUch  no  one  could  have 
brought  to  greater  perfection  if  he  had  given 
his  mind  to  it,  corrupt  foUowings  of  the 
sensibility  and  philosophism  of  Diderot  and 
the  mere  grandiloquence  of  Buffon.— 
Saintsbury,  George,  1886,  Specimens  of 
English  Prose  Style,  p.  34. 

Mr.  Disraeli,  though  eminent  in  liter- 
ature, did  not  put  his  whole  heart  into  it, 
as  Sir  Edward  had  done.  As  a  way  to  dis- 
tinction, when  no  other  seemed  open  to  him 
he  was  glad  and  proud  to  be  an  author;  but 
his  real  love  was  to  sway  the  listening 
senate;  to  be  a  leader  of  parties,  and  a  niler 
of  men;  the  organizer  of  great  schemes  of 
policy,  and  to  achieve  not  alone  an  Eng- 
lish, but  a  European  and  cosmopolitan 
reputation.  The  consequence  was  that  his 
literary  career— bright  though  it  seemed 
in  the  morning  of  his  life— was  a  compara- 
tive failure  as  he  advanced  in  years,  and 
that  he  never  achieved  any  greater  success 
than  the  very  moderate  one  which  the 
French,  when  they  wish  to  be  good-natured, 
designate  euphemistically  as  a  "succesd* 
estime.*'  As  an  author,  he  never  ranked 
and  never  will  rank,  among  the  "immortal 
few, "  but  only  as  one  of  the  crowd  of  medi- 
ocrities, not  shining  with  any  particular 
lustre  during  his  own  day,  and  destined  to 
be  extinguished  in  the  blinding  mists  with 
which  posterity  covers  the  names  and 
works  of  all  who  write  for  an  age,  or  a  por- 
tion of  an  age,  and  not  "for  all  time."— 
Mackay,  Charles,  1887,  Through  the  Long 
Day,  vol.  I,  p.  255. 

These  books  abound  in  wit  and  daring,  in 
originality  and  shrewdness,  in  knowledge  of 
the  world  and  in  knowledge  of  men;  they 
contain  many  vivid  and  striking  studies  of 
character,  both  portrait  and  caricature; 
they  sparkle  with  speaking  phrases  and 
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happy  epithets;  they  are  aglow  with  the  pas- 
sion of  youth,  the  love  of  love,  the  worship 
of  physical  beauty,  the  admiration  of  what- 
ever is  costly  and  select  and  splendid — 
from  a  countess  to  a  castle,  from  a  duke  to  a 
diamond;  they  are  radiant  with  delight  in 
whatever  is  powerful  or  personal  or  attrac- 
tive— from  a  cook  to  a  cardinal,  from  an 
agitator  to  an  emperor.  They  often  remind 
you  of  Voltaire,  often  of  Balzac,  often  of 
"The  Arabian  Nights."  You  pass  from  an 
heroic  drinldng  bout  to  a  brilliant  criticism 
of  style;  from  rhapsodies  on  bands  and  orto- 
lans that  remind  you  of  Heine  to  a  gambling 
scene  that  for  directness  and  intensity  may 
vie  with  the  bluntest  and  strongest  work  of 
Prosper  M^rim^e;  from  the  extravagant  im- 
pudence of  "Popanilla"  to  the  sentimental 
rodomontade  of "  Henrietta  Temple;"  from 
ranting  romanticism  in  "Alroy"  to  vivid 
realism  in ''  Sybil. "  Their  author  gives  you 
no  time  to  weary  of  him,  for  he  is  worldly 
and  passionate,  fantastic  and  trenchant, 
cynical  and  ambitious,  flippant  and  senti- 
mental, ornately  rhetorical  and  triumph- 
antly simple  in  a  breath.  He  is  imperi- 
ously egoistic,  but  while  constantly  parad- 
ing his  own  personality  he  is  careful  never 
to  tell  you  anything  about  it.  And  withal 
he  is  imperturably  good  tempered:  he 
brands  and  gibbets  with  a  smile,  and  with 
a  smile  he  adores  and  applauds.— Henlet, 
William  Ernest,  1890,  Viewz  arid  Renewi^ 
p.  20, 

Disraeli  was  a  phrase-maker  by  nature, 
and  his  fame  in  that  direction  was  well  de- 
served. He  touched  the  height  in  his  at- 
tacks upon  Peel,  when  personal  feeling 
aided  native  cleverness  to  its  most  epigram- 
matic expression.  .  .  .  Some  of  his  epi- 
grams have  been  forgotten;  some  will  pass 
into  history  with  the  political  circumstances 
which  gave  them  birth;  but  no  statesman 
of  the  century  put  so  many  clever  things 
into  such  small  compass,  and  Disraeli  as  a 
phrase-maker  deserves  study  and  remem- 
brance.—Robbins,  Alfred  F.,  1894,  Lord 
Beaamsfield  as  a  Phrase-maker,  The  Oentle- 
man's  Magazine,  vol.  276,  pp.  311, 312. 

Disraeli,  with  all  his  wit  and  savoir  faire, 
has  printed  some  rank  fustian,  and  much 
slip-slop  gossip.  .  .  .  Belongs  to  that  very 
small  group  of  real  political  satirists  of 
whom  Swift  is  the  type.  He  is  not  the  equal 
of  the  terrible  Dean;  but  it  may  be  doubted 
if  any  Englishman  since  Swift  has  had  the 
same  power  of  presenting  vivid  pictures  and 


decisive  criticisms  of  the  political  and  so- 
cial organism  of  his  times.  It  is  this  Aristo- 
phanic  gift  which  Swift  had.  Voltaire, 
Montesquieu,  Rabelais,  Diderot,  Heine, 
Beaumarchais  had  it.  Carlyle  had  it  for 
other  ages  and  in  a  historic  spirit.  There 
have  been  far  greater  satirists,  men  like 
Fielding  and  Thackeray,  who  have  drawn 
far  more  powerful  pictures  of  particular 
characters,  foibles,  or  social  maladies.  But 
since  Swift  we  have  had  no  Englishman 
who  could  give  us  a  vivid  and  amusing 
picture  of  our  political  life,  as  laid  bare  to 
the  eye  of  a  consummate  political  genius.— 
Harrison,  Frederic,  1895,  Studies  in 
Early  Victorian  Literature,  pp.  18,  90. 

It  is  easy  to  detect  faults,  which  stand 
out  on  the  very  surface  of  his  work,  and  are, 
indeed,  an  essential  part  of  the  methods  by 
which  he  produced  his  effect.  The  imagina- 
tion is  often  fantastic,  the  ornament  is 
unduly  lavish,  the  gilding  is  sometimes 
tawdiy  and  overdone,  the  sentiment  often 
inflated.  Mediocrity  will  satisfy  itself  by 
calling  this  vulgarity  and  pretentiousness. 
But  in  truth  it  was  only  the  natural  result 
of  an  imagination  singularly  luxuriant^ 
combined  with  a  far-reaching  sarcasm,  and 
an  undercurrent  of  deep  thought  and  brood- 
ing  melancholy.— Craik,  Henry,  1896,. 
English  Prose,  vol.  v,  p.  486. 

As  literature,  Disraeli's  novels  are  not 
great,  because,  using  the  word  in  an  artistic 
and  not  a  moral  sense,  they  are  not  pure* 
They  are  pretentious  and  unreal,  and  the 
rhetoric  rings  false.  The  impression  of  in- 
sincerity, conveyed  to  so  many  by  his 
statesmanship,  is  conveyed  also  by  his 
novels.  But  notwithstanding  all  defects, 
Disraeli's  novels  have  that  interest  which 
must  belong  to  the  works  of  a  man  who  has 
played  a  great  part  in  history.  They  throw 
light  upon  his  character,  they  mark  the  de- 
velopment of  his  ambition,  it  may  even  be 
said  that  they  have  helped  to  make  English 
history.  It  is  worth  remembering  that 
"Tancred"  foretells  the  occupation  of 
Cyprus;  and  it  is  quite  consistent  with  the 
character  of  Disraeli  to  believe  that,  when 
the  opportimity  came,  the  desire  to  make 
his  own  prophecy  come  to  pass  influenced 
him  to  add  to  the  British  crown  one  of  its 
most  worthless  possessions,  and  to  burden 
it  with  one  of  its  most  intolerable  responsi- 
bilities, the  care  of  Armenia.  Indeed,  the 
most  remarkable  feature  in  Disraeli's  novels 
is  the  way  in  which  they  reflect  his  life  and 
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interpret  his  statesmanship.    The  magnilo-  At  the  present  day,  Benjamin  Disraeli,  as 

quence,  the  flash  and  the  glitter  of  the  early  a  novelist,  is  only  a  name  in  the  history  of 

novels  seem  of  a  piece  with  the  tales  current  literature,  and  rightly  so.     No  descriptive 

regarding  the  author's  manners  and  char-  style  could  be  less  artistic  than  his.     His 

acter,  his  dress  designed  to  attract  atten-  language  is  that  of  an  unliterary  beginner, 

tion,  and  his  opinions  cut  after  the  pattern  either  high-flown  as  in  the  story  of  knights 

of  his  dress.    So  in  the  ''Coningsby "  group  and  robbers,  or  hackneyed  as  in  the  supple- 

we   are  struck  with  the  forecast  of  the  ment  of  a  provincial  newspaper.— Engel, 

writer's  future  political  action.— Walker,  Edward,  1902,  A  Hutary  of  English  Liter- 

Hugh,  1897,  The  Age  of  Tennyson,  p.  76.  aiure,  rev.  Hamley  Bent,  p.  459. 
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PERSONAL 
I  came  up  to  Oxford  a  hard  reader  and  a 
passionate  High  Churchman— two  years  of 
residence  left  me  idle  and  irrel^;ious.  Partly 
from  ill-health,  partly  from  dugust  at  my 
college,  I  had  cut  myself  off  from  society 
withm  or  without  it.  I  rebelled  doggedly 
against  the  systems  around  me.  I  would 
not  work,  because  work  was  the  Oxford 
virtue.  .  .  .  That  sermon  on  work  was  like 
a  revelation  to  me.  "  If  you  cannot  or  will 
not  work  at  the  work  which  Oxford  gives 
you,  at  any  rate  work  at  something."  I 
took  up  my  old  boy-dreams,— history— I 
think  I  have  been  a  steady  worker  ever 
since.  And  so  in  religion,  it  was  not  so 
much  a  creed  that  you  taught  me  as  fair- 
ness. You  were  liberal,  you  pointed  for- 
ward, you  believed  in  a  future  as  other 
"liberals"  did,  but  you  were  not  like  them, 
unjust  to  the  present  or  the  past.  I  found 
that  old  vague  reverence  of  mine  for  per- 
sonal goodness  which  alone  remained  to 
me,  widened  in  your  teaching  into  a  live 
catholicity.  I  used  to  think  as  I  left  your 
lecture-room  of  how  many  different  faiths 
and  persons  you  had  spoken,  and  how  you 
had  revealed  and  taught  me  to  love  the 
good  that  was  in  them  all. — Green,  John 
RiCHAiiD,  1863,  To  Stanley,  Dec.;  LeUer$,  ed. 
Stephen,  pp.  17, 18. 

Stanley,  when  disposed  to  be  friendly, 
was  very  delightful  and  attractive.  And  I 
think  that  what  made  him  so  was  not  his 
brilliancy  and  resource  and  knowledge,  but 
the  sense  that  he  was  sincerely  longing  to  be 
in  S3rmpathy  with  every  one  for  whom  he 
could  feel  respect.  It  was  the  basis  of  a 
very  grand  character;  but  Stanley  had  in- 
tellectual defects,  like  his  physical  defects 
as  to  music,  or  smell,  or  colour,  or  capacity 
for  mathematical  ideas,  which  crippled  his 
capacity  for  the  sympathy  he  wished  to 
spread  all  round  hun.  One  of  these  defects 
is  indicated  in  what  his  critics  say  of  his 
aversion  to  metaphysics  and  dogmatic 
statements.  They  were  to  his  mind  like  the 
glass  which  the  fly  walks  on  and  cannot 
penetrate:  when  he  came  to  them  his  mind 
"would  not  bite."  Anoth^  defect  seemed 
to  me  always  his  incapacity  for  the  spiritual 
and  unearthly  side  of  religion;  the  side 
which  is  so  strong  in  the  people  whom  he 
opposed,  Newman  and  Keble,  and,  in  a 
lower  way,  the  Evangelicals.  ...  He  was 
a  very  earnest  preacher  of  religious  moral- 
ity, though  he  was  blind  to  some  important 


parts  of  it,  and  was  driven  by  his  religious 
partizanship  to  exaggerate  some  other  parts 
—as  in  his  grotesque  and  vehement  efforts 
to  claim  admiration  for  the  eighteenth  cen- 
tury type  of  religion,  and  indignation  at 
criticiBms  upon  it.— Church,  Richard 
WiLUAM,  1881,  To  the  Warden  of  Kebk, 
July  31;  Life  and  Letters  of  Dean  Church, 
ed.  kU  Daughter,  pp.  351,  353. 

We  must  not  let  our  friends  die,  and  I 
trust  Stanley  will  long  live  among  us.  I 
have  never  known  a  better  man— his  very 
weaknesses  arising  from  the  best  motives. 
— MULLER,  Friedrich  Max,  1881,  To 
Lady  Welby,  Aug.  2;  Life  and  Letters,  ed. 
his  Wife,  vol.  u,  p.  109. 

When  the  tomb  in  Westminster  Abbey 
closed  in  July  over  all  that  was  mortal  of  its 
great  Dean,  the  shock  was  felt  wherever 
our  language  is  spoken.  A  unique  Ufe,  one 
of  which  all  the  English  race  could  be  proud, 
had  ended.  The  longing  to  know  more,  to 
know  all  that  could  be  known  of  it,  has  come 
out  more  strongly  than  in  any  instance  prob- 
ably within  living  memory,  and  justly  so, 
for  he  had  toUched  so  many  sides  of  our  life, 
and  each  side  with  such  effect,  had  been  so 
near  the  throne  and  the  workshop,  so  faith- 
ful and  so  simple  in  his  relations  with  every 
class,  so  clear  and  brave  in  upholding  his 
own  beliefs,  so  tolerant  of  those  of  all  other 
men,  if  only  they  were  real  and  in  earnest.— 
HuQHES,  THOliAS,  1881,  A  Reminiscence  of 
Arthur  Stanley,  Harper^s  Magazine,  vol  63, 
p.  911. 

It  was  perhaps  as  much  as  by  anything 
by  his  readiness  to  associate  with  the  Pres- 
byterian clergy  in  Scotland,  and  to  frater- 
nise with  the  representatives  of  all  sects  in 
England,  and  indeed  throughout  the  world 
—it  was  perhaps  by  this  as  much  as  by^any- 
thing  that  the  late  Dean  Stanley  became 
the  most  famous  English  ecclesiastic  of  his 
day.  He  despised  in  this  fashion  prejudices 
still  lingering  in  his  Church,  and  the  obloquy 
which  was  the  consequence  of  despising 
them,  and  it  was  counted  to  him  for  righ1> 
eousness  and  common  sense.  When  they 
build  his  sepulchre  in  Westminster,  they 
should  write  upon  it  for  one  thing  "Here 
lies  one  who  supposed  that  other  Chris- 
tians than  those  belonging  to  the  Church  of 
England  might  be  saved,  and  who  never 
doubted  and  therefore  never  said  that  there 
might  be  'some  devout  persons  among  the 
Dissenters'."  ...  As  regards  his  worth  to 
the  Church  and  to  the  world,  to  speak 
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plainly,  it  seems  to  me  that  he  was  not  first 
of  all  an  amiable,  pure,  noble,  highly  gifted 
and  wonderfully  accomplished  man,  and 
then  a  Church  dignitary  of  liberal  or  ad- 
vanced theological  views;  but  he  was  first 
of  all  a  Churchman  of  that  description,  and 
secondly  he  was  all  that  you  pleased  to  say, 
all  that  can  be  said  or  imagined,  of  a  Chris- 
tian and  a  gentleman.  He  indeed  valued 
goodness  more  than  any  creed— no  man  per- 
haps ever  valued  goodness  more  than  he.— 
Service,  John,  1881,  Dean  Stanley,  Mac- 
millan*s  Magazine,  vol.  44,  pp.  467,  468. 

Twelve  hundred  years  and  more 

Along  the  holy  floor 
Pageants  have  passed,  and  the  tombs  of  mighty 
kings 

Efiface  the  humbler  graves  of  Sebert's  line, 

And,  as  years  sped,  the  minster-aisles  divine 
Grew  used  to  the  approach  of  Glory's  wings. 

Arts  came,  and  arms,  and  law, 
And  majesty,  and  sacred  form  and  fear; 

Only  that  primal  guest  the  fisher  saw, 
Light,  only  light,  was  slow^  to  re-appear. 


Yet  in  this  latter  time 

That  promise  of  the  prime 
Seem'd  to  come  true  at  last,  O  Abbey  old  I 

It  seem'd  a  child  of  light  did  bring  the  dower 

Foreshown  thee  in  thy  consecration  hour, 
And  in  thy  courts  his  shining  freight  unroU'd : — 

Bright  wits,  and  instinct  sure, 
And  goodness  warm,  and  truth  without  alloy. 

And  temper  sweet,  and  love  of  all  things  pure. 
And  joy  in  light,  and  power  to  spread  the  joy. 

—Arnold,  Matthew,  1881,  Westminster 
Abbey,  The  Nineteenth  Century,  vol.  11,  pp. 
3,4. 

H:s  special  attraction,  from  a  social  point 
of  view,  was  his  unique  simplicity.  We 
seem  forced  to  commemorate  it  even  in 
mentioning  him.  However  suitable  was  his 
position  as  Dean  of  the  great  Abbey  in 
which  he  took  so  lively  an  interest,  it  is  im- 
possible to  speak  of  him  now  in  any  other 
way,  than  as  Arthur  Stanley.  At  times  it 
seemed  as  if  his  position  as  a  Church  dig- 
nitary took  to  himself  the  aspect  of  a  cer- 
tain masquerade.  I  remember  well  the  half- 
comic  air  with  which  he  said,  "I  should  so 
much  have  liked  to  ask  the  Pope  his  opinions 
about  himself"  (in  recounting  an  interview 
with  him,  if  I  remember  right),  and  there 
was  something  inexpressibly  engaging  in 
the  playfulness  with  which  he  added,  ''I 
can't  quite  fancy  thinking  myself  infal- 
lible;" and  then  came  a  humorous  little 
pause,  as  if  he  was  just  asking  himself 
whether,  after  all,  that  might  not  be  com- 


passed, and  he  concluded  much  more  de* 
cidedly.  "But  certainly  I  can't  conceive 
thinking  all  the  Deans  of  Westminster 
infallible. "  —  Wedgwood,  Juua,  1881, 
Arthur  Penrhyn  Stanley,  The  Contemporary 
Review,  vol.  40,  p.  492. 

The  personal  charm  of  Dean  Stanley,  in 
public  and  in  private,  was  something  which 
everybody  felt  who  came  into  the  slightest 
association  with  him.  Indeed,  it  seems,  as 
we  have  intimated,  to  have  been  felt  even  by 
those  who  never  saw  him,  and  who  knew 
him  only  through  his  books  and  by  the  pub- 
lic record  of  his  life.  It  was  the  charm  of 
simple  truthfulness,  of  perfect  manliness,  of 
a  true  sympathy  with  all  forms  of  healthy 
human  action,  and  of  a  perpetual  pictur- 
esqueness,  which  was  enhanced  by  the  in- 
teresting positions  which  he  held,  but  was 
independent  of  them,  and  had  its  real  being 
in  his  personality  itself.  If  he  had  been  the 
humblest  country  parson  instead  of  being 
Dean  of  Westminster,  he  would  have  car- 
ried about  the  same  charm  in  his  smaller 
world.  It  was  associated  with  his  physical 
frame,  his  small  stature,  his  keen  eye,  his 
rapid  movement,  his  expressive  voice.  The 
very  absence  of  bodily  vigor  made  the 
spiritual  presence  more  distinct.  And  the 
perfect  unity  of  the  outer  and  inner,  the 
public  and  the  private  life,  at  once  pre- 
cluded any  chance  of  disappointment  in 
those  who,  having  been  attracted  by  his 
work  came  by  and  by  to  know  him  person- 
ally, and  at  the  same  time  gave  to  those 
whose  only  knowledge  of  him  was  from  his 
writings  and  his  public  services  the  right  to 
feel  that  they  did  really  know  him  as  he 
was.— Brooks,  Phillips,  1881,  Dean  Stan-- 
ley,  Essays  and  Addresses,  p.  358. 

His  hopes  were  ocean-wide,  and  clasped  man- 
Kind; 
No  Levite  plea  his  mercy  turned  apart, 
But  wounded  souls — ^to  whom  all  else  were 
blind- 
He  soothed  with  wine  and  balsam  of  the  heart. 

— Hayne,  Paul  HAMiuroN,  1881,  Dean 
Stanley. 

The  death  of  the  Dean  of  Westminster  is 
not  so  much  the  loss  of  an  ecclesiastic,  as  the 
disappearance  of  a  whole  region  of  life, 
which  none  but  himself  is  likely  ever  to 
supply,— the  region,  I  mean,  in  which  all 
that  is  really  beautiful  and  noble  in  the 
world  received  a  generous  and  delicate 
spiritual  appreciation,  without  the  smallest 
regard  to  any  of  those  straight  ecclesiastical 
or  dogmatic  conditions  usually  required  for 


ARTHUR  PENRHYN  STANLEY 


2S» 


spiritual  appreciation.  In  Dean  Stanley 
the  human  sympathies  were  very  bright 
and  deep,  while  the  grasp  of  abstract  truth 
was  comparatively  feeble. — Hutton,  Rich- 
ard Holt,  1881,  Dean  Stanley,  Criiici$m$  on 
Contemporary  ThoughU  and  Thinken,  vol.  I. 

If  I  were  to  put  in  one  word  what  struck 
me  as  perhaps  the  leading  characteristic  of 
Dean  Stanley,  and  what  made  him  so  dear 
to  many,  I  should  say  it  was  not  his  charity, 
though  his  charity  was  large— for  charity 
has  in  it  sometimes,  perhaps  often,  a  savor 
of  superiority,—  it  was  not  his  toleration,— 
for  toleration,  I  think,  is  apt  to  make  a  con- 
cession of  what  should  be  simply  recog- 
nized as  a  natural  right,— but  it  was  rather, 
as  it  seems  to  me,  the  wonderful  many- 
sidedness  of  his  sympathies.  ...  I  think 
no  man  ewr  lived  who  was  so  pleasant  to 
so  many  people.  We  visited  him  as  we 
visit  a  clearer  sky  and  a  warmer  climate. 
...  I  think  the  one  leading  characteristic 
of  Dean  Stanley,— and  I  say  it  to  his  praise 
— ^was  the  amount  of  human  nature  there 
was  in  him.  So  sweet,  so  gracious,  so  cheer- 
ful, so  illuminating,  was  it  that  there  could 
not  have  been  too  much  of  it.  It  brought 
him  nearer  to  all  mankind,  it  recognized 
and  called  out  the  humanity  that  was  in  the 
other  man.  His  sympathies  were  so  wide 
that  they  could  not  be  confined  by  the 
boundaries  of  the  land  in  which  he  was 
bom:  they  crossed  the  channel  and  they 
crossed  the  ocean. — Lowell,  James  Rus- 
sell, 1881,  Speech  at  the  Meeting  in  the 
Chapter  House  of  Wettminster  Abbey  in 
Commemoration  of  Dean  Stanley,  Dee.  13. 

That  Monday  was  a  wonderful  day. 
There  was  everyone  in  the  abbey,  all  the 
great  and  eminent  men  of  all  parties  and 
schools  in  England,  round  his  cofiin.  It 
was  all  very  orderly  and  impressive  and 
just  as  he  would  have  had  it.  And  then  by 
degrees  I  began  to  feel  what  I  had  lost  and 
how  much  I  had  lived  in  him  and  how  I 
had  unconsciously  referred  to  him  on  all 
kinds  of  points,  and  how  many  difficulties 
vanished  when  I  thought  **  Oh,  I  will  see 
Stanley  next  week  and  then  I  will  ask  him." 
It  is  qidte  curious  that  since  his  death 
hardly  a  day  has  passed,  but  something 
has  turned  up  in  the  paper,  or  the  Bible,  or 
a  book,  to  make  me  say  before  I  recollected 
he  was  gone,  "Oh,  I  will  ask  Stanley  about 
this.*'- Grove,  Sir  George,  1881,  To  Miss 
M.  E.  von  Glehn,  Aug.  1;  Life  and  Letters, 
ed.  Graves,  p.  268. 


As  a  speaker,  .  .  .  Dean  Stanley  was  by 
no  means  fluent.  He  spoke  slowly  and 
hesitatingly.  He  often  paused  to  find  the 
right  word.  He  often  deviated  into  the 
most  unadorned  and  colloquial  English. 
And  yet,  though  I  have  heard  him  speak  at 
many  gatherings  which  differed  as  widely 
from  each  other  as  a  feast  of  the  little 
choristers  at  Westmbster  differs  from  an 
agitated  assembly  of  hostile  ecclesiastics,  I 
never  heard  him  utter  one  word  which  waa 
unworthy  of  him,  or  make  one  speech  which 
did  not  leave  behind  it  a  sense  of  charm  and 
satisfaction.  The  topics  were  always 
opposite;  the  observations  were  never  com- 
monplace; the  sentiments  were  always 
noble  and  sincere.  ...  He  constantly 
preached  old  sermons  on  old  themes.  .  .  . 
Often,  however,  his  sermons  on  the  same 
text  were  so  altered  by  additions  and  omis- 
sions that  they  were  hardly  recognizable. 
They  were  written  over  and  under,  withm 
and  without,  on  one  side  of  the  page  and  on 
both  sides.  Mysterious  marks  and  counter- 
marks, in  pencil  or  in  red  ink,  indicated 
what  portions  were,  on  any  particular  occa- 
sion, to  be  used  or  to  be  omitted.  Some- 
times two  sermons  were  rolled  mto 
one;  sometimes  one  sermon  was  expanded 
into  two.  The  result,  so  far  as  the  manu- 
script was  concerned,  was  often  a  chaos, 
rendered  yet  more  chaotic  by  the  hand- 
writing which  few  but  the  Dean's  intimate 
friends  could  discipher,  and  which  often  led 
to  the  most  grotesque  misprints.  Con- 
stantly, and  especially  of  late  years,  he  lost 
his  way  amongst  these  combined  passages 
of  variously  tumcoated  addresses,  and  he 
would  pause  to  turn  over  loose  pages  until 
he  resumed  the  manuscript  at  the  intended 
point.  In  these  cases,  too,  the  junetura 
was  sometimes  an3rthing  but  kvis.  Hence 
those  who  only  heard  him  preach  an  old 
or  rehabilitated  sermon  were  unable  to 
judge  of  his  powers,  for  the  difference  of 
manner  with  which  he  preached  old  and 
new  matter  was  very  noticeable.— Farrar, 
Frederic  William,  1882,  Dean  Stanley  as 
a  Preacher,  Contemporary  Review,  vol.  42, 
pp.  807,  808. 

It  may  be  that,  in  ages  to  come,  those 
who  tell  the  roll  of  England's  worthies  in 
the  aisles  of  Westminster  may  think  that 
Stanley's  name  stood  higher  with  his  con- 
temporaries than  any  definite  achievement 
of  his  could  warrant.  We  cannot  correct 
the  judgments  of  posterity;  but  we  may 
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feel  assured  that  if  it  had  been  allowed  us  to 
prolong,  from  generation  to  generation, 
some  one  man's  earthly  days,  we  could 
hardly  have  sent  any  pilgrim  across  the 
centuries  more  wholly  welcome  than  Arthur 
Stanley,  to  whatever  times  are  yet  to  be. 
For  they,  like  us,  would  have  recognised  in 
him  a  spectator  whose  vivid  interest  seemed 
to  give  to  this  world's  spectacle  an  added 
zest;  an  influence  of  such  a  nature  as 
humanity,  howsoever  it  may  be  perfected, 
will  only  prize  the  more;  a  life  bound  up  and 
incorporated  with  the  advance  and  weal  of 
men;  a  presence  never  to  be  forgotten,  and 
irreplaceable,  and  beloved.  —  Myers, 
Frederic  W.  H.,  1883,  AHhur  Penrhyn 
Stanley f  Century  Magazine,  vol  25,  p.  3^. 

The  Dean  of  Westminster  he  [Garlyle] 
liked  personally,  almost  loved  him  indeed, 
yet  he  could  have  wished  him  anywhere  but 
where  he  was.  ''There  goes  Stanley,"  he 
said  one  day  as  we  passed  the  Dean  in  the 
park,  "boring  holes  in  the  bottom  of  the 
Church  of  England!"— Froubb,  James 
Anthony,  1884,  Thomas  Carlyk,  A  History 
of  His  Life  in  London,  vol.  ii,  p.  223. 

Every  great  man  who  has  ministered  in 
the  Church  of  Scotland  since  the  days  of 
Knox,  has  preached  from  the  pulpit  of  that 
<;hurch.  But  among  them  all,  never  greater 
nor  more  lovable  man  than  Stanley  .—Boyd, 
Andrew  K.  H.,  1892,  Twenty-Five  Years 
4)f  St.  Andrews,  vol.  i,  p.  208. 

It  is  hardly  necessary  to  point  to  him  as 
one  ready  at  all  times  to  resist  every  at- 
tempt to  narrow  the  freedom  of  the  in- 
dividual spirit  essential,  as  he  believed,  to 
the  existence  of  the  Church  of  which  he  was 
a  member;  or  to  his  readiness  and  prompt- 
ness at  every  period  of  his  life  to  espouse  the 
side  of  those  who  were  exposed  to  persecu- 
tion or  obloquy.  Yet,  though  plunged,  as 
he  felt  himself  to  be,  in  incessant  conflicts, 
and  though  always  yearning  for  sympathy 
and  aid,  he  never  harboured  a  resentful 
thought,  was  always  ready  to  recognize  the 
claim  to  honour,  and  even  to  reverence,  of 
those  who  had  felt  bound  to  refuse  him  their 
sympathy  or  co-operation,  or  had  passed 
the  sternest  judgments  on  his  own  most 
cherished  aims.  Of  his  ceaseless  activity,  of 
his  readiness  to  aid  by  all  his  powers  those 
who  sought  his  aid,  there  is  still  a  cloud  of 
witnesses.  He  never  spared  himself:  his 
active  brain,  his  kindly  heart,  gave  him  no 
rest.  He  never  turned  away  from  the 
work  for  which  his  special  gifts  so  singularly 


marked  him  out.  And  how  many  are  there 
still,  of  those  who  shared  his  friendship, 
who  feel  that  his  loss  has  made  life  seem 
different  since  he  was  taken  from  them. 
Not  in  any  narrow  sense,  but  in  many 
senses,  he  has  had  no  successor- no  one  who 
has  exercised  the  same  kind  of  influence, 
alike  in  the  circle  of  those  who  entered  into 
the  controversies  which  divided  the  religious 
world,  and  those  outside  that  circle.— 
Bradley,  George  Granville,  1893,  The 
Life  and  Correspondence  of  Arthur  Penrhyn 
Stanley,  ed.  Prothero,  InirodueHon,  vol.  I,  p. 
26. 

One  main  source  of  the  freshness  which 
pervaded  his  sermons,  his  conversation,  his 
travels,  and  his  literary  work,  was  the 
economy  of  his  strength  which  he  invari- 
ably exercised.  He  had  most  clearly 
recognised  the  extent  and  the  limitations  of 
his  powers.  In  travelling,  he  required  all 
arrangements  to  be  made  for  him,  steadily 
refused  to  see  any  sight  which  did  not  in- 
terest him,  and  consequently  was  never 
tired.  In  society,  he  never  attempted  to 
make  conversation,  but,  talking  only  on 
those  subjects  which  aroused  h&  enthu^- 
asm,  spoke  with  a  fire  that  glowed  and 
warmed,  yet  never  burned  or  left  a  scar.  In 
preaching,  he  enforced,  and  illustrated  by 
concrete  application  from  past  or  contempo- 
rary events,  only  those  moral  and  spiritual 
aspects  of  Christianity  which  to  him  were 
most  vital,  and  hence  his  sermons  were 
never  dry,  laboured,  or  dead,  but  were  al- 
ways picturesque,  interesting,  and  directly 
bearing  on  human  life  and  human  conduct. 
As  a  man  of  letters,  he  only  worked  as  his 
powers  designed  him  to  work,  and  only 
wrote  as  he  loved  to  write,  and  therefore  his 
writing  is  never  foroed,  but  always  natural 
and  always  fresh.— Prothero,  Rowland 
E.,  1893,  ed.  The  Life  and  Correspondence  of 
Arthur  Penrhyn  Stanley,  vol.  n,  p.  237. 

Through  life,  the  senses  of  smell  and  taste 
were  utteriy  unknown  to  him;  once  only — 
in  Switzerland— he  fancied  he  smelt  the 
freshness  of  a  pine-wood.  "It  made  the 
world  a  paradise, "  he  said. — Hare,  Augus- 
tus J.  C,  1895,  Biographical  Sketches,  p.  25. 

He  was  thin,  he  was  small,  but,  like 
Caesar,  he  was  not  insignificant.  Though 
his  features  were  not  strictly  handsome,  he 
had  a  refined,  an  intellectual,  a  most  in- 
teresting countenance.  He  was  endowed 
with  high  personal  courage  and  a  chivalrous 
nature,  I  should  like  to  say  a  buoyant  pluck; 
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and  there  was  an  eager  sweetness  in  his  ad- 
dress that  was  very  winning.  Occasionally 
he  had  a  dreamy  expression.  His  intellect- 
ual alertness  a  little  reminded  me  of  Mon- 
sieur Thiers.  Arthur  was  pure-minded  and 
simple-mannered;  and  though  he  happened 
to  be  curiously  indifferent  to  what  is  called 
small  talk,  his  powers  of  conversation  were 
remarkable.  We  constantly  met,  and  in 
divers  places,  and  he  was  a  valued  member 
of  every  sodety  in  which  I  found  him. 
Arthur  was  a  thoroughly  amiable  man,  and 
entirely  destitute  of  personal  or  other  van- 
ity. He  had  the  unmistakable  air  of  good- 
breeding.  He  was  a  man  of  the  world  and  a 
courtier,  in  the  very  best  sense  of  that  word; 
but  he  was  a  courtier  through  circumstances 
and  not  by  choice.— Locker-Lampson, 
Frederick,  IS95,  Arthur  Penrhyn  Stanley, 
My  Confideneei,  p.  344. 

He  was  a  great  teacher  in  his  own  way» 
and  a  great  thinker,  and  he  held  a  peculiar 
position  among  the  Church  of  England 
ecclesiastics  of  his  time.  He  was  not  so 
much  a  force  as  an  influence.  He  cannot  be 
said  to  have  originated  any  movement,  but 
he  helped  to  keep  many  movements  in 
order.  He  was  a  charming  writer,  a  most 
delightful  talker,  a  man  who  exercised  great 
power  over  his  Church  and  over  the  social 
life  of  his  time.  His  home  in  Dean's  Yard, 
Westminster,  gave  a  welcome  to  intellect 
and  culture  and  social  reforms  from  all  over 
the  world.  He  had  travelled  much,  and  had 
made  friends  everywhere,  and  it  may  be 
said,  without  exaggeration,  that  every  dis- 
tinguished man  or*  woman  from  any  coun- 
try might  be  met  sooner  or  later  under 
Dean  Stanley's  roof.  The  world  lost  much 
by  losing  him,  and  with  his  death  it  may 
not  unfairly  be  said  that  one  of  the  social 
and  literary  lights  of  London  went  out,  not 
to  be  relumed.— McCarthy,  Justin,  1897, 
A  Hilary  of  Our  Own  Time$  from  1880  to 
the  Diamond  Jubilee,  p.  88. 

With  Stanley  his  charm  of  manner  and 
temper  was  no  small  part  of  his  power,  and 
this  makes  it  difficult  to  dwell  on—what  heso 
strongly  felt  himself— an  indecision  of  char- 
acter which  rendered  him  ahnoet  incapable 
of  holding  a  positive  view  on  any  subject  of 
importance.  This,  indeed  had  been  Stan- 
ley's characteristic  from  his  earliest  years, 
and  it  continued  through  life,  showing  it- 
self at  Rugby,  as  I  have  already  mentioned, 
by  an  ab^Iute  devotion  to  Arnold,  and  to 
aU  his  opinions;  and  afterwards  by  his  singu- 


lar friendship  with  Ward,  and  his  union,  if 
not  his  entire  agreement,  with  Jowett.  He 
had  plenty  of  opinions,  but  they  were  al- 
ways of  a  negative  character;  and  Dr. 
Pusey's  view  of  him  was  in  this  respect  just, 
that  his  object  was  always  to  support  per- 
sons who  in  their  religious  belief  differed 
from  everybody  else.  ...  It  is  evident 
that  such  a  person  could  hardly  in  the 
common  sense  of  the  word  be  called  a  leader; 
and,  indeed,  his  life  was  a  succession  of 
changes  from  one  leader  to  another— first, 
and  above  all,  Arnold,  then  Ward,  and, 
lastiy,  Jowett.  He  had  plenty  of  courage  in 
following  them,  but  I  doubt  whether  any- 
one, strictiy  speaking,  followed  Am.— Lake, 
William  Charles,  1897-1901,  Memoriali, 
ed.  his  Widow,  pp.  58,  59. 

life  of  THOMAS  ARNOLD 

1844 

When  we  left  college  the  younger  Ware 
advised  us  to  read  the  lives  of  men  who  had 
really  helped  the  world.  He  mtimated  that 
this  is  the  best  way  to  find  out  what  re- 
ligion is  and  what  it  is  not.  He  is  quite 
right.  To  that  bit  of  advice  I  owe  the  read- 
ing of  a  good  many  biographies,  worthless 
as  literary  books,  but  in  which  I  found  good 
hints  in  the  great  science  of  living.  Fore- 
most among  nuiny  of  these  is  Stanley's 
"Life  of  Arnold,"  which  was  published,  I 
think,  in  1844.  This  is  another  of  the  books 
which  moved  its  time,  and  of  which  you 
can  still  trace  the  ripple  on  the  ocean.  We 
did  not  think,  when  we  read  it,  though  we 
should  Lave  been  wise  enough  to  do  so,  that 
the  author  was  to  fill  and  to  deserve  a  place 
in  the  world's  regard  as  large  as  his  be- 
loved teacher's.— Hale,  Edward  Everett, 
1888,  Books  That  Have  Helped  Me,  p.  12. 

It  is  certainly  a  work  of  loyal  affection, 
written  with  a  sole  object  of  setting  before 
the  world  the  greatness  and  goodness  of  its 
master,  the  author  modestly  effacing  him- 
self entirely  from  the  record.  To  us  it  cer- 
tainly bears  an  appearance  of  diffuseness 
and  verbosity  resulting  in  part  from  the 
extremely  minute  analysis  of  Arnold's  con- 
duct and  motives  in  every  branch  of  life, 
which  we  are  inclined  to  think,  at  the  pres- 
ent time  at  least,  somewhat  superfluous. 
The  arrangement,  too,  is  faulty,  the  separa- 
tion of  the  text  of  the  biography  from  the 
very  numerous  letters  published  along  with 
it,  contributing  to  deprive  the  former  of  its 
energy  and  the  latter  of  its  interest.  The 
popidarity  of  the  work,  however,  as  we  have 
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said,  has  in  no  way  decreased. — Ollpuant, 
Margaret  0.  W.,  1892,  The  Victorian  Age 
of  English  IMeraiure^  p.  198. 

His  sorrow,  his  reverence,  his  sjrmpathy, 
found  relief  in  devoting  his  best  energies  to 
that "  Life  of  Arnold, "  which  has  translated 
his  character  to  the  world,  and  given  Arnold 
a  wider  influence  since  his  death  than 
he  ever  attained  in  his  life.  Perhaps,  of  all 
Stanley's  books,  Arnold's  life  is  still  the  one 
by  which  he  is  best  known,  and  this,  in  his 
reverent  love  for  his  master,  to  whom  he 
owed  the  building  up  of  his  mind,  is  as  he 
would  have  wished  it  to  be. — Hare,  Au- 
gustus J.C.,  1895,  Biographieal  Sketches, 
1?.50. 

The  book  will  long  remain  to  the  student 
of  the  social,  religious,  and  political  history 
of  the  former  half  of  the  nineteenth  century  a 
treasury  of  valuable  material,  because  it  por- 
trays in  clear  outline  a  central  figure  round 
which  clustered  some  of  the  most  remark- 
able personages  and  incidents  of  a  stirring 
and  eventful  period.  Stanley's  book  is  a 
large  one  and  deals  necessarily  with  much 
ephemeral  controversy,  religious  and  politi- 
cal, which  may  possibly  not  excite  any 
strong  interest  in  the  present  generation  of 
readers.  It  is  to  be  feared  that  these  facta 
may  have  the  effect  of  concealing  from 
those  readers  much'  that  is  of  permanent 
value  in  Arnold's  history  and  performance. 
—Fitch,  Sir  Joshua,  1897,  Thomas  and 
Matthew  Arnold,  p.  2. 

What  I  have  always  considered  the  most 
effective  biography  of  the  century,  Stan- 
ley's "Life  of  Arnold."— Lake,  William 
Charles,  1897-1901,  Memorials,  ed.  his 
Widow,  p.  3. 

HISTORY  OF  THE  JEWISH  CHURCH 
1868-76 

Here  is  a  book  on  religious  matters, which, 
meant  for  all  the  world  to  read,  fulfils  the 
indispensable  duty  of  edifying  at  the  same 
time  that  it  informs.  Here  is  a  clergyman, 
who,  looking  at  the  Bible,  sees  its  contents 
in  their  right  proportion,  and  gives  to  each 
matter  its  due  prominence.  Here  is  an  in- 
quu^r,  who,  treating  Scripture  history  with 
a  perfectly  free  spirit,—  falsifying  nothing, 
sophisticating  nothing—treats  it  so  that  his 
freedom  leaves  the  sacred  power  of  that  his- 
tory inviolate.  Who  that  had  been  re- 
proached with  den3ring  to  an  honest 
clergyman  freedom  to  speak  the  truth, 
who  that  had  been  misrepresented  as  wish- 
ing to  make  religious  truth  the  property  of 


an  aristocratic  few,  whOe  to  the  multitude 
is  thrown  the  sop  of  any  convenient  fiction, 
could  desire  a  better  opportunity  than  Dr. 
Stanley's  book  affords  for  showing  what,  in 
religious  matters,  is  the  true  fre^om  of  a 
religious  speaker,  and  what  the  true  de- 
mand and  true  right  of  his  hearers?— Arn- 
old, Matthew,  1863,  Dr.  Sianlt^s  Lectures 
on  the  Jewish  Church,  MaemiUdn*s  Maga- 
zine, vol  7,  p.  327. 

These  volumes  embody  the  substance  of 
lectures  delivered  in  the  chair  of  ecclesias- 
tical history  at  Oxford.  The  work  is  a  popu- 
lar presentation  of  the  results  reached  by 
modern  scholarship.  It  makes  no  claim  to 
the  merits  of  original  research.  While  the 
author  has  used  the  results  of  labors  like 
those  of  Ewald,  he  has  fully  acknowledged 
his  indebtedness.  The  peculiar  merits  of 
the  book,  therefore,  are  not  the  merits  of  an 
origmal  authority;  but  rather  those  of  an 
unusually  attractive  presentation.  Clear- 
ness, grace,  and  fluency  of  style  are  most 
noteworthy  characteristics  of  these  admir- 
able and  unusually  attractive  volumes.— 
Adams,  Charles  Kendall,  1882,  A  Manr 
ual  of  Historical  Literature,  p.  79. 

The  main  difference  between  the  two 
parts  lies  in  the  form  mto  which  the  ma- 
terial is  thrown.  In  the  first  period,  poetry, 
metaphor,  prophecy,  and  history  seemed  to 
Stanley  to  be  so  intermingled  that  con- 
tinuous narrative  was  in  ^eat  part  aband- 
oned. In  the  second  period  this  diflSculty 
had  to  a  great  extent  disappeared.  Though 
chronological  uncertainties  still  remained, 
the  substantially  historical  character  of  the 
whole  is  almost  universally  admitted,  and 
the  sacred  history  speaks  for  itself  as  a  con- 
tinuous narrative.  In  other  respects  the 
aim,  the  spirit,  the  charm,  and  the  method 
of  the  treatment  are  the  same.  There  is  the 
same  bold,  yet  reverent,  handling  of  sub- 
jects which  are  peculiarly  liable  to  suffer 
from  repetitions  of  conventional  language, 
and  from  traditional  methods  of  treat- 
ment. There  is  the  same  effort  to  interpret 
the  Bible,  not  by  our  own  fancies  concerning 
it,butby  what  it  sajTS  of  itself ;  to  distinguish 
between  the  letter  and  the  spirit;  to  ex- 
tinguish "the  unnatural  war  between  faith 
and  reason,  between  human  science  and 
divine."  .  .  .  The  two  volumes  are  alike 
in  aim  and  spuit.  They  also  possess  the 
same  distincUve  charm— the  fascination  of 
a  style  which  is  graphic,  picturesque,  elo- 
quent, and  rich  in  pertinent  illustration ;  the 
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.same  grouping  into  vivid  pictures  of  a 
body  of  small  facts;  the  same  grasp  of  the 
<;ritical  and  salient  features  in  the  char* 
acter  of  an  age  or  of  an  individual.  .  .  • 
Both  volumes  are  alike  in  being  the  work  of 
sl  moralist  who  is  writing  hLtorically. — 
Prothero,  Rowland  E.,  1893,  ed.  The  Life 
4md  Carrespandence  of  Arthur  Penrhyn  Star^ 
ky,  vol.  n,  pp.  246,  248, 249. 

It  is  imquestionably  a  delightful  book,  a 
book  which  everyone  ought  to  read  and 
from  which  no  one  is  likely  to  rise  without 
a  great  many  new  and  fruitful  ideas.  The 
author,  however,  is  always  thinking  too 
much  of  the  edification  of  his  hearers,  too 
little  of  merely  representing  the  facts  as 
they  seem  to  him  to  have  occurred.  It  is 
the  Bible  History  seen  under  a  painted 
window  and  not  by  mere  white  light.— 
Duff,  Mountstuart  E.  Grant,  1894,  The 
Life  of  Arthur  Stanley,  National  Review,  vol. 
22,  p.  754. 

HISTORICAL  MEMORIALS  OF  WEST- 
MINSTER ABBEY 
1868 

Dean  Stanley,  the  pupil  and  the  biog- 
rapher of  Dr.  Arnold,  has  made  some  of  the 
most  valuable  contributions  to  ecclesias- 
tical history  which  our  time  possesses.  His 
"Historical  Memorials  of  Westminster  Ab- 
tey"  fascinates  the  reader  by  its  beauty  of 
style  and  by  the  evidences  of  the  loving 
care  with  which  the  author  has  approached 
his  subject.— McCarthy,  Justin,  1880,  A 
History  of  Our  Own  Timet  from  the  Aeeet- 
non  of  Queen  Victoria  to  the  Berlin  Congrezi, 
vol.  rv,  ch.  Ixvii. 

Up  to  the  time  when  it  was  written,  the 
tombs  and  the  history  of  the  abbey  were 
comparatively  little  known,  even  by  schol- 
ars so  accomplished  as  the  late  Dean  Mil- 
man,  who  for  many  years  was  one  of  the 
canons.  The  thousands  who  visited  it  were 
compelled,  by  lack  of  knowledge,  to  look 
with  a  blank  and  unintelligent  eye  on  many 
a  monument  which  is  now  rife  with  interest. 
The  Dean  left  no  source  of  information  un- 
searched.  He  was  greatly  assisted  by  the 
magnificent  publication  of  the  abbey  reg- 
isters, with  genealogical  and  other  notes  by 
the  American  antiquary.  Colonel  Chester. 
...  I  think  that  the  extent,  variety,  and 
minuteness  of  literary  and  historical  re- 
search which  the  Dean  has  compressed  into 
his  "Memorials"  have  never  been  duly 
-estimated.  To  write  this  book,  he  was 
obliged  to  expend  a  vast  amount  of  time  in 


the  study  of  memoirs,  poems  and  journals 
belonging  to  every  period  of  English  His- 
tory.—Farrar,  Frederic  William,  1885, 
Reminiscences  of  Arthur  Penrhyn  Stanley; 
Some  Noted  Princes,  Authors  and  States- 
men of  Our  Time,  ed.  Parton,  pp.  12, 13. 

He  became,  as  it  were,  the  soul  of  the 
Abbey.  To  follow  him  through  its  chapels 
and  transepts  was  to  follow  a  ''Christian 
Plutarch."  His  presence,  as  he  drew  out 
the  tales  imprisoned  in  the  silent  stones,  and 
made  each  sepulchre  surrender  its  dead, 
gave  to  its  w^alls  and  monuments  life  and 
speech  and  motion.  From  the  buried  stones 
of  the  original  Abbey  of  Edward  the  Con- 
fessor, to  the  last  addition  made  by  himself, 
all  told  the  tale  of  continuous  national  his- 
tory. In  dealing  with  the  Bible  he  had  en- 
deavored to  make  it  a  living  book,  so  that  it 
might  the  more  readily  become  a  Book  of 
Life.  In  the  same  spirit,  both  with  voice 
and  pen,  he  laboured  to  reanimate  the  in- 
heritance of  the  past,  to  make  the  Abbey  an 
eloquent  memorial  of  all  that  was  greatest 
and  most  famous  in  national  history,  to 
keep  alive  ite  powers  as  the  incentive  to 
heroic  action,  to  appeal,  through  its  splendid 
associations  with  the  past,  not  only  to  the 
care  but  to  the  emulation  of  the  present. 
Nor  was  it  merely  with  the  past  history  of 
England  that  he  linked  the  present  life  of 
the  nation.— Prothero,  Rowland  E., 
1893,  ed.  Life  and  Correspondence  of  Arthur 
Penrhyn  Stanley,  vol.  ii,  p.  281. 

GENERAL 
We  have  embarked  on  a  beautiful  book, 
Arthur  Stanley's  "  Palestine : "  thou  wouldst 
be  much  interested  in  it  I  think.  He  writes 
charmingly,  seeing  thing^  so  clearly,  and 
seeing  them  in  their  bearings,  geographical 
and  otherwise,  like  a  true  pupfl  of  Dr.  Ar- 
nold's; and  there  is  such  a  high  and  thought- 
ful tone  over  it  all.— Fox,  Caroline,  1856, 
Letter  to  E.  T.  Came,  Aug.  29;  Memories  of 
Old  Friends,  ed.  Pym. 

Apart  from  the  beautiful  simplicity  of  his 
style  and  the  richness  of  illustrative  allu- 
sion, the  charm  of  his  sermons  was  very  apt 
to  lie  in  a  certain  way  which  he  had  of  treat- 
ing the  events  of  the  day  as  parts  of  the  his- 
tory of  the  world,  and  making  his  hearers 
feel  that  they  and  what  they  were  doing  be- 
longed as  truly  to  the  history  of  their  race, 
and  shared  as  truly  in  the  care  and  govern- 
ment of  God,  as  David  and  his  wars,  or 
Socrates  and  his  teachings.    As  his  lectures 
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made  all  times  live  with  the  familiarity  of 
our  own  day,  with  its  petty  interests,  grow 
sacred  and  inspired  by  its  identification 
with  the  great  principles  of  all  the  ages. 
With  the  procession  of  heroism  and  faith 
and  bravery  and  holinjess  always  marching 
before  his  eye^,  he  summoned  his  congrega- 
tion in  the  Abbey  or  in  the  village  church  to 
join  the  host.  And  it  was  his  power  of  his- 
torical imagination  that  made  them  for  an 
instant  see  the  procession  which  he  saw, 
and  long  to  join  it  at  his  summons.— 
Brooks,  Phillips,  1881,  Dean  Stanley, 
Essays  and  Addresses,  p.  359. 

I  have  said  that  Dean  Stanley  was  no 
theologian,  and,  indeed,  had  no  real  hold  at 
all  of  the  significance  of  abstract  thought- 
no  grasp  of  what  I  may  call  the  backbone  of 
mental  and  moral  creeds  —  though  he 
could  often  appreciate  finely  the  fruits 
which  such  creeds  bore  in  actual  life,  with- 
out being  aware  that  it  was  those  systems 
which  had  borne  them.  Indeed,  his  true 
liberality  of  nature,  his  positive  inability  to 
ignore  what  was  good  in  one  whose  general 
belief  he  either  could  not  share,  or  positively 
condemned,  was  in  some  measure  due  to 
this  comparative  insignificance  of  all  merely 
intellectual  discussion  in  his  mind.  He 
could  not,  if  he  would,  have  judged  the 
tree  of  belief  by  anything  but  its  fruits,  and 
its  fruits  in  the  largest  sense  of  the  term. 
And  amongst  these  fruits,  he  could  not,  for 
the  life  of  him,  help  reckoning  almost  every- 
thing that  added  to  the  richness  and  variety 
of  life,— so  that  when  he  came  to  estimate 
the  value  of  institutions,  he  found  himself 
according  the  most  liberal  sympathy  to 
every  institution  which  had  ennobled  the 
civilisation  of  any  epoch,  which  had  shelt- 
ered men  of  genius  and  power,  which  had 
given  a  more  historic  colour  to  the  past,  or 
which  had  transmitted  to  the  present  day 
germs  of  great  vitality  and  promise.  He 
had  the  keenest  possible  eye  for  historic 
effect,  which  was  quite  as  much  at  the  root 
of  his  great  comprehensiveness,  as  his  large 
sympathies  with  individual  goodness  and 
greatness.  But  what  strikes  one  as  a  little 
strange  in  a  man  of  su^h  a  temperament  as 
this,  is  his  gallantry  as  a  champion. — Hut- 
ton,  Richard  Holt,  1881,  Dean  Stanley, 
CriticisTns  on  Contemporary  Thoughts  and 
Thinkers,  vol  l,  p.  133. 

For  the  purposes  of  a  student  of  general 
history  this  ["Eastern  Church"]  is  the  most 
useful  of  Dean  Stanley's  works.  It  not  only 


has  to  do  with  a  subject  of  very  consider- 
able importance,  but  it  possesses  the  rare 
charm  of  a  graceful,  scholarly,  and  eloquent 
method  of  treatment.  It  is  one  of  the  few 
ecclesiastical  histories  that  every  genuine 
student  of  the  Middle  Ages  will  find  himself 
interested  in  reading.— Adams,  Charles 
Kendall,  1882,  A  Manual  of  Historical 
lAteratvre,  p.  180. 

Read  his  funeral  sermon  on  Charles 
Kingsley,  on  Sir  John  Herschel,  on  your 
countrjrman  Carlyle,  or  that  preached  on 
the  Siege  of  Paris.  Who  else  in  the  United 
Kingdom  could  have  preached  them?  Read, 
indeed,  any  of  his  published  sermons.  We 
may  say  as  Dr.  Johnson  said  of  Baxter's 
"  Ilead  any ;  they  are  all  good. "  Read  any, 
we  may  add,  for  they  are  all  characteristic, 
all  stamped  with  his  own  impress.— Brad- 
ley, George  Granville,  1883,  ReeoUee- 
turns  of  Arthur  Penrhyn  Stanley,  p.  113. 

We  can  indeed  hardly  claim  for  Stanley 
the  title  of  an  original  investigator,  on  any 
subject,  save  only  the  very  difficult  and  in- 
teresting one  of  the  geography  of  Sinai  and 
Palestine.  But  it  would  be  equally  unfair 
to  speak  of  such  popularizations  as  his 
"Jewish  Church"  as  though  they  were 
slight  or  easy  productions.  Crude  knowl- 
edge must  be  digested  and  re-digested  be- 
fore it  can  enter  vitally  into  the  intellectual 
system  of  mankind  and  rightly  to  assimilate 
such  nutriment  may  often  be  as  difficult  as 
to  collect  it.  The  Englishman,  especially, 
writing,  as  Stanley  did,  for  two  hemispheres 
and  some  half-dozen  nations,  must  needs 
feel  that  the  form  in  which  he  gives  his  re- 
sults to  this  enormous  public  is  a  matter  of 
no  slight  concern.— Myers,  Frederic  W. 
H.,  1883,  Arthur  Penrhyn  Stanley,  Century 
Magazine,  vol.  3,  p,  382. 

There  is  none  ["Apostolic  Age"]  of  his 
many  interesting  writings  which  more  dis- 
tinctly indicates  the  line  of  thought  which 
he  followed  throughout.  It  is  instinct  with 
a  rare  insight  into  the  phenomena  of  the 
Apostolic  time,  and  the  bearing  of  these 
phenomena  upon  the  true  interpretation  of 
Christian  thought  for  all  time.  Like  all  his 
historic  studies,  it  presents  at  once  a  picture 
of  the  past,  and  a  mirror  of  the  future. — 
TuLLOCH,  John,  1885,  Movements  of  Re-- 
ligious  Thought  in  Britain  During  the  Nine^ 
teenth  Century,  p.  205. 

It  was  inevitable  that  one  who  "was  al- 
ways writing  something"  should  sometimes 
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be  careless  and  slipshod,  but,  as  a  rule,  noth- 
ing could  be  more  delightful  than  his  style, 
and  his  references  are  carefully  verified  and 
weighed  studiously.  Stanley  was  a  very 
voluminous  writer;  twenty-five  years  ago 
the  list  of  his  publications  abeady  filled 
many  pages  of  the  British  Museum 
Catalogue.  Since  then  his  writings  have 
been  very  numerous,  including  many  con- 
tributions to  reviews  and  magazines,  be- 
sides purely  theological  studies.  This 
summary  does  not  include  his  historical 
works  and  lectures.  At  no  time  could  he 
write  on  any  subject  except  one  which  at- 
tracted him;  he  could  write  only  on  what  he 
thought  and  felt;  his  works  are  one  and  all  a 
mirror  of  himself .  .  .  .  Essentially  a  popu- 
lar thinker.  Dean  Stanley  never  claimed  to 
be  otherwise  than  a  translucent  and  clear 
medium  of  truth  in  its  simplest  form.  Where 
doubt  had  crept  into  the  mind,  many  found 
his  books  a  great  assistance,  and  were  helped 
by  his  vivid  and  animated  words  as  no  cold 
reasoning  could  have  affected  them.  Where 
a  profound  thinker  would  have  failed  from 
his  very  depth  the  works  of  Stanley  con- 
tain exactly  what  the  average  reader  re- 
quires and  can  assimilate.  And  yet  it  is  not 
just  to  characterize  the  work  of  Stanley  as 
slight  or  inferior  in  its  conception  or  style. 
While  not  an  original  investigator,  the 
literary  skUl  and  scholarship  of  the  Dean  is 
shown  on  every  page.  His  tone  is  dignified, 
spirited,  and  picturesque,  lending  a  charm 
to  all  he  touches,  while  perfect  simplicity 
and  candor  radiates  from  all  his  teachings. 
—Oliver,  Grace  A.,  1885,  Arthur  Penrhyn 
Stanley,  pp.  273, 402. 

Among  his  contemporaries,  no  voice  was 
so  constantly  raised  in  the  Church  of  Eng- 
land for  charity  and  peace  as  that  of  Arthur 
Penrhyn  Stanley.  But  his  influence  has 
neither  been  restricted  to  the  clergy  nor  to 
members  of  his  own  church.  Over  laymen 
everywhere  he  has  exerted  a  still  more 
powerful  influence,  and  has  spoken  with 
cheerful  inspiration  to  those  in  every  land 
who  cherish  the  belief  in  a  common  Chris- 
tianity, and  the  hope  that  in  the  future  it 
may  have  some  outward  embodhnent.  To 
the  general  characteristics  of  the  leaders  of 
the  Broad  Church  Stanley  added  the  special 
gift  of  an  historic  imagination.  It  was  this, 
imited  to  the  charm  of  a  style  of  singular 
purity  and  poetic  beauty,  which  gave  such 
life  and  power  to  his  published  lectures  on 
the  Jewish  Church.— PmiAN,  Robert  C, 


1888,  Books  that  have  Hdped  Me,  The  Forum, 
vol.  4,  p.  610. 

His  knowledge  of  the  world  and  of  society, 
his  familiarity  with  great  historical  events, 
his  keen  eye  for  the  picturesque  aspects  of 
human  life,  whether  under  secular  or  re- 
ligious conditions,  his  cultivated  literary 
tastes,  his  wide  sympathies,  his  ability  to 
detect  resemblances  where  others  saw  only 
contradictions,  to  detect  a  spiritual  mean- 
ing under  the  most  obscure  of  ritual  observ- 
ances—these things,  combined  with  the  bril- 
liant qualities  of  lus  mind,  gave  to  his  writ- 
ings a  popularity  almost  unexampled  when 
we  consider  the  fate  of  most  theological 
books.  As  a  writer  of  English,  Newman  was 
alone  his  superior  in  that  clearness  and  natu- 
ralness and  exquisite  simplicity,— that  en- 
tire freedom  from  all  straining  after  effect,— 
which  made  Newman  the  supreme  model  of 
English  with  whom  no  other  writer  could 
compete.  But  much  of  Stanley's  power  as 
a  writer  lay  also  in  the  rare  finish  and  charm 
of  his  style,  which  perfectly  reflected  the  man 
and  was  therefore  in  a  high  degree  artistic: 
it  pleased  the  ear,  it  compelled  the  atten- 
tion, it  aroused  and  stimulated  the  reader, 
even  if  at  times  it  withdrew  the  mind  from 
the  matter  to  the  form— a  fault  of  which 
Newman  never  was  guilty;  but  it  always 
conveyed  the  thought  with  ease  and  clear- 
ness, and  always  with  something  of  the 
grace  and  fascination  which  belonged  to 
the  man.  ...  To  the  general  reader,  as 
well  as  to  the  theological  student,  no  books 
are  more  familiar  than  his  "  Smai  and  Pales- 
tine, "  his  "  History  of  the  Jewish  Chiu^h,  '* 
or  his  "Christian  Institutions."  His  de- 
fecte,  his  limitations,  are  also  well  Imown. 
His  learning  was  not  extensive,  nor  his 
scholarship  always  accurate,  nor  had  he  a 
deep  insight  into  the  working  of  great 
principles.  He  had  no  taste  for  philosophy 
or  metaphysics;  only  that  which  was  con- 
crete made  any  appeal  to  his  imagination. — 
Allen,  Alexander  V.  G.,  1894,  Dean  Stan- 
ley and  the  Tractarian  Movement,  The  New 
World,  vol.  3,  pp.  143, 144. 

Stanley's  social  influence,  and  his  in- 
fluence as  a  teacher  and  a  preacher,  live  for- 
ever, though  indistinguishably  blended 
with  those  of  other  good  men  and  Chris- 
tians. His  influence  as  a  theologian  and  a 
religious  philosopher,  never  very  great,  have 
probably  ceased.  In  that  line  he  made,  in- 
voluntarily, much  noise,  but  he  left  not 
much  impression.     His  best  works,  it  will 
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generally  be  thought,  apart  from  his  "Life 
of  Arnold/'  are  his  historical  lectures  and 
his  "Sinai  and  Palestine."  The  work  last 
mentioned,  which  called  forth  his  utmost 
enthusiasm  and  gave  the  fullest  scope  for 
the  display  of  his  special  gift,  has  perhaps 
no  superior  in  its  kind.  Next  to  it  I  should 
venture  to  place  the  lectures  on  the  Eastern 
church,  in  which  he  shows  to  perfection  his 
ardent  historical  sympathies,  his  power  of 
appreciating  and  delineating  historical  char- 
acter»  his  comprehensiveness  of  view  and 
the  picturesque  vivacity  of  his  style.  These 
lectures  are  particularly  wholesome  read- 
ing just  now,  when  abuse  is  being  heaped  on 
the  Russian  Christians  by  misguided  Chris- 
tendom. The  lectures  on  the  Jewish  Church 
lack  a  critical  basis  and  strictness  of  critical 
treatment  altogether.  The  lecturer  too 
often  escapes  from  a  critical  difficulty  into 
preaching.  He  was  too  much  under  the 
dominion  of  Ewald,  who  trusts  too  much  to 
his  own  arbitrary  intuition.  Oscillating 
between  orthodoxy  and  rationalism,  ac- 
cepting miracle,  yet  desiring  to  economise 
it  to  the  utmost,  and  renouncing  supple- 
mental nuracles,  Stanley  is  sometimes 
found  struggling  with  an  akward  problem, 
and  struggling  in  vain.— Smith,  Goldwin, 
1894,  The  Nineteenth  Century,  vol  35,  p.  221. 

Dean  Stanley  wrote  very  little  verse,  and 
that  little  does  not  display  high  poetic 
merit.  Prose  was  clearly  his  natural  form 
of  expression,  and  in  the  freedom  of  prose 
he  was  much  more  poetic  than  when  ham- 
pered by  the  fetters  of  rhyme.— Miles,  Al- 
fred H.,  1897,  The  Poets  and  the  Poetry  of 
the  Century,  Social,  Moral,  and  Religious 
Verse,  p.  721. 

Stanley  neither  was,  nor,  apparently, 
cared  to  be  exact.  He  trusted  too  much  to 
his  gift  of  making  things  interesting,  and 
had  an  inadequate  conception  of  the  duty 
he  owed  to  his  readers  of  writing  what  was 
true.  Other  travellers  who  have  followed 
his  footsteps  in  the  East  have  sometimes 
found  that  the  scenes  he  describes,  in  charm- 


ing English,  are  such  as  are  visible  only  to 
those  whose  eyes  can  penetrate  rocks  and 
mountains.  This  constitutional  inaccuracy 
is  a  blot  upon  nearly  all  his  works,  and  his 
one  permanent  contribution  to  literature 
will  probably  prove  to  be  the  "Life  of  Dr. 
Arnold."— Walker,  Hugh,  1897,  The  Age 
of  Tennyson,  p.  140. 

The  largest  part  of  his  literary  work  was 
done  in  the  field  of  ecclesiastical  history,  a 
subject  naturally  congenial  to  him,  and  to 
which  he  was  further  drawn  by  the  profes- 
sorship- which  he  held  at  Oxford  during  a 
time  when  a  great  revival  of  historical 
studies  was  in  progress.  It  was  work  which 
critics  could  easily  disparage,  for  there  were 
many  small  errors  scattered  through  it;  and 
the  picturesque  method  of  treatment 
he  employed  was  apt  to  pass  into  scrappi- 
ness.  He  fixed  on  the  points  which  had  a 
special  interest  for  his  own  mind  as  illus- 
tarating  some  trait  of  personal  or  national 
character,  or  some  moral  lesson,  and  passed 
hastily  over  other  matters  of  equal  or 
greater  importance.  Nevertheless  Ins  work 
had  some  distinctive  merits  which  have  not 
received  from  professional  critics  the  whole 
credit  they  deserved.  In  all  that  Stanley 
wrote  one  finds  a  certain  largeness  and 
dignity  of  view.  He  had  a  sense  bf  the 
unity  of  history,  of  the  constant  relation  of 
past  and  present,  of  the  similarity  of  human 
nature  in  one  age  and  counlry  to  hu- 
man nature  in  another;  and  he  never  failed 
to  dwell  upon  the  permanently  valuable 
truths  which  history  has  to  teach.  Nothing 
was  too  small  to  attract  him,  because  he 
discovered  a  meaning  in  everything,  and  he 
was  therefore  never  dull,  for  even  when  he 
moralised  he  would  light  up  his  reflections 
by  some  happy  anecdote.  With  this  he 
possessed  a  keen  eye,  the  eye  of  a  poet,  for 
human  character,  and  a  power  of  sympathy 
that  enabled  him  to  appreciate  even  those 
whose  principles  and  policy  he  disliked.— 
Brtce,  James,  1903,  Studies  in  Coniemr 
porary  Biography,  p.  72. 


Gheorge  Henry  Borrow 

1803-1881 
Bom,  at  East  Dereham,  5  July  1803.  Educated  at  Norwich  Grammar  School,  1815-18. 
Family  changed  place  of  residence  constantiy,  1803-20.  Articled  to  Solicitor  in  Norwich, 
1818-23.  First  literary  publication,  1825.  To  London  at  father's  death.  Assisted  m 
compilation  of  "  Newgate  Calendar. "  Tour  through  England ;  through  France,  Germany, 
Russia  and  the  East,  as  agent  for  British  and  Foreign  Bible  Society,  1833-39.  Contrib. 
letters  on  his  travels  to  "  Morning  Post, "  1837-39.    Married  Mary  Qarke,  1840.    Tour  in 
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S.  E.  Europe,  1844.  Bought  estate  on  Oulton  Broad.  Lived  there  till  about  1865.  Re- 
moved to  Brompton.  Wife  died  there,  1869.  Died,  at  Oulton,  26  July,  1881.  Workt: 
"Romantic  Ballads"  (from  the  Danish),  1826;  "Targum,"  1835;  "The  Bible  in  Spain" 
(3  vols.),  1843;  "The  ZincaU,"  (2  vols.),  1841;  "Lavengro,"  1851;  "The  Romany  Rye," 
1857;  "  WUd  Wales,"  1862;  "Romano  Lavo-Lil,"  1874.  He  translated:  F.  M.  von  Kling- 
er's  "Faustus,"  1825;  Pushkin's  "The  Talisman,"  1835;  St.  Luke's  Gospel  into  Gitano 
dialect, "Emb6o  e  Majoro  Lucas,"  1837;  "Crixote  e  Major6  Lucas,"  1872;  Ellis  Wynn's 
"Sleeping  Bard"  from  the  Cambrian-British,  1860;  Nasr  Al-Din's  "Turkish  Jester"  (post- 
humous), 1884;  Ewald's  "Death  of  Balder"  (posthumous),  1889.  He  edited:  "Evan- 
gelisa  San  Lucusan  Guissan"  (Basque  translation  of  St.  Luke's  Gospel),  1838.— Sharp,  R. 
Fakquharson,  1897,  A  Diciianary  of  English  Authors,  p.  29. 


PERSONAL 

Since  I  last  wrote  to  you,  I  have  received 
a  visit  from  a  remarkable  person,  with 
whom  I  should  like  to  make  you  acquainted. 
.  .  •  His  mind  is  full,  even  to  overflowing,  of 

intelligence  and  original  thought.   It  is , 

the  distinguished  linguist,  of  whom  I  shall 
speak:  besides  his  calling  upon  me,  I  also 
passed  an  evening  in  his  society,  and  he 
talked  to  me  the  whole  time.  I  do  not 
know  when  I  have  heard  such  a  flow  of  vary- 
ing conversation— odd — original— brilliant 
— ^animatii^;— any  and  every  one  of  these 
epithets  might  be  applied  to  it;  it  is  like 
having  a  flood  of  mind  poured  out  upon  you, 
and  that,  too,  evidently  from  the  strong 
necessity  of  setting  the  current  free,  not 
from  any  design  to  shine  or  overpower.  I 
think  I  was  most  interested  in  his  descrip- 
tions of  Spain,  a  country  where  he  has  lived 
much,  and  to  which  he  is  strongly  attached. 
.  .  .  All  I  had  to  complain  of  was,  that,  be- 
ing used  to  a  sort  of  steam-boat  rapidity, 

both  in  bodily  and  mental  movements, , 

while  gallantly  handing  me  from  one  room 
to  another,  rushed  into  a  sort  of  gaUopade 
which  nearly  took  my  breath  away.  On 
mentioning  this  afterwards  to  a  gentleman 
who  had  b^n  of  the  party,  he  said,  "What 
could  you  expect  from  a  man  who  has  been 
hftnding  armed  Croats  instead  of  ladies, 
from  one  tent  to  another?"  for  I  believe  it  is 
not  very  long  since  my  ubiqiHtous  friend 
visited  Hungary.— Hemans,  Felicu  Dor- 
othea, 1830,  Memorials,  Correspoiidtnee,  ed. 
Chorley,  vol  n,  pp.  166, 168. 

Catherine  Oumey  gave  us  a  note  to 
George  Borrow,  so  on  falm  we  called,— a  tall, 
ungainly,  uncouth  man,  with  great  physical 
strength,  a  quick  penetrating  eye,  a  con- 
fident manner,  and  a  disagreeable  tone  and 
pronunciation.  He  was  sitting  on  one  side 
of  the  fire,  and  his  old  mother  on  the  other, 
his  spirits  always  sink  in  wet  weather,  and 
to-day  was  very  rainy,  but  he  was  court- 
eous and  not  displeased  to  be  a  little  lionized 


for  his  delicacy  is  not  of  the  most  susceptible. 
—Fox,  Caroline,  1843,  Journal,  Oct.  21; 
Memories  of  Old  Friends,  ed.  Pym.,  p.  202. 

Borrow  came  in  the  evening:  now  a  fine 
man,  but  a  most  disagreeable  one;  a  kind  of 
character  that  would  be  most  dangerous  in 
rebellious  times— one  that  would  suffer  or 
persecute  to  the  utmost.  His  face  b  ex- 
pressive of  wrong-headed  determination.— 
Eastlake,  Elizabeth  Ladt,  1844,  Journal, 
March  20;  Memoirs,  ed.  SmiA,  p.  124. 

It  is  easy  to  understand  how  one  who  so 
valued  words  as  symbols  of  thought  as  to 
spend  his  life  in  interpreting  them  from  so 
many  tongues,  should  become  a  perfect 
master  of  his  own  language:  not  only  was 
Borrow  such  a  master,  but  he  made  bold 
and  unsparing  use  of  his  power,  and  by  its 
means  put  on  record  the  actions  of  a  life 
unique  in  its  sustained  individuality  from 
''the  flash  and  triumph  and  glorious  sweat' ' 
of  his  first  ride,  till  the  cloud,  which  over- 
hangs all,  approached  him.  Humour,  which 
is  given  us  to  neutralise  the  worst  forebod- 
ings, he  largely  possessed;  and  his,  while  it 
resembled  Sterne's  more  than  any  other 
man's,  was  peculiarly  his  own,  but  mingled 
with  a  sounder  sentiment  of  pathos  than  is 
to  be  found  in  Yorick.— Hake,  A.  Eqmont, 
1882,  George  Borrow,  MaemiUan*s  Magazine, 
vol.  45,  p.  63. 

He  must  have  been,  I  should  say,  full  six 
feet  four  inches  in  height— a  very  well- 
built  man,  with  somewhat  of  a  military  car- 
riage; snow-white  hair;  dark,  strongly 
marked  eyebrows ;  his  countenance  pleasing, 
betokening  calm  firmness,  self-confidence, 
and  a  mind  under  control,  though  capable 
of  passion.  His  frame  was  without  heavi- 
ness, but  evidently  very  powerful.  His 
hands  were  small  for  his  size,  beautifully 
formed,  and  very  white.  He  was  very  vain 
of  his  hands,  which  he  used  to  say  he  de- 
rived from  his  mother,  who  was  of  Hugue- 
not extraction.  He  was,  when  in  the  vein,  a 
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delightfal  talker.  It  will  give  some  idea  of 
the  effect  of  his  appearance,  if  I  recount  a 
circumstance  which  occurred  on  his  first 
visit  at  the  Vicarage.  My  eldest  son,  then 
between  ten  and  eleven  years  of  age,  having 
been  introduced,  stood  with  eyes  fixed  on 
him  for  some  moments,  and  then  without 
speaking  left  the  apartment.  He  passed 
into  the  room  where  his  mother  was  en- 
gaged with  some  ladies,  and  cried  out, 
"  Well,  mother,  that  u  a  man. "  He  could 
find  no  other  words  to  express  his  admira- 
tion. The  child's  enthusiasm  evidently  de- 
lighted Borrow,  who,  from  all  I  saw  of  him, 
I  should  judge  to  have  been  singularly 
alive  to,  and  grateful  for,  tokens  of  affec- 
tion. We  soon  came  to  delight  in  his  so- 
ciety. He  often  dropped  in  of  an  evening, 
when  he  would,  after  tea,  sit  in  the  centre 
of  a  group  before  the  fire  with  his  hands  on 
his  knees— his  favourite  position— pouring 
forth  tales  of  the  scenes  he  had  witnessed  in 
his  wanderings— sometimes  among  the 
gypsies  of  Spain,  sometimes  among  those  of 
England.  Then  he  would  suddedy  spring 
from  his  seat  and  walk  to  and  fro  the  room 
in  silence ;  anon  he  would  clap  his  hands  and 
sing  a  Gypsy  song,  or  perchance  would 
chant  forth  a  translation  of  some  Viking 
poem;  after  which  he  would  sit  down  again 
and  chat  about  his^  father,  whose  memory 
he  revered  as  he  did  his  mother's;  and  fin- 
ally he  would  recount  some  tale  of  suffering 
or  sorrow  with  deep  pathos— his  voice  be- 
ing capable  of  expressing  triumphant  joy 
or  the  profoundest  sadness.— Berkeley, 
John  R.  P.,  1887,  Reminiteences  of  Borrow 
in  1854,  Life,  Writings  and  Correspondence 
of  George  Borrow^  ed.  Knapp,  vol.  n,  p.  95. 

From  early  youth  he  had  a  passion,  and 
an  extraordinary  capacity  for  languages, 
and  on  reaching  manhood  he  was  appointed 
agent  to  the  Bible  Society,  and  was  sent  to 
Russia  to  translate  and  introduce  the 
Scriptures.  While  there  he  mastered  the 
language,  and  learnt  besides  the  Sclavonian 
and  the  Gypsie  dialects.  He  translated  the 
Testament  into  the  Tartar  Mantchow,  and 
published  versions  from  English  into  thirty 
languages.  He  made  successive  visits  into 
Russia,  Norway,  Turkey,  Bohemia,  Spain 
and  Barbary.  In  fact,  the  sole  of  his  foot 
never  rested.  While  an  agent  for  the  Bible 
Society  in  Spain,  he  translated  the  Testa- 
ment into  Spanish,  Portuguese,  Romany, 
and  Basque— which  language,  it  is  said,  the 
Devil  himself  never  could  learn— and  when 


he  had  learnt  the  Basque  he  acquired  the 
name  of  Lavengro,  or  word-master.  .  .  . 
He  had  a  splendid  physique,  standing  six 
feet  two  in  his  stockings,  and  he  had  brains 
as  well  as  muscles,  as  his  works  sufficiently 
show.— Smiles,  Samuel,  1891,  Memoir  and 
Correspondence  of  John  Murray,  vol.  n,  pp. 
484,485. 

He  was  a  tall,  large,  fine-looking  man 
who  must  have  been  handsome  in  his  youth. 
I  knew  at  the  time  in  London  a  Mr.  Kerri- 
son,  who  had  been  as  a  very  young  man, 
probably  in  the  twenties,  very  intimate 
with  Borrow.  He  told  me  that  one  night 
Borrow  acted  very  wildly,  whooping  and 
vociferating  so  as  to  cause  the  police  to 
follow  him,  and  after  a  long  run  led  them  to 
the  edge  of  the  Thames,  ''and  there  they 
thought  they  had  him."  But  he  plunged 
boldly  into  the  water  and  swam  in  his  clothes 
to  the  opposite  shore,  and  so  escaped.— Le- 
LAND,  Charles  Godfrey,  1893,  Memoirs, 
p.  434. 

The  remarkable  characteristic  of  Borrow 
through  all  his  varied  career  was  that  he  i 
could  mix  with  all  sorts  of  company  and  yet  / 
hold  him  aloof  from  the  vicious  and  de-/ 
praved.    He  could  touch  pitch  and  not  be 
defiled— walk  through  the  fire  and  not  be 
burned.   Woe  to  the  weak  and  half-hearted 
who  shall  try  to  pass  through  such  ordeals 
as  George  Borrow  endured !  It  is  not  every- 
one who  can  draw  Ulysses's  bow.— J  essopp, 
Augustus,  1893,  Lavengro,  The  Athenctum^ 
No.  3428,  p.  66. 

George  Borrow  who,  if  he  were  not  a 
gypsy  by  blood  ought  to  have  been  one, 
was,  for  some  years,  our  near  neighbor  in 
Hereford  Square.  My  friend  was  amused 
by  Ms  quaint  stories  and  his  (real  or  sham) 
enthusiasm  for  Wales,  and  cultivated  his 
acquaintance.  I  never  liked  him,  thinking 
him  more  or  less  of  a  hypocrite.  His  mis- 
sions, recorded  in  the  "  Bible  in  Spain, "  and 
his  translations  of  the  scriptures  into  the 
out-of  the-way  tongues,  for  which  he  had  a 
gift,  were  by  no  means  consonant  with  his 
real  opinions  concerning  the  veracity  of  the 
said  Bible.— COBBE,  Frances  Power,  1894> 
Life  by  Herself,  vol.  n,  p.  437. 

Often  used  to  dine  in  Albemarle  Street  in 
times  well  within  my  memory.  Tall,  broad, 
muscular,  with  very  heavy  shoulders,  and 
perfectly  white  hair— my  father  used  to  tell 
us  that  Borrow's  hair  was  grey  before  he 
was  thirty — his  was  a  figure  which  no  one 
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who  has  seen  it  is  likely  to  forget.  I  never 
remember  to  have  seen  him  dressed  in  any- 
thing but  black  broadcloth,  and  white  cot- 
ton socks  were  generally  distinctly  visible 
above  his  low  shoes.  I  think  that  with  Bor- 
row the  desire  to  attract  attention  to  him- 
self»  to  inspire  a  feeling  of  awe  and  mystery, 
must  have  been  a  ruling  passion.  No  one 
will  ever  unravel  the  true  from  the  fictitious 
in  his  charming  writings;  it  is  possible  that 
the  incidents  and  characters  connected 
with  ids  extraordinary  life  and  adventures 
had  become  so  intermingled  in  his  own 
mind,  that  he  himself  could  hardly  have 
unraveled  them.— Murray,  John,  1895, 
Some  AtUhoTs  I  Have  Known,  Good  Words, 
vol  36,  p.  91. 

In  his  last  years  Borrow  was  very  infirm, 
and  the  few  visitors  who  saw  him— for  he 
was  far  from  courting  visits — ^have  given 
almost  distressing  accounts  of  his  entourage; 
for  after  hia  wife's  death  he  seems  to  have 
lacked  many  home  comforts,  and  to  have 
grown  more  melancholy  than  ever,  though 
to  the  last  he  was  kind  and  considerate  to 
his  poorer  neighbours,  some  of  whom  still 
live  to  cherish  his  memory.  He  seems  to 
have  lost  all  savour  of  life,  and  when  he 
could  no  longer  stride  over  heath  and  dene, 
nor  rejoice  in  the  free  life  of  the  "children 
of  the  open  air,''  when  he  became  house- 
bound and  caged,  his  spirits  ebbed,  his 
heart  sank  within  him,  and  on  July  26th, 
1881,  he  died  at  Oulton,  just  three  weeks 
after  completing  his  78th  year. — Hooper, 
James,  1896,  George  Borrow,  The  National 
Review,  vol  26,  p.  682. 

Borrow  was  a  man  of  something  like  gen- 
ius, who  went  his  own  way  in  life,  wherever 
it  led  him,  who,  like  one  of  Browning's  he- 
roes, was  ever  a  fighter,  and  who  yet  passed 
away  in  peaceful  obscurity,  almost  forgot- 
ten by  the  public,  which  he  had  once  puzzled 
and  perturbed.— McCarthy,  Justin,  1897, 
A  HUtary  of  Our  Own  Times  from  1880  to 
the  Diarruma  Jubilee,  p.  89. 

THE  BIBLE  IN  SPAIN 
1842 
I  read  Borrow  with  great  delight  all  the 
way  down  per  rail,  and  it  shortened  the 
rapid  ffight  of  that  velocipede.  You  may  de- 
pend upon  it  that  the  book  will  sell,  which, 
after  ail,  is  the  rub.  It  is  the  antipodes  of 
Lord  Carnarvon,  and  yet  how  they  tally 
in  what  they  have  in  common,  and  that  is 
much— the  people,  the  scenery  of  Galicia, 


and  the  suspicions  and  absurdities  of  Span- 
ish Jack-in-Office,  who  yielded  not  in  igno- 
rance or  in  insolence  to  any  kindof  redta- 
pists,  hatched  in  the  hot-beds  of  jobbery  and 
utilitarian  mares'-nests.  .  .  .  Borrow  spares 
none  of  them.  I  see  he  hits  right  and  left 
and  floors  his  man  wherever  he  meets  him. 
I  am  pleased  with  his  honest  sincerity  of 
purpose  and  his  ^aphic  abrupt  style.  It  is 
like  an  old  Spanish  ballad,  leaping  in  res 
medias,  going  from  incident  to  incident, 
bang,  bang,  bang,  hops,  steps,  and  jumps 
like  a  cracker,  and  leaving  off  like  one, 
when  you  wish  he  would  give  you  another 
touch  or  coup  de  grdee.  ...  He  really 
sometimes  puts  me  in  mind  of  Gil  Bias;  but 
he  has  not  the  sneer  of  the  Frenchman,  nor 
does  he  gild  the  bad.  He  has  a  touch  of 
Bunyan,  and,  like  that  enthusiastic  tinker, 
hammers  away,  d  la  Gitano,  whenever  he 
thinks  he  can  thwack  the  Devil  or  his  m&n- 
of-all-work  on  earth — the  Pope.  Therein 
he  resembles  my  friend  and  everybody's 
friend— Punch— who,  amidst  all  his  ad- 
ventures, never  spares  the  black  one.  .  .  . 
He  is  as  full  of  meat  as  an  egg,  and  a  fresh 
laid  one — not  one  of  your  Ingfis  breed,  long 
addled  by  over-bookmaking.  Borrow  wiU 
lay  you  golden  eggs,and  hatch  them  after  the 
ways  of  Egypt;  put  salt  on  his  tail  and 
secure  him  in  your  coop,  and  beware  how 
any  poacher  coaxes  him  with  ''raisins"  or 
reasons  out  of  the  Albemarle  preserves.— 
Ford,  Richard,  1842,  Letter  to  John  Mur- 
ray, Memoir  and  Correspondence  of  John 
Murray,  ed.  Smiles,  vol  n,  p.  491. 

Its  literary  merits  were  considerable— 
but  balanced  by  equal  demerits.  Nothing 
more  vivid  and  picturesque  than  many  of 
its  descriptions  of  scenery  and  sketches  of 
adventure :  nothing  more  weak  and  confused 
than  every  attempt  either  at  a  chain 
of  reasoning,  or  even  a  consecutive  narra- 
tive of  events  that  it  included.  It  was 
evidently  the  work  of  a  man  of  uncommon 
and  highly  interesting  character  and  en- 
dowments;  but  as  clearly  he  was  quite  raw 
as  an  original  author.  The  glimpses  of  a 
most  curious  and  novel  subject  that  he 
opened  were,  however,  so  very  striking, 
that,  on  the  whole,  that  book  deserved  well 
to  make  a  poweriful  impression,  and  could 
not  but  excite  great  hopes  that  his  more 
practised  pen  would  hereafter  produce 
many  things  of  higher  consequence.  The 
present  volumes  will,  we  apprehend,  go  far 
to  justify  such  anticipations.     In  point  of 
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eomposition,  generally,  Mr.  Borrow  has 
made  a  signal  advance;  but  the  grand  point 
is,  that  he  seems  to  have  considered  and 
studied  himself  in  the  interval;  wisely  re- 
solved on  steadily  avoiding  in  future  the 
species  of  efforts  in  which  he  had  been  felt 
to  fail;  and  on  sedulously  cultivating  and 
improving  the  peculiar  talents  which  were 
as  universally  acknowledged  to  be  bril- 
liantly displayed  in  numerous  detached 
passages  of  his  ''Gipsies." — Lookhart, 
John  Gibson,  1842,  The  Bibk  in  Spain, 
Quarterly  Review,  vol.  71,  p.  169. 

Having  real  merit  and  universal  interest, 
being  wholly  popular  in  its  style,  and  yet  ex- 
ceedingly curious  in  its  information,  crowded 
with  anecdote  and  adventure,  dialogue  and 
incident,  throwing  a  flood  of  light  over 
Spain  from  a  wholly  new  point  of  view,  car- 
rying us  into  the  huts  of  the  miserable 
peasants,  giving  us  the  gipsey-talk  by  the 
way-side,  laying  open  the  inner  heart  of  the 
land,  leading  into  the  reality  or  prospect  of 
danger  every  step  of  the  way — although 
thousands  and  tens  of  thousands  have  been 
sold  already;  it  has  not  yet  taken  its  true 
place  in  general  esteem.  We  have  passed 
over  the  peninsula  with  many  traveUers, 
sometimes  with  great  pleasure;  but  never 
so  agreeably  or  profitobly  before:  never 
with  one  who  made  us  so  familiar  with 
national  character,  or  gave  us  such  a  home- 
bred feeling  for  the  people  at  large.  Others 
have  described  the  cities  and  works  of  art 
of  this  famous  old  land;  many  others  have 
acquainted  us  sufSciently  with  the  life  of  a 
single  class  in  the  cities-^still,  a  large  field 
remained  unoccupied  which  Mr.  Borrow 
has  tilled  with  great  patience  and  success. 
No  one  has  ever  trodden  that  ill-fated  soil 
under  more  manifest  advantages.  To  say 
nothing  of  his  unwearied  perseverance,  his 
heroic  daring,  his  calmness  in  peril,  his 
presence  of  mind  in  disaster,  and  his  love  of 
adventure— several  languages,  the  keys  to 
the  people's  heart,  were  at  his  command.— 
Holland,  F.  W.,  1843,  The  Bible  in  Spain, 
The  Christian  Examiner,  vol.  34,  p.  170. 

Tf  any  of  our  readers  should  happen  not 
yet  to  have  read  "The  Bible  in  Spain,"  we 
advise  them  to  read  it  forthwith.  Though 
irregular,  without  plan  or  order,  it  is  a 
thoroughly  racy,  graphic,  and  vigorous 
book,  ftill  of  interest,  honest,  and  straight- 
forward, and  without  any  cant  or  affecta- 
tion in  it;  indeed  the  man's  prominent 
quality  is  honesty,  otherwise  we  should 


never  have  seen  anything  in  that  strong 
love  of  pugilism,  horsemanship,  Gypsy 
life  and  physical  daring  of  all  kinds,  of 
which  his  books  are  full.  He  is  a  Bible 
Harry  Lorrequer,  — a  missionary  Bam- 
fylde  Moore  Carew,— an  Exeter  Hdl  bruiser 
—a  polyglot  wandering  Gypsy.  Fancy 
these  incongruities,— and  yet  Geoi]ge  Bor- 
row is  the  man  who  embodies  them  in  bis 
one  extraordinary  person !— Smiles,  Sam- 
uel, 1860,  Brief  Biographies,  p.  172. 

Few  books  possess  more  vivid  interest.— 
Collier,  Willlui  Francis,  1861,  A  History 
of  English  Literature,  p.  526. 

It  is,  I  believe,  the  opinion  of  the  best 
critics  that  "The  Bible  in  Spain"  is  Bor- 
row's  masterpiece.— BiRRELL,  Augustine, 
1892,  Res  JudieaUe,  p.  135. 

Perhaps  the  most  ill-advised  title  that  a 
well-written  book  ever  labored  under,  giv- 
ing as  it  does  the  idea  that  the  book  is  a  pro- 
longed tract.  .  .  .  Good  reading  as  the 
book  is,  and  ardent  as  its  author  appears  to 
be  in  the  cause  he  has  espoused,  there  is  an 
undeniable  ring  of  falsity  through  the  book. 
The  whole  enterprise  was  manifestly  under- 
taken by  Borrow  purely  in  the  spirit  of  ad- 
venture and  to  make  a  living  for  himself; 
while  it  was  demanded  of  the  Bible  Society's 
agent  that,  in  his  reports,  zeal  for  the  Prot- 
estant faith  alone  should  seem  to  have  been 
his  aim  when  he  began  the  work.  So,  like 
everjrthing  written  to  order,  "The  Bible  in 
Spain"  fails  in  spontaneity.  The  adven- 
tures, indeed,  are  written  with  gusto,  and 
there  are  enough  of  them  to  carry  off  the 
woeful  cant  which  fills  in  between  scene  and 
scene;  and  throughout  Borrow  was  per- 
suaded by  the  idea  that  he  was  writing  for 
the  Bible  Society,  and  was  ever  artist  in 
(Urer  strait?  There  is  something  exquisitely 
ridiculous  in  the  whole  situation — the 
plight  of  Borrow,  the  plight  of  the  Bible  So- 
ciety—it is  hard  to  say  which  of  the  two 
must  have  been  more  bewildered.  The 
story  goes  that  "there  always  was  a  large  at- 
tendance in  the  Society's  room"  on  the  days 
when  Borrow's  letters  were  to  be  read,  and 
one  can  believe  it.  But  the  story  does  not 
relate  that,  in  Spain,  Borrow  sat  puzzling 
over  how  to  dish  up  his  adventures  with  the 
proper  seasoning  of  zeal,  and,  I  dare  say, 
wrote  many  a  line  "with  his  tongue  in  his 
cheek,"  as  the  vulgar  saying  goes.  Now, 
this  may  be  doing  Borrow  an  injustice,  but 
it  is  certainly  the  impression  one  gets  in 
reading  ''The  Bible  in  Spain,"  and  to  read 
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between  the  lines  is  often  the  best  way  of 
getting  the  truth  out  of  a  book.  Nothing 
could  undo  Sorrow's  hatred  of  Popery. 
.  .  .  "The  Bible  in  Spain''  remains  to  this 
day  far  the  most  popular  of  Borrow's 
books.— FiNDLATB»,  Janb  H.,  1899,  Oeofge 
Borrow^  Comhill  Magazine,  vcl.  80,  pp. 
602,603. 

LAVENQRO 
1861 

He  has  written  a  book  called  "  Lavengro," 
in  which  he  proposes  to  satisfy  the  public 
curiosity  about  himself,  and  to  illustrate 
his  biography  as  "Scholar,  Gypsy,  and 
Priest."  The  book,  however,  is  not  all 
fact;  it  is  fact  mixed  liberally  with  fiction,— 
a  kind  of  poetic  rhapsody;  and  yet  it  con- 
tains many  graphic  pictures  of  real  Ufe,— 
life  little  known  of,  such  as  exists  to  this 
day  among  the  by-lanes  and  on  the  moors 
of  England.  One  thing  is  obvious,  the  book 
is  thoroughly  original,  Uke  all  Mr.  Borrow  has 
written.  It  smells  of  the  green  lanes  and 
breezy  downs, — of  the  field  and  the  tent ;  and 
his  characters  bear  the  tan  of  the  sun  and  the 
marks  of  the  weather  upon  their  faces.  The 
book  is  not  written  as  a  practised  book- 
maker would  write  it;  it  is  not  pruned  down 
to  suit  current  tastes.  Borrow  throws  into 
it  whatever  he  has  picked  up  on  the  high- 
ways and  by-ways,  garnishing  it  up  with 
his  own  imaginative  spicery  ad  libitum^  and 
there  you  have  it,—"  Lavengro ;  the  Scholar, 
the  Gypsy,  the  Priest!"  But  the  work 
is  not  yet  completed,  seeing  that  he  has  only 
as  yet  treated  us  to  the  two  former  parts  of 
the  character;  "The  Priest"  is  yet  to  come, 
and  then  we  shall  see  how  it  happened  that 
Exeter  Hall  was  enabled  to  secure  the  ser- 
vices of  this  gifted  missionary.— Smiles, 
Samuel,  1860,  Brief  Biographies,  p.  158. 

Circumstantial  as  Defoe,  rich  in  com- 
binations as  Lesage,  and  with  such  an  in- 
stinct of  the  picturesque,  both  personal  and 
local,  as  none  of  these  possessed,  this  strange 
wild  man  holds  on  his  strange  wild  way,  and 
leads  you  captive  to  the  end.  His  dialogue 
is  copious  and  appropriate;  you  feel  that 
like  Ben  Jonson  he  is  dictating  rather  than 
reporting,  that  he  is  less  faithful  and  exact 
than  imaginative  and  determined;  but  you 
are  none  the  less  pleased  with  it,  and  sus- 
spicious  though  you  be  that  the  voice  is 
Lavengro's  and  the  hands  are  the  hands  of 
some  one  else,  you  are  glad  to  surrender  to 
the  illusion,  and  you  regret  when  it  is  dis- 
pelled.—Henley,  William  Ernest,  1890, 
Views  and  Reviews,  p.  136. 


The  most  delightful  of  all  his  books.— 
Findlater,  Jane  H.,  1899,  George  Barrow, 
C&mkill  Magazine,  vol.  80. 

QENERAL 

Have  you  seen  or  heard  anything  of  a 
strange  man  named  Borrow,  who  has  writ- 
ten a  book  called  the  "Gypsies  in  Spain," 
and  the  "  Bible  in  Spain  7  "  They  are  most 
interesting  books,  and  he  is  a  most  strange 
man.  He  had  a  wonderful  facility  in  gain- 
ing the  confidences  of  the  lower  classes, 
especially  the  gypsies.  He  gives  all  his  ad- 
ventures with  wonderful  openness,  and 
some  of  the  oddest  stories  come  out.  Some 
of  his  statements  about  the  priests  have 
given  great  offence  to  the  Dublin  Review 
people,  and  they  have  made  a  fierce  attack 
onpoorMr.  Borrow,  but  he  is  a  bold  man, 
and  can  stand  his  own  ground.— Macmil- 
lan,  Daniel,  1843,  Letter  to  Rev.  D.  Wait, 
Apr.  29;  Memoir  of  Daniel  MaemiUan,  ed. 
Hughes,  p.  III. 

The  "Gypsies  of  Spain,"  Mr.  Borrow's 
former  work,  was  a  Spanish  oUa— a  hotch- 
potch of  the  jockey  tramper,  philologist, 
and  missionary.  It  was  a  thing  of  shreds 
and  patches— a  true  book  of  Spain;  the 
chapters,  like  her  bundle  of  unamalgamat- 
ing  provinces,  were  just  held  together,  and 
no  more,  by  the  common  tie  of  religion,  yet 
it  was  strange,  and  richly  flavoured  with 
genuine  borracha.  It  was  the  first  work  of 
a  diffident  unexperienced  man,  who,  mis- 
trusting his  own  powers,  hoped  to  conciliate 
critics  by  leaning  on  Spanish  historians  and 
gypsie  poets.  These  corks,  if  such  a  term 
can  be  applied  to  the  ponderous  levities  by 
which  he  was  swamped,  are  now  cast  aside; 
he  dashes  boldly  into  the  tide,  and  swims 
gallantly  over  the  breakers.  The  Gypsies 
were,  properly  speaking,  his  pUot  balloon. 
The  Bible  and  its  distribution  have  been  the 
business  of  his  existence;  wherever  moral 
darkness  brooded,  there,  the  Bible  in  his 
hand,  he  forced  his  way.  .  .  .  Mr.  Borrow, 
although  no  tourist  "in  search  of  the  pic- 
turesque," has  a  true  perception  of  nature. 
His  out-of-door  existence  has  brought  him 
in  close  contact  with  her,  in  all  her  changes, 
in  all  her  fits  of  sunshine,  or  of  storm;  and 
well  can  he  portray  her,  whatever  be  the 
expression.  Always  bearing  in  mind  the 
solemn  object  of  his  mission,  he  colours  like 
Rembrandt,  and  draws  like  Spagnoletto, 
rather  than  with  the  voluptuous  sunniness  of 
Claude  Lorraine  and  Albano.  His  chief 
study  is  man;  and  therefore,  as  among  the 


312 


GEORGE  HENRY  BORROW 


classics,  landscape  becomes  an  accessory. — 
Ford,  Richard,  1843,  The  Bibk  in  Spain, 
Edinburgh  Review,  vol.  77,  pp.  105, 114. 

In  George  Borrow's  works  I  found  a  wild 
fascination,  a  vivid  graphic  power  of  de- 
scription, a  fresh  originality,  an  athletic 
simplicity  (so  to  speak),  which  give  them  a 
stamp  of  their  own.  After  reading  his 
"Bible  in  Spain"  I  felt  as  if  I  had  actually 
traveled  at  his  side,  and  seen  the  "wild  Sil' ' 
rush  from  its  mountain  cradle;  wandered  in 
the  hilly  wilderness  of  the  Sierras;  encount- 
ered and  conversed  with  Manehegan,  Castil- 
lian,  Andalusian,  Arragonese,  and,  above 
all,  with  the  savage  Gitanos.  —  Bronte, 
Charlotte,  1849,  Letter  to  W.  8.  Williams, 
Feb.  4;  Charlotte  Bronte  and  her  Circle,  ed. 
Shorter,  p.  189. 

This  Borrow  is  a  remarkable  man.  As 
agent  for  the  British  and  Foreign  Bible 
Society  he  has  undertaken  journeys  into 
remote  lands,  and,  acquainted  from  his  early 
youth  not  only  with  many  European  lan- 
guages, but  likewise  with  the  Romany  of 
the  English  gipsies,  he  sought  out  with  zest 
the  gipsies  everywhere,  and  became  their 
faithful  missionary.  He  has  made  himself 
so  thoroughly  master  of  their  ways  and 
customs  that  he  soon  passed  for  "one  of 
their  blood. "  He  slept  in  their  tents  in  the 
forests  of  Russia  and  Hungary,  visited  them 
in  their  robber  caves  in  the  mountainous 
pass-regions  of  Italy,  lived  with  them  five 
entire  years  in  Spain,  where  he,  for  his  en- 
deavours to  distribute  the  Gospel  in  that 
Catholic  country,  was  imprisoned  with  the 
very  worst  of  them  for  a  time  in  the  dun- 
geons of  Madrid.  He  at  last  went  over  to 
North  Africa,  and  sought  after  his  Tartars 
even  there.  It  is  true  no  one  has  taken  equal 
pains  with  Borrow  to  introduce  himself 
amongst  this  rude  and  barbarous  people, 
but  on  that  account  he  has  been  enabled 
better  than  any  other  to  depict  their  many 
mysteries,  and  the  frequent  impressions 
which  his  book  has  passed  through  within 
a  short  period  show  with  what  interest  the 
English  public  have  received  his  graphic 
descriptions.— SuNDT,  Ellert,  1850,  Beret- 
niag  om  Fante  dler  Landstriggerfolket  i 
Norge. 

Though  we  do  not  doubt  that  Mr.  Borrow 
is  a  good  counsel  in  his  own  cause,  we  are 
yet  strongly  of  opinion  that  Time  in  his 
case  has  some  wrongs  to  repair,  and  that 
"Lavengro"  has  not  obtained  the  fame 
which  was  its  due.     It  contains  passages 


which  in  their  way  are  not  surpassed  by 
anything  in  English  literature.  The  truth 
and  vividness  of  the  description  both  of 
scenes  and  persons,  coupled  with  the  purity, 
force,  and  simplicity  of  the  language,  should 
confer  immortality  upon  many  of  its  pages. 
...  To  this  we  must  add  that  various  por- 
tions of  the  history  are  known  to  be  a  faith- 
ful narrative  of  Mr.  Borrow's  career,  while 
we  ourselves  can  testify,  as  to  many  other 
parts  of  his  volumes,  that  nothing  can  ex- 
cel the  fidelity  with  which  he  has  described 
both  men  and  things.  Far  from  his  show- 
ing any  tendency  to  exaggeration,  such  of 
his  characters  as  we  chance  to  have  known, 
and  they  are  not  a  few,  are  rather  within  the 
truth  than  beyond  it.  However  pictur- 
esquely they  may  be  drawn,  the  lines  are 
invariably  those  of  nature.  Why  under 
these  circumstances  he  should  envelop  the 
question  in  mystery  is  more  than  we  can 
divine.  There  can  be  no  doubt  that  the 
larger  part,  and  possibly  the  whole,  of  the 
work  is  a  narrative  of  actual  occurrences, 
and  just  as  little  [doubt]  that  it  would  gain 
immensely  by  a  plain  avowal  of  the  fact. — 
Elwin,  Whitwell,  1857,  Roving  Life  in 
England,  Quarterly  Review,  vol.  101,  p.  472. 

No  man's  writing  can  take  you  into  the 
country  as  Borrow's  can :  it  makes  you  feel 
the  sunshine,  see  the  meadows,  smell  the 
flowers,  hear  the  skylark  sing  and  the 
grasshopper  chirrup.— Who  else  can  do  it? 
I  know  of  none.— Watts,  Theodore,  1881, 
Reminiscences  of  George  Borrow,  The  Athen-- 
(Bum,  No.  2810,  p.  307. 

There  is  this  difiiculty  in  writing  about 
him,  that  the  audience  must  necessarily 
consist  of  fervent  devotees  on  the  one 
hand,  and  of  complete  infidels,  or  at  least 
complete  know-nothings,  on  the  other.  To 
any  one  who,  having  the  faculty  to  under* 
stand  either,  has  read  "  Lavengro"  or  "The 
Bible  in  Spain,"  or  even  "Wild  Wales," 
praise  bestowed  on  Borrow  is  apt  to  seem 
impertinence.  To  anybody  else  (and  un- 
fortunately the  anybody  else  is  in  a  large 
majority)  praise  bestowed  on  Borrow  is 
apt  to  look  like  that  very  dubious  kind  of 
praise  which  is  bestowed  on  somebody  of 
whom  no  one  but  the  praiser  has  ever  heard. 
I  cannot  think  of  any  single  writer  (Peacock 
himself  is  not  an  exception)  who  is  in  quite 
parallel  case.  .  .  .  Strong  and  vivid  as 
Borrow's  drawing  of  places  and  persons  is, 
he  always  contrives  to  throw  in  touches 
which  somehow  give  the  air  of  being  rath^ 
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a  vision  than  a  fact.  Never  was  such  a 
John-a-Dreams  as  this  solid,  pugilistic  John 
Bull.  Part  of  thb  literary  effect  of  his  is 
due  to  his  quaint  habit  of  avoiding,  where 
he  can,  the  mention  of  proper  names.  The 
description,  for  instance,  of  Old  Sarum  and 
Salisbury  itself  in  "Lavengro,"  is  sufficient 
to  identify  them  to  the  most  careless  reader, 
even  if  the  name  of  Stonehenge  had  not 
occurred  on  the  page  before;  but  they  are 
not  named.  The  description  of  Bettws-y- 
Coed  in  "Wild  Wales,"  though  less  poetical 
is  equally  vivid.  Yet  here  it  would  be 
quite  possible  for  a  reader,  who  did  not 
know  the  place  and  its  relation  to  other 
named  places,  to  pass  without  any  idea  of 
the  actual  spot.— SAiNTSBtjRY,  George, 
1886,  Ezzayz  in  English  LiteratuTe,  1780- 
1860,  pp.  404,  412. 

It  was  by  his  publication  of  the  "Gipsies 
in  Spain,"  but  more  especially  by  the 
"Bible  in  Spain,"  that  Borrow  won  a  high 
place  in  literature.  The  romantic  interest 
of  these  two  works  drew  the  public  towards 
the  man  as  much  as  towards  the  writer,  and 
he  was  the  wonder  of  a  few  years.  But  in 
the  writings  which  followed  he  went  too 
far.  "Lavengro,"  which  followed  his  first 
successes  in  1850,  and  which,  besides  being 
a  personal  narrative,  was  a  protest  against 
the  "kidglove"  literature  introduced  by 
Bulwer  and  Disraeli,  made  him  many 
^lemies  and  lost  him  not  a  few  friends.  The 
book,  which  has  been  called  an  "  epic  of  ale,' ' 
glorified  boxing,  spoke  up  for  an  open-air 
life,  and  assailed  the  "gentility  nonsense  of 
the  time. "  Such  things  were  unpardonable, 
and  Borrow,  the  hero  of  a  season  before, 
was  tabooed  as  the  high-priest  of  vulgar 
tastes.  In  the  sequel  to  the  book  which 
had  caused  so  much  disfavour  he  chastised 
those  who  had  dared  to  ridicule  him  and 
his  work.  But  it  was  of  no  avail.  He  was 
passing  into  another  age,  and  the  critics 
oould  now  afford  to  ignore  his  onslaught. 
"  Wild  Wales, "  published  in  1862,  though  a 
desultory  work,  contained  much  of  the  old 
vigorous  stuff  which  characterised  previous 
writings,  but  it  attracted  small  attention, 
and  "  Romano  Lavo-Lil, "  when  it  appeared 
in  1872,  was  known  only  to  the  specially  in- 
terested and  the  curious.  Still  Borrow  re- 
mained unchanged.  His  strong  individual- 
ity asserted  it^lf  in  his  narrowed  circle. 
His  love  for  the  roadside,  the  heath,  the 
gipsies'  dingle,  was  as  true  as  in  other  days. 
He  was  the  same  lover  of  strange  books,  the 


same  passionate  wanderer  among  strange 
people,  the  same  champion  of  English  man- 
liness, and  the  same  hater  of  genteel  hum- 
bug and  Philistinism.  Few  men  have  put 
forth  so  many  high  qualities  and  main- 
tained them  untarnished  throughout  so 
long  a  career  as  did  this  striking  figure  of 
the  nineteenth  century.— Hake,  A.  Eo- 
MONT,  1886,  Dictionary  of  National  Biog- 
raphy ^  vol.  V,  p.  407. 

For  invalids  and  delicate  persons  leading 
retired  lives,  there  are  no  books  like  Bor- 
row's.  Lassitude  and  Languor,  horrid  hags, 
simply  pick  up  their  trailing  skirts  and 
scuttle  out  of  any  room  into  which  he  en- 
ters. They  cannot  abide  him.  A  single 
chapter  of  Borrow  is  air  and  exercise^  and, 
indeed,  the  exercise  is  not  always  gentle. — 
BiRRELL,  Augustine,  1892,  Re$  Judicata, 
p.  126. 

Lovers  of  George  Borrow  are  wont  to 
claim  that  he  is  one  of  the  choicest  of  bed- 
side comrades.  Mr.  Birrell,  indeed,  stoutly 
maintains  that  slumber,  healthy  and  calm, 
follows  the  reading  of  his  books  just  as  it 
follows  a  brisk  walk  or  rattling  drive.  "A 
single  chapter  of  Borrow  is  air  and  exer- 
cise." Neither  need  we  be  wide  awake 
when  we  skim  over  his  pages.  We  can  read 
with  half-closed  eyes,  and  we  feel  his  stir  and 
animation  pleasantly  from  without,  just  as 
we  feel  the  motion  of  a  carriage  when  we  are 
heavy  with  sleep.— Repplier,  Agnes,  1894, 
In  the  Dozy  Hours  and  Other  Papers,  p.  10. 

"Lavengro"  is  like  nothing  else  in  either 
biography  or  fiction— and  it  is  both  fic- 
titious and  biographical.  It  is  the  gradual 
revelation  of  a  strange,  unique  being.  But 
the  revelation  does  not  proceed  in  an  or- 
derly and  chronological  fashion;  it  is  not 
begun  in  the  first  chapter,  and  still  less  is  it 
completed  in  the  last.  After  a  careful  pe- 
rusal of  the  book,  you  will  admit  that  though 
it  has  fascinated  and  impressed  you,  you 
have  quite  failed  to  understand  it.  .  .  . 
"Romany  Rye"  is  the  continuation  of 
"Lavengro,"  but  scarcely  repeats  its 
charm;  its  most  remarkable  feature  is  an 
"Appendix,"  in  which  Borrow  expounds 
his  views  upon  things  in  general,  including 
critics  and  politics.  It  is  a  marvellous 
trenchant  piece  of  writing,  and  from  the 
literary  point  of  view  delightful ;  but  it  must 
have  hurt  a  good  many  people's  feelmgs  at 
the  time  it  was  published,  and  even  now 
shows  the  author  on  his  harsh  side  only. 
We  may  agree  with  all  he  says,  and  yet 
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wish  he  had  uttered  it  in  a  less  rasping  tone. 
.  .  .  Writing  with  him  was  spontaneous, 
but  never  heedless  or  unconsidered;  it  was 
always  the  outcome  of  deep  thought  and 
vehement  feeling.  Other  writers  and  their 
books  may  be  twain,  but  Borrow  and  his 
books  are  one.  Perhaps  they  might  be  im- 
proved in  art,  or  arrangement,  or  subject; 
but  we  should  no  longer  care  for  them  then, 
because  they  would  cease  to  be  Borrow. 
Borrow  may  not  have  been  a  beauty  or  a 
saint;  but  a  man  he  was;  and  good  or  bad, 
we  would  not  alter  a  hair  of  him.— Haw- 
thorne, Julian,  1897,  Library  of  the  World* s 
Best  LUerature,  ed.  Warner,  vol  TV,  pp.  2178, 
2179. 

Capricious  as  was  Borrow's  social  satire, 
there  was  in  it  salutary  truth.  The  public 
needed  to  be  addressed  with  a  frankness 
that  Thackeray  was  unwilling  to  venture 
upon,  before  it  could  free  itself  from  the 
slough  of  sentiment  and  sham.  .  .  .  Bor- 
row carried  his  readers  back  over  the  roman- 
tic revivals  to  the  adventures  of  Defoe.  But 
hanging  over  his  books  is  a  dreamy,  poetic 
glamour  wanting  in  the  old  picaresque 
novel.— Cross,  Wilbur  L.,  1899,  The  De- 
velopmeni  o}  the  English  Novel,  p.  211. 

It  is  sometimes  needful  to  declare  the  be- 
ginning from  the  end.  George  Borrow  died 
on  July  26,  1881.  His  literary  activity 
covered  a  period  of  over  fifty  years,  from 
1823  to  1874.  The  Bibliography  of  his 
printed  works  is  given  m  thirty-four  num- 
bers. The  "Zincali,"  the  account  of  the 
Gypsies  of  Spain,  has  had  eight  English 
edition£r  and  three  American  reprints,  be- 
sides a  garbled  Italian  Version;  the  "Bible 
in  Spain,"  no  less  than  twenty-seven 
editions  and  reprints  and  translations  into 
German,  French,  and  Russian;  "Laven- 
gro,"  the  "Romany  Rye,"  and  "WUd 
Wales,"  too,  have  been  widely  read.  Such 
an  extended  literary  career  would  alone 
justify  a  formal  biography,  but  it  is  the 
smallest  part  of  the  justification,  for  no 
literary  figure  of  the  nineteenth  century  has 
stood  for  a  more  interesting  personality 
than  the  author  of  the  "  Bible  in  Spain."— 
Adler,  Cyrus,  1899,  George  Borrow,  Conr 
servative  Review,  vol  2,  p.  22. 

No  truer  books  were  ever  penned  than 
"The  Bible  in  Spain"  and  "Lavengro"— 
"Romany  Rye."  There  is  no  mystery 
about  them,  if  you  have  the  key.  And 
what  is  the  key?— only  Sympathy  1  Believe 
them  and  read  and  weep  and  feel.  Believe 


them  and  then  investigate.  Investigate 
the  times  in  which  Borrow  lived  and  wan- 
dered and  struggled  and  wrought,  as  the 
pirst  Volume  of  this  work  will  show.  Not 
in  the  public  documents  of  civil  history, 
but  in  out-of-the-way  pamphlets,  obscure 
handbooks,  local  almanacs,  rural  news- 
papers, and  old  magazines— all  long  ago 
obsolete  and  now  despised,  found  on  the 
twopenny  shelf  of  country  book-stalls  on 
market  days.  That  is  where  I  met "  Laven- 
gro" and  "Romany  Rye"  and  rejoiced  to 
find  them  true.  There  I  found  the  author  of 
them  to  be  no  banshee,  no  brownie,  no 
mystery  at  all.  The  ftrcfo'ma— the  haze  of 
Galicia— the  forerunner  of  corpse-candles, 
witehes,  and  all  the  "fairy  family"  of  Celtic 
mythology— fades  into  thin  au*  under  the 
microscope  of  honest  inspection,  and  un- 
tiring search  in  letters,  records,  newspapers, 
poll-books,  army  lists,  and  all  the  forgotten 
dust-heaps  of  shop  and  attic.  Of  course 
men  easily  ignore  the  details  of  family  gos- 
sip current  only  with  the  mothers  and 
grandmothers  of  the  century.  —  Knapp, 
William  I.,  1899,  ed.  Life,Writings  and  Cor- 
respondence of  George  Borrow,  vol.  ii,  p.  159. 

In  "Lavengro"  he  speaks  of  the  choughs 
continually  circling  about  the  spire  of  Nor- 
wich cathedral,  when,  no  doubt,  he  is  re- 
ferring to  the  jackdaws:  he  calls  the  planet 
Jupiter  a  star;  and  he  writes  a  book  de- 
scriptive of  wide  joumeyings  in  Spain  with- 
out telling  us  anything  worth  knowing  of 
the  wild  life  of  that  country.  Humanity 
always  interested  him,  more  than  birds  and 
flowers;  during  his  travels  in  "Wild  Wales" 
he  was  always  on  the  look-out  for  roadside 
inns,  and  desirous  of  hobnobbing  ^ith  their 
rustic  frequenters.  The  gipsies'  horse-deal- 
ing transactions,  and  the  philological 
puzzles  of  their  ancient  language,  occupied 
his  mind  and  pen  for  hours  together;  but  he 
leaves  it  to  a  Romany  ehal  to  describe  the 
charm  of  the  gipsies'  open-air  and  roving 
Ufe,  contenting  himself  with  setting  down 
the  rover's  words  without  comment.  True, 
he  would  seem  to  imply  that  the  sun,  moon, 
and  sters,  and  the  wind  on  the  heath  were 
as  much  to  him  as  to  Jasper  Petulengro;  but 
when  he  stood  on  a  Welsh  mountain-top, 
where,  one  would  think,  the  wide  outlook 
would  have  inspired  him,  he  only  sees  a 
fitting  opportunity  for  pompous  declama- 
tion.—Dutt,  William  A.,  1901,  In  Laren- 
gro's  Country,  MaemiUan's  Magazine,  toL 
84,  p.  148. 
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1809-1881 

Historian,  was  bom  at  Aberdeen,  22nd  August,  1809.  Having  graduated  at  Marischal 
College,  Aberdeen,  he  was  articled  to  a  lawyer,  but  soon  came  to  the  Edinburgh  bar,  where, 
however,  he  mainly  devoted  himself  to  study  and  letters.  He  was  m  1854  ap- 
pointed Secretary  to  the  Prison  Board  of  Scotland,  and  was  a  Prison  Commissioner,  His- 
toriographer Royal  for  Scotland,  an  LL.  D.  of  Edinburgh,  and  D.  C.  L.  of  Oxford.  He 
died  near  Edinburgh,  10th  August  1881.  From  1833  he  contributed  to  the  Weitmimter 
Review  on  law,  history,  and  political  economy;  to  BkekwooiTi  Magaziru,  The  Seoieman, 
etc.,  he  furnished  many  literary  sketches;  and  he  published  a  "Life  of  Hume"  (1846),''  Lives 
of  Simon  Lord  Lovatand  Duncan  Forbes  of  CuUoden"  (1847),  "Political  Economy''  (1849), 
"Narratives  from  Criminal  Trials  in  Scotland"  (1852),  "The  Book-Hunter"  (1862), 
"The  Scot  Abroad"  (2  vols.  1864),  "The  Cairngorm  Mountains"  (1864),  "History  of 
Scotland"  (7  vols.  1867-70;  new  ed.  8  vols.1873),  "History  of  the  Reign  of  Queen  Anne" 
(1880),  etc.  See  Memoir  by  his  wife,  prefixed  to  a  new  edition  of  "The  Book-Hunter" 
(1882).— Patrick  and  Groome,  edi.,  1897,  Chamber$'s  Bioffraphieal  Dietianary,  p.  158. 

been  banished),  a  pure,  honest,  laborious, 
useful  life.-^KELTON,  John,  1881,  John 
Hill  Burton,  Euayz  in  History  and  Biog- 
raphy, pp.  329,  330,  331. 

His  defect  in  conversation  was  that  he 
was  a  bad  listener.  His  own  part  was  well 
sustained.  His  enormous  store  of  varied  in- 
formation poiu*ed  forth  naturally  and 
easily,  and  was  interspersed  with  a  wonder- 
ful stock  of  lively  anecdotes  and  jokes.  But 
he  always  lacked  that  greatest  power  of  the 
conversationalist,  the  subtle  ready  sym- 
pathy which  draws  forth  the  best  power  of 
others.  He  was  invaluable  at  a  dull  dinner- 
table,  furnishing  the  whole  frais  de  la  con- 
versation himself.  .  .  .  Returning  from  his 
office  to  dinner  at  five,  he  would,  after  din- 
ner, retu*e  to  the  library  for  twenty  minutes 
or  half-an-hour's  perusal  of  a  novel  as  men- 
tal rest.  .  .  .  Although  he  would  only  read 
those  called  exciting,  they  did  not,  appar- 
ently, excite  him,  for  he  read  them  as  slowly 
as  if  he  were  learning  them  by  heart.  He 
would  return  to  the  drawing-room  to  drink 
a  large  cup  of  extremely  strong  tea,  then  re- 
tire again  to  the  library  to  commence  his 
day  of  literary  work  about  eight  in  the  even- 
ing. He  would  read  or  write  without  cessa- 
tion, and  without  the  least  appearance  of 
fatigue  or  excitement,  till  one  or  two  in  the 
morning.  .  .  .  Constitutionally  irritable, 
energetic,  and  utterly  persistent,  Dr.  Bur- 
ton did  not  know  what  dulness  or  depres- 
sion of  spirits  was.  .  .  .  John  Hill  Burton 
can  never  have  been  handsome,  and  he  so 
determinately  neglected  his  person,  as  to  in- 
crease its  natural  defects.  His  greatest 
mental  defect  was  an  almost  entire  want  of 
imagination.  From  this  cause  the  char- 
acters of  those  nearest  and  dearest  to  him 


PERSONAL 

There  was  a  good  deal  of  the  Bohemian 
in  Burton.  He  was  ill  at  ease  when  in  full 
dress;  he  liked  space  and  air;  he  was  an  in- 
veterate wanderer — never  happier  than 
when  tramping  across  the  country-side,  or 
camping  among  the  heather.  He  did  not 
care  to  become  the  mouthpiece  of  any 
clique  or  coterie.  He  valued  his  independ- 
ence and  his  right  to  think  for  himself. 
And  he  was  a  most  intrepid  thinker.  So 
long  as  he  felt  he  was  in  the  right,  it  did  not 
matter  to  him  what  weight  of  authority 
might  be  arrayed  against  him.  .  .  .  The 
alacrity  and  alertness  of  Burton's  gait 
were  characteristic  of  his  mind.  To  the  last 
he  retained  an  almost  boyish  buoyancy  both 
of  body  and  mind.  His  spare  and  weather- 
beaten  frame  was  sustained  by  an  amazing 
vitality.  The  gaunt  and  attenuated  figure, 
with  the  habitual  stoop,  which  passed  you 
at  express  speed,  turning  neither  to  right 
nor  left— the  hat  which  possibly  had  seen 
better  days,  thrown  far  back  upon  the  head; 
the  black  surtout,  which  had  been  cut  with- 
out any  very  close  acquaintance  on  the 
part  of  the  taSor  with  the  angularities  of  the 
form  it  was  to  cover,  streaming  behind— 
might  excite  a  passing  smUe;  but  we  all 
knew  that  it  was  a  fine,  manly,  independent, 
sincere,  honourable  soul  that  was  lodged  in 
this  somewhat  shabby  tabernacle;  and  the 
incongruities  were  quickly  forgotten.  .  .  . 
Altogether  he  was  a  man  whose  memory  will 
be  cherished  most  by  those  who  knew  him 
best— a  man  without  guile,  generous,  sweet- 
tempered,  honourable,  incapable  of  mean- 
ness, who  hated  shams  and  pretences  of 
every  sort,  and  lived  with  singular  sim- 
plicity (in  an  age  from  which  simplicity  has 
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remained  to  his  life's  end  a  sealed  book.  .  .  . 
Dr.  Burton  was  excessively  kind-hearted 
within  the  limit  placed  by  this  great  want. 
...  He  was  liberal  of  money  to  a  fault. 
He  never  refused  any  application  even 
from  a  street  beggar.  ...  No  printer's 
devil  or  other  chance  messenger  failed  to  re- 
ceive his  sixpence  or  shilling,  besides  a 
<;omfortable  meal.  .  .  .  Many  of  the  "mot- 
ley crew"  along  with  whom  Dr.  Burton  re- 
ceived his  education  fell  into  difficulties  in 
the  course  of  their  lives.  Application  from 
one  of  them  always  met  with  a  prompt  re- 
sponse. To  send  double  the  amount  asked 
on  such  occasions  was  his  rule,  if  money  was 
the  object  desired.— Burton,  Mrs.  John 
Hill,  1882,  ed.  The  Book  Hunter,  Memoir. 
Many  of  the  younger  Edinburgh  genera- 
tion that  knew  nothing  of  him  personally  in 
his  prime,  must  have  a  vivid  recollection  of 
casual  glimpses  of  him  in  those  still  recent 
years,  when  his  stooping,  eccentric  figure, 
very  untidily  dressed,  and  with  the  most 
battered  and  back-hanging  of  hats,  would 
be  seen  pushing  rapidly  along  Princes  Street 
or  some  other  thoroughfare,  with  a  look  that 
seemed  to  convey  the  decided  intimation: 
"Don't  stop  me;  I  care  for  none  of  you." 
But,  if  you  did  have  a  meeting  with  Bur- 
ton in  circumstances  that  made  colloquy 
possible,  he  was  the  most  kindly  of  men  in 
his  rough  and  unsophisticated  way,  with  a 
quantity  of  the  queerest  and  most  enter- 
taining old  lore,  and  no  end  of  good  Scot- 
tish stories.— Masson,  David,  1882,  John 
Hill  Burton,  Edinburgh  Sketches  and  Mem- 
ories, p.  381. 

HISTORY  OF  SCOTLAND 
1867-70. 
With  all  its  faults  and  shortcomings, 
which  we  have  not  been  slow  to  indicate. 
Mr.  Burton's  work  is  now,  and  will  probably 
continue  to  be,  the  best  history  of  Scotland. 
So  far  as  matters  ecclesiastical  are  con- 
cerned, it  has.  and  need  fear,  no  rival.  So 
far  as  regards  the  War  of  Independence,  it 
holds  the  same  position  of  superiority.  If 
on  minor  points  he  has  been  less  successful; 
if  his  narrative  sometimes  fails  to  attract, 
or  his  argument  to  convince;  if  we  can 
mark  omissions  which  mar  the  complete- 
ness of  the  work;  we  may  yet  feel  justly 
grateful  to  the  historian  who  has  for  the  first 
time  placed  before  us  in  the  light  of  truth 
those  aspects  of  Scottish  history  which  are 
most  worthy  of  study  and  best  calculated 
to   reward  it.— Lancaster,   Henry  H., 


1867-76,  Burton's  History  of  Scotland,  Essays 
and  Reviews,  p.  89. 

It  is  but  simple  justice  to  say  that  this 
work  has  superseded  in  value  all  other  his- 
tories of  Scotland.  As  a  complete  record  of 
one  of  the  most  turbulent  of  all  histories,  it 
is  eminently  successful.  To  the  preparation 
of  the  work  the  author  devoted  many  in- 
dustrious years,  and  on  several  of  the  most 
disputed  questions  of  Scottish  history  he 
has  thrown  a  welcome  light.  The  work  is 
clear  in  style,  and  is  arranged  with  an  ad- 
mirable regard  for  historical  perspective. — 
Adams,  Charles  Kendall,  1882,  A  Man- 
ual of  Historical  Literature,  p.  434. 

This  work  has  received  the  approbation 
of  Lord  Macaulay  and  other  historical 
readers;  it  is  honestly  and  diligently  exe- 
cuted, with  passages  of  vigorous  and  pic- 
turesque eloquence.—CHAMBERS,  Robert, 
1876,  Cyclopcedia  of  English  Literature,  ed. 
Carruthers. 

The  last  is  the  work  of  a  capable  and 
careful  writer  rather  than  of  a  great  his- 
torian. Burton  is  sensible  and  dispas- 
sionate, and  has  collected  and  has  put  into 
shape  the  principal  results  of  modem  re- 
search as  applied  to  Scotland.— Walker, 
Hugh,  1897,  The  Age  of  Tennyson,  p.  141. 

GENERAL 
Burton's  biographies  and  his  ''Book 
Hunter"  secure  him  a  more  than  respect- 
able rank  as  a  man  of  letters;  and  his  legal 
and  economical  works  entitle  him  to  high 
credit  as  a  jurist  and  an  investigator  of 
social  science.  His  historical  labours  are 
more  important,  and  yet  his  claims  to  his- 
torical eminence  are  more  questionable. 
His  "History  of  Scotland"  has,  indeed,  the 
field  to  itself  at  present,  being  as  yet  the 
only  one  composed  with  the  accurate  re- 
search which  the  modem  standard  of  his- 
tory demands.  By  complying  with  this  per- 
emptory condition.  Burton  has  distanced 
all  competitors,  but  must  in  turn  give  way 
when  one  shall  arise  who,  emulating  or 
borrowing  his  closeness  of  investigation, 
shall  add  the  beauty  and  grandeur  due  to 
the  history  of  a  great  and  romantic  coun- 
try. Burton  indeed  is  by  no  means  dry ;  his 
narrative  is  on  the  contrary  highly  enter- 
taining. But  this  animation  is  purchased 
by  an  entire  sacrifice  of  dignity.  His  style 
is  always  below  the  subject;  there  is  a 
total  lack  of  harmony  and  unity;  and  the 
work  altogether  produces  the  impression  of 
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a  series  of  clever  and  meritorious  magazine 
articles.  Possessing  in  perfection  idl  the 
ordinary  and  indispensable  qualities  of  the 
historian,  he  is  devoid  of  all  those  which  ex- 
alt historical  composition  to  the  sphere  of 
poetry  and  drama.  His  place  is  rather  that 
of  a  sagacious  critic  of  history,  and  in  this 
character  his  companionship  will  always 
be  found  invaluable.— Garnett,  Richard, 
1886,  Dictionary  of  National  Biography,  vol. 
Vffl,  p.  11. 

A  most  dangerous  work,  ["The  Book 
Hunter"]  it  seems  to  me  now,  certain  to 
scatter  the  contagion  of  bibliomania  where- 
ever  it  may  penetrate.  I  do  not  see  how  a 
man  may  read  it  and  not  begin  loving 
books  as  he  should  love  his  fellow-man.  To 
the  perusal  of  Dr.  Burton's  pages— in  the 
original  edition,  printed  on  a  tawny  paper 
most  unpleasantly  ribbed,  a  wrong  to  the 
eyes  of  every  reader— I  lay  my  own  liking 
for  books  as  books,  for  books  wholly  inde- 
pendent of  their  contents,  for  books  as 
works  of  art  and  as  objects  of  curiosity.— 
Matthews,  Brander,  1888,  Bookz  Thai 
Have  Helped  Me,  p.  80. 

One  of  those  historians  who  write  wisely 
but  not  well.  The  profundity  of  his  re- 
searches no  one  will  be  inclined  to  dispute, 
but  he  was  unfortunately  deficient  in  the 
qualities  required  for  laying  the  results  of 
his  learning  before  the  world.  His  "History 
of  Scotland,"  published  in  seven  volumes 


between  the  years  1853  and  1870,  is  the  most 
complete  work  of  the  kind  we  have,  as  it 
takes  us  from  the  earliest  times,  when  the 
first  reliable  information  is  supplied  by 
Tacitus'  account  of  the  repulse  of  Agricola, 
to  the  rebellion  of  1745.  We  cannot  call  it 
dry,  because  that  word  represents  to  our 
mind  the  class  of  works  of  information  which 
are  merely  devoid  of  literary  art.  Burton's 
history  has  a  graver  fault:  it  is  wordy.  The 
incidents  of  his  narrative  are  buried  under 
an  avalanche  of  verbiage  from  which  it  is 
impossible  to  extricate  them  without  a  long 
and  toilsome  search.  This  defect  makes  it 
specially  difiicult  to  use  his  work  as  a  book 
of  reference,  the  want  of  clearness  and  con- 
nection of  narrative  making  it  almost  im- 
possible to  follow  the  course  of  an  episode, 
even  if  we  are  lucky  enough  to  discover 
where  it  begins  or  ends.  Oddly  enough,  in 
his  lighter  works,  such  as  the  "Book- 
hunter,"  a  series  of  essays  on  bibliographical 
subjects  republished  from  "Blackwood's 
Magazine,"  he  was  more  successful.  His 
biographies,  especially  that  of  Hume,  ob- 
tained a  fair  share  of  praise.— Oliphant, 
Margaret  0.  W.,  1892,  The  Victorian  Age 
of  English  Literature,  p.  555. 

He  was  not  a  very  good  writer,  but  dis- 
played very  great  industry  and  learning 
with  a  sound  and  impartial  judgment.— 
Saintsbury,  George,  1896,  A  History  of 
Nineteenth  Cejitury  Literature,  p.  240. 


James  Spedding 

1808-1881 
Was  educated  at  Trinity  College,  Cambridge.  He  graduated  in  1831,  being  placed  in 
the  second  class  in  classics,  and  among  the  junior  optimes  in  mathematics,  and  became  an 
honorary  fellow  of  his  college.  His  uneventful  life  was  devoted  to  research,  especially  to 
the  study  of  Bacon's  life  and  works.  His  edition  of  Bacon's  works,  projected  in  1874,  was 
undertaken  in  conjunction  with  Mr.  R.  L.  Ellis.  Mr.  Ellis,  however,  died  before  the  com- 
pletion of  the  "Novum  Organum,"  and  with  the  exception  of  occasional  help  from  Mr. 
D.  D.  Heath,  Mr.  Spedding  was  left  to  carry  on  the  work  alone.  The  edition  began  to 
appear  in  1857,  and  was  finished  in  seven  volumes.  Then  followed  the  "Life  and  Letters'^ 
of  Bacon,  completed  m  1876.  Spedding's  edition  is  the  only  complete  edition  of  Bacon, 
and  is  enriched  with  most  valuable  notes.  In  his  "Life"  of  this  great  philosopher,  too, 
every  scrap  of  information  is  collected  together;  it  is  to  this  source  that  every  future 
biographer  of  Bacon  must  refer.  Mr.  Spedding  met  his  death  from  injuries  inflicted  by  a 
cab,  the  approach  of  which,  on  account  of  his  deafness,  he  had  not  heard.  His  minor 
works  include:— "Publishers  and  Authors"  (1867);" Reviews  and  Discussions  not  Re- 
lating to  Bacon"  (1869);  "Evenings  with  a  Reviewer,  or  Macaulay  and  Bacon"  (1882); 
and  some  "Studies  in  English  History,"  written  in  conjunction  with  Mr.  J.  Gairdner. — 
Sanders,  Llotd  C,  ed.,  1887,  Celebriiies  of  the  Century,  p.  941. 


PERSONAL 

Does  the  thought  ever  strike  you,  when 
looking  at  pictures  in  a  house,  that  you  are 


to  run  and  jump  at  one,  and  go  right 
through  it  into  some  behind-scene  world  on 
the  other  side,  as  Harlequins  do?  A  steady 
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portrait  especially  invites  one  to  do  so:  the 
quietude  of  it  ironically  tempts  one  to  out- 
rage it:  one  feels  it  would  close  again  over 
the  panel,  like  water,  as  if  nothing  had  hap- 
pened. That  portrait  of  Spedding,  for  in- 
stance, which  Laurence  has  given  me:  not 
swords,  nor  cannon,  nor  all  the  Bulls  of 
Bashan  butting  at  it,  could,  I  feel  sure, 
discompose  that  venerable  forehead.  No 
wonder  that  no  hair  can  grow  at  such  an 
altitude:  no  wonder  his  view  of  Bacon's 
virtue  is  so  rarefied  that  the  common  con- 
sciences of  men  cannot  endure  it.  Thack- 
eray and  I  occasionally  amuse  ourselves 
with  the  idea  of  Sped(^g's  forehead:  we 
find  it  somehow  or  other  in  all  things,  just 
peering  out  of  all  things:  you  see  it  in  a 
milestone,  Thackeray  says.  He  also  draws 
the  forehead  rising  with  a  sober  light  over 
Mont  Blanc,  and  reflected  in  the  lake  of 
Geneva.  We  have  great  laughing  over  this. 
The  forehead  is  at  present  in  Pembroke- 
shire, I  believe:  or  Glamorganshire:  or  Mon- 
mouthshire :  it  is  hard  to  say  which.  It  has 
gone  to  spend  its  Christmas  there. — FiTZ- 
Gerald,  EDWARD,1841,roFre(feridb  Tmny- 
son,  Jan.  16;  Letters,  ed.  Wright,  vol.  l,  p.  64. 

His  success  both  in  his  own  college  and  in 
the  University  examinations  would  have 
been  more  brilliant  if  he  had  possessed  the 
gift  of  rapid  composition  and  translation. 
It  was  his  nature  to  be  in  all  things  deliber- 
ate; and  he  was  neither  willing  nor  able  to 
struggle  against  his  characteristic  tempera- 
ment. At  a  later  period  of  his  life  he  gave  as 
a  reason  for  declining  a  high  appointment  in 
the  public  service,  that  he  should  have 
found  it  intolerable  to  turn  his  attention  to 
ten  or  twenty  unconnected  matters  in  the 
course  of  a  single  day.  His  power  of  sus- 
tained labour  has  rarely  been  surpassed,  but 
in  his  intellect  and  his  temperament  there 
was  no  versatility.  ...  No  member  of  the 
well-known  society  of  Cambridge  apostles 
was  more  heartily  respected  and  beloved 
by  his  many  friends  within  and  without 
that  body.  The  manner  which  faithfully 
represented  his  disposition  was  already 
formed,  and  it  never  afterwards  varied. 
Calm  and  unimpassioned,  he  contributed 
his  full  share  to  conversation  in  a  musical 
voice  which  never  rose  above  its  ordinary 
pitch.  The  ready  smile  with  which  he  wel- 
comed humorous  or  amusing  remarks  was 
singularly  winning.  His  imperturbable 
good  temper  might  have  seemed  more 
meritorious,  if  it  had  been  possible  to  test 


his  equanimity  by  treating  him  with  negli- 
gence or  harshness.  The  just  impression  of 
wisdom  which  was  produced  by  his  voice, 
his  manner,  and  the  substance  of  his  con- 
versation, was  well  described  in  the  form  of 
humorous  exaggeration  by  one  of  the  acutest 
and  most  briUiant  women  of  his  time,  Har- 
riet, the  second  Lady  Ashburton.  Lord 
Houghton,  in  his  "Monographs,"  quotes 
her  as  saying,  "I  always  feel  a  kind  of 
average  between  myself  and  any  other  per- 
son I  am  talking  with — between  us  two,  I 
mean;  so  that  when  I  am  talking  to  Sped- 
ding  I  am  unutterably  foolish— beyond 
permission."— Venablbs,  G.  S.,  1881,  ed. 
Evenings  With  a  Remewer,  Preface,  vol.  l, 
p.  vi. 

He  was  the  wisest  man  I  have  known: 
not  the  less  so  for  plenty  of  the  Boy  in  him; 
a  great  sense  of  Humour,  a  Socrates  in  life 
and  in  Death,  which  he  faced  with  all  Seren- 
ity so  long  as  Consciousness  lasted. — Frrz- 
Gerald,  Edward,  1881,  To  C.  E.  Norton, 
March  13;  Letters,  ed.  Wright,  vol.  l,  p.  464. 

The  admirable  Spedding,  who  drew  all 
good  and  great  men  unto  him,  but  to  con- 
verse with  whom,  in  consequence  of  his  de- 
liberate utterance,  requn-ed  an  ampler  leis- 
ure than  even  I,  who  am  neither  good 
nor  great,  found  always  practicable. — 
Locker-Labipson,  Frederick,  1895,  My 
Confidences,  p.  164. 

LIFE  AND  WORKS  OF  BACON 

1848-76 

I  am  delighted  and  interested  in  a  most 
high  degree  by  the  vindication  of  Bacon. 
It  seems  to  me  no  less  admirable  for  the 
principles  of  moral  discrimination  and  truth 
and  accuracy  of  statement,  especially  where 
character  is  concerned,  which  it  brings  out 
and  elucidates  by  particular  instances, 
which,  as  it  were,  substantiate  and  vitalize 
the  abstract  propositions,  than  for  the 
glorious  sunny  light  which  it  casts  on  the 
character  of  Bacon.  Then  how  ably  does 
it  show  up,  not  Macaulay's  character  in- 
dividually and  personally,  so  much  as  the 
class  of  thinkers  of  which  he  is  the  mouth- 
piece and  representative.  —  Coleridge, 
Sara,  1848,  To  Aubrey  DeVere;  Memoir 
and  Letters  of  Sara  Colendge,  ed.  her  Daugh- 
ter, p.  347. 

The  lie,  it  may  be  hoped,  is  about  to  pass 
away.  An  editor  worthy  of  Bacon  has 
risen  to  purge  his  fame.  Such  labors  as 
those  undertaken  by  Mr.  Spedding  demand 
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a  life,  and  he  has  not  scrupled  to  devote  the 
best  years  of  an  active  and  learned  man- 
hood to  the  preliminary  toil.  •  .  .  The  in- 
stinct, strong  as  virtue,  to  reject  the  spume 
of  satire  and  falsehood,  has  sprung  at  the 
voice  of  Mr.  Spedding  into  lusty  life.— 
Dixon,  Wiluam  Hbpworth,  1861,  Per- 
ianal History  of  Lord  Bacon  from  Unpub- 
lished Papers,  pp.  11, 12. 

It  is  not  merely  that  his  contribution  to 
English  history  has  no  rival  for  accuracy  of 
ju(^ment,  and  for  industry  carried  to  the 
extreme  point;  or  that  he  has  taught  us  to 
know  in  his  true  character  one  of  the  great- 
est statesmen  of  a  land  fertile  in  statesmen- 
ship.  His  book  is  more  than  a  history,  more 
than  a  biography.  It  is  a  moral  school, 
teaching  hutorical  writers  to  combat  the 
sin  which  most  easily  besets  them,  the 
tendency  to  put  their  own  interpretation 
upon  doubtful  facts,  and  their  own  thoughts 
into  the  minds  of  men  of  other  ages.— 
Gardiner,  SAMUi^i  R.,  1874,  The  Letters 
and  the  Life  of  Francis  Bacon,  Academy, 
vol  6,  p.  394. 

Mr.  Spedding  says  his  object  was  to  enable 
posterity  to  ''  form  a  true  conception  of  the 
Idnd  of  man  Bacon  was,"  and  accordingly 
he  gives  an  unusually  fidl  record  of  a  more 
than  unusually  full  Ufe.  The  question  of 
legal  guilt  Bacon  himself  admitted.  The 
moral  culpability  Mr.  Spedding  does  not 
consider  so  clear,  considering  the  corrupt 
practices  of  the  age,  and  the  philosopher's 
carelessness  as  to  money  and  household  man- 
agement.—Chambers,  Robert,  1876,  Cydo- 
pceia  of  English  Literature,  ed.  Carruthers. 

In  the  opinion  of  competent  judges,  Mr. 
Spedding  was  second  to  none  of  his  con- 
temporaries in  power  of  reasoning,  in  criti- 
cal sagacity,  or  in  graceful  purity  of  style; 
nor  had  he  any  superior  in  conscientious  in- 
dustry. No  one  has  hitherto  possessed  so 
complete  a  knowledge  of  the  subject  to 
which  his  life  was  chiefly  devoted;  and  it  is 
improbable  that  future  students  should 
throw  additional  light  on  the  career  and 
character  of  Bacon.  In  the  course  ot  his  in- 
defatigable researches,  Mr.  Spedding  de- 
duced many  independent  and  original  con- 
clusions from  the  profound  familiarity 
which  he  had  acqmred  mth  the  history  of 
the  time.  ...  No  more  conscientious,  no 
more  sagacious  critic  has  employed  on  a 
not  unworthy  task  the  labour  of  a  life.  It 
will  be  well,  rather  for  students  of  history 
and  of  character  than  for  himself,  if  his  just 


fame  is  rescued  from  the  neglect  which  he 
regarded  with  unaffected  indifference.— 
Venables,  G.S.,  1881,  ed.  Evenings  With  a 
Reviewer,  Preface,  vol  l,  pp.  v,  xxvi. 

To  re-edit  his  Works,  which  did  not 
want  any  such  re-edition,  and  to  vindicate 
his  Character  which  could  not  be  cleared, 
did  this  Spedding  sacrifice  forty  years 
which  he  might  well  have  given  to  accom- 
plish much  greater  things.— FitzGerald, 
Edward,  1881,  To  C.  E.  Norton,  March  13; 
Letters,  ed.  Wright,  vol.  l,  p.  464. 

The  work  to  which  he  gave  his  life  is  a 
work  of  great  labor,  a  work  of  great  love, 
and  a  work  which  will  be  a  lantern  unto  the 
feet  and  a  light  unto  the  paths  of  many 
generations  of  mankind— of  as  many  as 
shall  care  to  look  bac^  to  the  greatest 
secondary  cause  of  their  being  what,  in  the 
progress  of  science  and  discovery,  they  shall 
have  become.— Taylor,  Sir  Henrt,  1885, 
Autobiography,  vol.  I,  p.  198. 

Spedding's  great  work,  the  result  of  a 
life's  devoted  research,  remains  the  source 
from  which  all  commentators  must  draw 
their  information ;  but  few  will  wade  through 
such  a  mass  of  material  set  forth  with  so 
little  art.  Mr.  Spedding's  plan  of  arranging 
events,  as  in  an  annual  register,  under  the 
years  in  which  they  happened,  detracts 
from  the  interest  if  not  from  the  value  of  his 
labours.  He  has  left  a  quarry  from  which 
others  must  hew.— NiCHOL,  John,  1888, 
Francis  Bacon,  His  Life  and  Philosophy. 
Part  I,  p.  vi. 

The  work  is  an  unsurpassable  model  of 
thorough  and  scholar-like  editing.  Taylor 
reports  that  about  1863  Spedding  showed 
signs  of  declining  interest  in  his  task,  but 
recovered  after  a  long  rest.  His  unflag- 
ging industry  had  made  him  familiar  with 
every  possible  source  of  information,  and 
his  own  writing  is  everywhere  marked  by 
slow  but  sure-footed  judgment,  and  most 
careful  balancing  of  evidence.  Spedding's 
qualities  are  in  curious  contrast  with  Mac- 
aulay's  brilliant  audacity,  and  yet  the 
trenchant  exposure  of  Macaulay's  misrepre- 
sentations is  accompanied  by  a  quiet  hum- 
our and  a  shrewd  critical  faculty  which,  to 
a  careful  reader,  make  the  book  more  in- 
teresting than  its  rival*.  Critics  have 
thought  Spedding's  judgment  of  his  hero 
too  favourable,  but  on  one  doubts  that  his 
views  require  the  most  respectful  consider- 
ation.—Stephen,  Leslie,  1898,  DicHonary 
of  National  Biography,  vol.  ua,  p.  315. 
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William  Rathbone  Q-reg 

1809-1881 
Born  at  Manchester,  from  manager  of  mills  at  Bury  became  a  Commisaoner  of  Customs 
in  1856,  and  was  Comptroller  of  H.  M.  Stationery  Office  in  1864-77.  In  his  "Rocks 
Ahead"  (1874),  he  took  a  highly  pessimistic  view  of  the  future  of  England,  foreboding  the 
political  supremacy  of  the  lower  classes,  industrial  decline,  and  the  (Uvorce  of  intelligence 
from  religion.  His  other  works  include  "The  Creed  of  Christendom"  (1851),  "Essays  on 
Political  and  Social  Science"  (1854),  "Literary  and  Social  Judgments"  (1869),  "Political 
Problems"  (1870),  "Enigmas  of  Life"  (1872;  18th  ed.  1891,  with  a  memoir  by  widow),. 
"Mistaken  Aims"  (1876),  and  "Miscellaneous  Essays"  (1884).— Patrick  and  GROOBiE^ 
eds.f  1897,  Chambers's  Biographical  Dictionary,  p.  434. 


PERSONAL 

It  fell  to  the  present  writer  at  one  time  to 
have  one  or  two  bouts  of  public  contro- 
versy with  Mr.  Greg.  In  these  dialects  Mr. 
Greg  was  never  vehement  and  never  pressed, 
but  he  was  inclined  to  be— or,  at  least,  was 
felt  by  an  opponent  to  be  —dry,  mordant, 
and  almost  harsh.  The  disagreeable  pre- 
possessions were  instantly  dissipated,  as  so 
often  happens,  by  personal  acquaintance. 
He  had  not  only  the  courtesy  of  the  good 
type  of  the  man  of  the  world,  but  an  air  of 
moral  suavity,  when  one  came  near  enough 
to  him,  that  was  infinitely  attractive  and 
engaging.  He  was  urbane,  essentially 
modest,  and  readily  interested  in  ideas  and 
subjects  other  than  his  own.  There  was  in 
his  manner  and  address  something  of  what 
the  French  call  liant.  When  the  chances  of 
residence  made  me  his  neighbour,  an  even- 
ing in  his  drawing-room,  or  half  an  hour's 
talk  in  casual  meetings  in  afternoon  walks 
on  Wimbledon  Common  was  always  .  a 
particularly  agreeable  incident.  Some  men 
and  women  have  the  quality  of  atmosphere. 
The  egotism  of  the  natural  man  is  surround- 
ed by  an  elastic  medium.  Mr.  Greg  was 
one  of  these  personalities  with  an  atmos- 
phere, elastic,  stimulating,  elevating,  and 
yet  composing. — MoRLET,  John,  1883,  W. 
R.  Oreg:  A  Sketch,  MaemUlan's  MagawM 
vol.  48,  p.  109. 

QENERAL 

I  do  respect  Greg  the  manufacturer, 
though  not  the  reviewer. — Maurice,  Fred- 
erick Denison,  1851,  Letter  to  Charles 
Kingsley,  March  23;  Life,  ed.  his  Son,  vol.  n, 
p.  60. 

The  essays  of  Mr.  W.  R.  Greg  are,  in  our 
opinion,  pre-eminently  distinguished  by 
their  great  good  sense;  they  are  replete  with 
judicious  observations — observations  which, 
if  they  may  not  be  characterized  as  profound, 
are  certainly  not  such  as  lie  on  the  surface, 
within  the  reach  of  every  hand;  the  cul- 


tivated reader  cannot  rise  from  the  perusal 
of  his  writings  without  the  consciousness  of 
having  derived  profit  and  instruction  from 
them.  •  •  •  We  conunend  them  most  cor- 
dially to  every  one  who  is  in  search  of  clear 
and  sound  guidance,  or  who  can  appreciate 
manly  unaffected  good  sense,  and  distinct 
and  impartial  statements,  for  in  readmg 
the  essays  of  Mr.  Greg,  we  feel  we  have  le^ 
the  narrow  boundaries  of  party— we  are 
neither  Whig  nor  Tory;  we  are  conservative 
in  the  most  philosophical  sense  of  the  term, 
and  we  are  liberal  and  progressive  in  the 
safest  of  all  methods,  being  invited  to  ad- 
vance only  where  there  is  light  upon  our 
path,  and  solid  ground  beneath  our  feet. — 
Smith,  William,  1872,  Mr.  W.  R.  Greg's 
Political  Essays,  Contemporary  Review,  vol. 
20,  p.  211. 

Though  unorthodox  in  opinion,  he  is 
sound  at  heart,  religious  in  feeling,  and  a 
sincere  well-wisher  of  humanity.  He  is 
most  popular  on  directly  practical  ques- 
tions, with  a  philanthropic  turn. — Cham- 
bers, Robert,  1876,  Cyclopcedia  of  English 
Literature,  ed.  Carruthers,  p.  247. 

What  gave  Mr.  Greg  his  peculiar  position 
among  journalists,  was  the  singular  lucidity 
and  incisiveness  with  which  he  expressed 
and  expounded  that  aspect  of  the  diffi- 
culties and  dangers  with  which  he  dealt, 
appealing  most  strongly  to  the  imagination 
of  practical  men,  and  especially  of  practical 
men  belonging  to  the  upper  section  of  the 
middle  class.  For  the  miseries  of  the  work- 
ing class  Mr.  Greg's  pity  was  profound  and 
almost  passionate,  but  his  moral  and  in- 
tellectual sympathy  was  not  with  them,  and 
was  often  inaccessible  from  their  points  of 
view.  Again,  as  to  style,  Mr.  Greg  was  never 
in  any  depreciatory  sense  rhetoricid;  for 
verbiage  of  any  kind  he  had  no  taste.  But 
he  was  a  keen  logician,  and  took  what  I  may 
call  almost  a  rhetorical  pleasure  in  plung* 
ing  cold  steel  into  the  heart  of  what  he 
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regarded  as  a  mischievious  fallacy.  And  this 
he  did  after  a  fashion  which  especially  went 
home  to  practical  men.  His  intellectual 
logic  was  keen  enough,  but  still  keener  was 
the  logic  which  the  late  Emperor  of  the 
French  called  "the  logic  of  facts."  Mr. 
Greg  loved  to  look  facts  clearly  in  the  face, 
to  realise  as  vividly  as  he  could  exactly 
what  they  meant,  before  he  even  cared  to 
consider  whether  they  were  capable  of  any 
agreeable  or  even  tolerable  interpretation. 
— HuTTON,  Richard  Holt,  1881,  WiUiam 
Bathbone  Oreg,  CritidsmB  on  Coniemparary 
Thoughts  and  Thinkers,  vol.  n,  p.  137. 

It  is  no  small  tribute  that  we  pay  to  an 
habitual  controversialist  when  we  assert,  as 
we  do  with  great  confidence,  that  the  result 
of  his  labors  has  been  to  induce  thousands 
of  his  countfymen  to  examine  the  burning 
questions  of  religion  with  the  calmness,  the 
fairness,  and  the  good  sense  which  most 
persons  find  it  far  easier  to  bring  to  the  con- 
sideration of  political  or  social  problems 
than  to  the  solution  of  theological  perplexi- 
ties.—Dicet,  A.  v.,  1882,  W.  B.  Oreg,  The 
Nation,  vol.  34,  p.  81. 

Though  he  took  great  delight  in  the  en- 
chanted land  of  pure  literature,  apart  from 
all  utility,  yet  he  was  of  those,  the  fibres  of 
whose  nature  makes  it  impossible  for  them 
to  find  real  intellectual  interest  outside  of 
what  is  of  actual  and  present  concern  to 
their  fellows.  Composition,  again,  had  to 
him  none  of  the  pain  and  travail  that  it 
brings  to  most  writers.  The  expression 
came  with  the  thought.  His  ideas  were 
never  vague,  and  needed  no  laborious 
translation.  Along  with  them  came  apt 
words  and  the  finished  sentence.  Yet  his 
fluency  never  ran  off  into  the  fatal  channels 
of  verbosity.  Ease,  clearness,  precision, 
and  a  certain  smooth  and  sure-paced  con- 
secutiveness,  made  his  written  style  for  all 
purposes  of  statement  and  exposition  one 
of  the  most  telling  and  effective  of  his  day. 
This  gift  of  expression  helped  him  always  to 
appear  intellectually  at  his  best.  It  really 
came  from  a  complete  grasp  of  his  own  side 
of  the  case,  and  that  always  produces  the 
best  style  next  after  a  complete  grasp  of 
both  sides.— MORLBY,  John,  1883,  W.  B. 
Oreg:  A  SkeUh,Maemillan'8  Magazine,  vol. 
48,  p.  122. 

If  an  author's  special  faculties  cut  their 
image  most  sharply  on  his  political  esti- 
mates and  social  specidations,  his  nature  as 
a  whole  finds  its  largest  expression  in  his  re- 


ligion.  Even  if  it  be  merely  an  undisturbed 
tradition,  the  fact  that  this  suffices  for  him 
is  far  from  insignificant.  And  if  it  be  self- 
formed,  whether  spontaneously  given  or 
deliberately  thought  out,  it  not  only  carries 
in  it  all  the  traits  of  the  personality,  but 
presents  them  in  magnified  scale  and  true 
proportion.  Hence  Mr.  Greg's  ''Creed  of 
Chnstendom,"  quite  apart  from  its  merits 
as  a  theological  treatise,  possesses  a  high 
biographical  interest;  for  it  is  a  transpar- 
ently rineere  book,  and  lays  bare  the  in- 
terior dealings  of  an  eminently  veracious, 
exact,  and  reverent  mind  with  the  supreme 
problems  of  numan  belief.  In  order  to  give  it 
Its  true  value  as  a  chapter  in  history, 
it  should  be  taken  into  view  not  as  an  iso- 
lated product,  but  in  connection  with  the 
earlier  state  of  mind  from  which  it  recedes, 
and  the  latter  which  speaks  in  the  Pre- 
face to  the  third  edition  (1873).  This 
Preface— perhaps  the  finest  of  his  essays- 
contains  his  last  word  of  doubt  and  faith, 
and  probably  marks  the  resting-place  of 
his  mind  in  its  best  vigour;  for,  though  we 
have  since  heard  from  him  both  brighter 
and  sadder  things,  they  seemed  to  be,  the 
one  the  sunshine  of  a  passing  mood,  the 
other  the  expression  of  a  growing  languor 
and  weariness  of  life. — Martineau,  James, 
1883,  The  Creed  of  Christendom,  Nineteenth 
Century,  vol.  13,  p.  199. 

In  Greg  ardent  philanthropy  and  dis- 
interested love  of  truth  were  curiously  allied 
to  an  Almost  epicurean  fastidiousness,  which 
made  him  unduly  distrustful  of  the  popu- 
lar element  in  politics.  He  would  have 
wished  to  see  public  affairs  controlled  by 
an  enlightened  oligarchy,  and  did  not  per- 
ceive that  such  an  oligarchy  was  incom- 
patible with  the  principles  which  he  had 
himself  admitted.  Little  practical  aid 
towards  legislation,  therefore,  is  to  be  ob- 
tained from  his  writings.  It  was  Greg's 
especial  function  to  discourage  unreason- 
able expectations  from  political  or  even 
social  reforms,  to  impress  his  readers  with 
the  infinite  complexity  of  modem  problems 
and  in  general  to  caution  democracy  against 
the  abuse  of  its  power.  His  apprehensions 
may  sometimes  appear  visionary,  and  some- 
times exaggerated,  but  are  in  general  the 
previsions  of  a  far-seeing  man,  acute  in  ob- 
serving the  tendencies  of  the  age,  though 
perhaps  too  ready  to  identify  tendencies 
with  accomplished  facts.  His  style  is  clear 
and  cogent,  but  his  persuasiveness  and 
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impi^essiveness  rather  arise  from  moral 
qualities,  his  absolute  disinterestedness,  and 
the  absence  of  class  feeling,  even  when  he 
may  seem  to  be  advocating  the  cause  of  a 
class.— Garnbtt,  Richard,  1890,  Diction- 
ary of  National  Biography,  vol.  xxiii,  p.  88. 
He  was  one  of  the  chief  assailants  of  the 
Christian  faith  in  his  day,  and,  in  a  work 
entitled  the  "Creed  of  Christendom,"  did 
what  was  in  him  to  make  an  end  of  that  per- 
sistent doctrine  which  survives  so  many  at- 
tacks. This  work  is  another  example  of  the 
tendency  of  such  books  to  drop  aside  into 
comers  and  be  no  more  seen,  after  having, 


for  a  moment,  affrighted  the  timid  believer. 
Another  work,  "Enigmas  of  Life/'  pub- 
lished in  1872,  had  a  powerful  human  in- 
terest in  one  or  two  occasional  passages,  in 
which  the  writer  let  his  imagination  go,  for 
instance,  into  speculations  as  to  what  might 
be  a  logical  and  reasonable  Hell,  with  curious 
power,  and  a  strange,  unintentional,  and 
very  striking  approach  to  that  picture  of 
the  place  of  despair,  which  represents  it  as  a 
place  where  the  worm  dieth  not  and  the 
fire  is  not  quenched.— Oliphant,  Mab- 
GARET,  0.  W.,  1892,  The  Victorian  Age  of 
Engliih  Literature,  p.  577. 


Artliur  William  Edgar  O'Shaughnessy 

1844-1881 
Bom,  in  London,  14  March,  1844.  Educated  privately.  Junr.  Assistant,  British  Mus- 
eum Library,  June  1861 ;  Assistant  in  Zoology  Dept.,  Aug.,  1863.  Married  Eleanor  Murs- 
ton,  1873.  Died,  30  Jan.  1881 .  Works: "  An  Epic  of  Women, "  1870; "  Lays  of  France, '' 
1872;  "Music  and  Moonlight,"  1874;  "Toyland,''  (with  his  wife),  1875.  Posthumous: 
"Songs  of  a  Worker, "  ed.  by  A.  W.  N.  Deacon,  1881.  Life:  by  L.  C.  Moulton,  with  selec- 
tions from  his  poems,  1894.— Sharp,  R.  Farquharson,  1897,  A  Dictionary  of  English 
Authors,  p.  218. 

PERSONAL 

Mr.  O'Shaughnessy  was  a  rapid,  nervous 

talker,  with  an  American  earnestness  of 

manner.    He   seemed   quite  sure  of  his 

ground,  and  not  one  to  be  easily  diverted 

from  it  by  criticism,  but  was  an  impulsive, 

kind-hearted  gentleman,  and  conscientious 

in  the  treatment  of  his  lightest  work.— 

Stedman,  Edmund  Clarence,  1882,  Some 

London  Poets,  Harper's  Magazine,  vol.  64, 

p.  883. 
Again  returns  this  day,  and  still,  my  friend, 

I  listen  for  a  step  that  comes  not  near, 

And  hearken  for  a  voice  I  may  not  hear 

Save  in   my  dreams,  where  many  memories 
blend. 

Two  years  have  passed,  and  still  the  days  ex- 
tend. 

Void  day  on  day.    He,  too,  has  gone  away 

Who  loved  thy  lyric  work;  his  praise  a  bay 

For  which  all  songs  most  gladly  might  contend. 

April,  that  came  and  found  him  with  us  yet, 

And  took  him  hence,  makes  sad  the  heart  of 
Spring, 

And  January  days  shall  not  forget 

That  then  it  was  thy  sweet  lips  ceased  to  sing. 

And  we,  who  loved  thee,  knew  our  feet  were  set 

In  paths  where  thine  were  no  more  journeying. 

— Marston,  Philip  Bourke,  1883,  To 
Arthur  O^Shaughnessy,  Jan.  30;  Wind- 
Voices,  p.  174. 

With  his  handsome,  sensitive,  clearly  cut 
face,  his  bright,  earnest  eyes,  behind  the 
glasses  which  gave  him  a  student-like  as- 


pect, his  rather  slight  but  well-knit  figure, 
with  the  noticeably  small  feet  and  hands,  so 
well-shod  and  gloved,  in  which  he  took  an 
innocent  pride.  He  was  full  of  enthusiasm, 
and  I  think,  had  length  of  days  been  given 
him,  he  would  always  have  been  the  young- 
est man  in  every  company.  What  pleasure 
he  had  in  things  smaU  and  great!  He  was 
as  simply  frank  in  his  appreciation  of  his 
own  work  as  in  that  of  other  people,  and  I 
shall  never  forget  the  ^uick  ''Like  it,  eh?" 
and  the  sudden  light  m  his  eyes  when  he 
perceived  that  something  he  was  reading  or 
reciting  had  found  its  way  to  his  listener's 
interest.  He  was  half  a  Frenchman  in  his 
love  for  and  mastery  of  the  French  lan- 
guage; and  many  of  his  closest  afiSliations 
were  with  the  yoimger  school  of  French 
poets.— Moulton,  Louise  Chandler,1894, 
Arthur  O^Shaughv^essy,  His  Life  and  His 
Work  with  Selections  from  His  Poems,  p.  18. 
GENERAL 

As  regards  the  invention  and  use  of 
metres  the  author  is  particularly  happy. 
Those  of  his  own  originating  are  at  the  same 
time  simple,  musical,  and  individiial;  and  it 
is  not  very  often  that  metric  ease  and  beauty 
are  sacrificed  to  crotchets  of  diction  and 
roughness  of  cadence  throughout  his  book. 
The  main  fault  one  has  to  find  in  the  miscel- 
laneous poems  is  a  vagueness,  not  of  form, 
but  of  thought  or  sentiment:  the  poet  is 
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frequently  obscure;  and  the  worst  of  it  is 
that  those  poems  which  demand  most  pains 
to  get  to  the  centre  of  are  least  worth  the 
pains.  To  say  that  Mr.  O'Shaughnessy's 
style  is  ah'eady  absolutely  individual  or  by 
any  means  perfect  would  be  rash;  but  that 
it  holds  sufficient  good  qualities  and  few 
enough  bad  qualities  to  give  sure  token  that 
he  can,  with  earnest  work,  get  himself  a 
complete  and  self-sufficient  manner,  one 
need  not  hesitate  to  affirm;  and  it  seems 
probable  that,  as  years  go  on,  he  will  have 
that  to  tell  to  men  which  will  be  well 
worth  the  garment  of  a  perfect  poetic  man- 
ner  of  speech.— Forman,  H.  Buxton,  1871, 
Out  Living  PoeU,  p.  512. 

In  the  ''Epic  of  Women''  we  felt  some 
reflection  of  the  colour  of  Swinburne;  in  the 
''Lays  of  France"  a  much  fainter  tinge  of 
Morris  was  apparent  to  careful  eyes.  Jn 
"Music  and  Moonlight"  it  would  be  diffi- 
cult to  detect  any  foreign  influence  of  this 
kind.  The  book  belongs  to  a  certain  class 
of  art,  and  runs  parallel,  as  may  be  pointed 
out,  to  the  work  of  other  men,  but  tiiese  do 
not  belong  to  a  living,  or  even  English 
generation,  and  the  similitude  is  one  more 
of  temperament  than  of  style.  In  Mr. 
O'Shaughnessy's  earliest  book,  attentive 
eyes  saw  beneath  the  hi^h  tone  of  general 
colouring  an  outline  of  mdividuality  that 
had  little  in  conmion  with  the  sensuousness 
of  surface.  ...  As  revealed  in  this  new 
volume,  Mr.  O'Shaughnessy  resembles  no 
English  writer,  and  he  no  longer  has  much 
fellowship  witii  the  French  Romanticists. 
It  sounds  like  a  paradox,  and  yet  is  true, 
that  this  most  modem  of  modem  singers 
approaches  no  one  so  nearly  as  one  whom 
we  are  apt  to  regard  as  the  most  old-fash- 
ioned of  writers,  the  veritable  poet  of  moon- 
light, NovalisI  •  .  .  There  is  an  atmos- 
phere about  one  class  of  these  lyrics  that  re- 
minds one  of  the  mood  one  falls  into  on  a 
summer  aftemoon,  lying  in  a  low  warm 
nook  among  the  rushes,  close  to  the  shining 
level  of  someriver.  The  uniform  golden  tone 
of  the  foreground,  the  monotonous  blue 
haze  behind,  paralyse  more  than  they  stim- 
ulate the  unagination;  and  if  one  is  alone, 
one  slips  into  a  sad  kind  of  trance,  longing, 
one  knows  not  for  what,  to  complete  what 
ought  to  be,  and  is  not,  pleasure.  One 
would  analyse  the  regretful  sense  of  incom- 
pleteness, but  in  that  enervating  air  any 
mental  effort  is  impossible.  ...  We  should, 
however,  be  giving  an  entirely  false  idea  of 


the  poetic  attainment  reached  in  this 
volume  if  we  led  our  readers  to  suppose  that 
its  contents  were  mainly  vague  or  intang- 
ible. There  is  very  much  here  that  will 
please  even  those  readers  for  whom  what  is 
merely  visionary,  however  musical  or  tender, 
has  little  charm.  .  .  .  WhenMr.O'Shaugh- 
nessy  is  thoroughly  tme  to  his  individual- 
ity he  is  infinitdy  charming.  One  longs  to 
quote  stanza  upon  stanza  where  it  is  diffi- 
cult to  say  which  is  the  more  exquisite,  the 
technical  perfection  of  stracture  and  mel- 
ody, or  the  delicate  pathos  of  thought.— 
QossR,  Edmund,  1874,  Muiie  and  Moon' 
Kghi,  The  Academy,  vol  5,  pp.  350, 360. 

The  original  poems  in  this  book  ["Songs 
of  a  Worker"]  are  in  a  measure  disappoint- 
ing to  those  who  looked  for  a  richer  yield 
from  O'Shaughnessy's  lyrical  genius  after 
it  had  lain  fallow  during  seven  years.  They 
scarcely  show  that  hold  upon  thoug^ht  and 
imagination  which  a  poet  should  gam  after 
en jo3ring  the  full  period  in  which  he  reason- 
ably may  occupy  himself  with  the  dexteri- 
ties of  his  craft.— Stedman,  Edmund  Clar- 
ence, 1882,  Some  London  Poets,  Harper'i 
Magazine,  vol.  64,  p.  883. 

It  displays  that  fatal  lack  of  the  power  of 
rigid  self-criticism  which  kept  hun  from 
knowing  what  not  to  include;  and  it  there- 
fore failed  to  add  materially  to  his  reputa- 
tion. The  ode  with  which  it  opens  is  so 
noble  that,  in  justice  to  the  varied  powers 
of  this  man  whom,  so  far,  you  have  seen 
chiefly  as  the  poet  of  love  and  sorrow,  it 
must  be  included  in  my  selections.  .  .  . 
This  volume  seems  to  me  largely  the  ten- 
tative work  of  a  poet  in  a  transition  state. 
In  the  group  of  poems  called  by  a  singular 
misnomer  "Thoughts  in  Marble,"  we  cer- 
tainly find  little  of  the  cold  chastity  of 
sculpture.  The  poems  are,  indeed,  over- 
sensuous--going  beyond  even  the  not  too 
rigid  boundaries  the  author  set  for  himself 
in  "An  Epic  of  Women."  The  book,  I 
must  take  leave  to  say,  was  too  indulgently 
edited  by  O'Shaughnessy's  cousin,  the 
Reverend  Newport  Deacon,  who  avows,  in 
his  introduction,  that  of  the  poems  evi- 
dently intended  for  publication  left  in 
manuscript  by  the  poet,  not  one  has  been 
omitted.  This  too  lavish  inclusiveness  was 
certainly  in  some  instances  a  grave  mistake. 
Instead  of  a  well-pruned  garden  of  choice 
flowers,  we  have  a  riotous  plot  of  blossoms, 
desperately  sweet,  some  of  them,  but  over- 
run, here  and  there,  with  weeds,  and  with. 
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sometimes,  more  thorns  than  roses.  StQI 
we  can  but  be  thankful  for  a  volume  that 
gives  us  the  ''Song  of  a  Fellow  Worker;'' 
a  poem  so  blood-red  with  humanity  as 
"Christ  Will  Return,"  and,  above  all,  any- 
thing so  noble  as  the  first  part  of  "En- 
Soph,"  in  which,  I  think,  the  author  ap- 
proaches actual  sublimity  more  nearly  than 
in  any  other  of  his  poems.— Moulton, 
Louise  Chandler,  1894,  Arthur  O'Shaughr 
ne$sy,  His  Life  and  His  Work,  with  Sefee- 
tUms  from  his  Poems,  pp.  18,  41. 

For  my  part,  I  will  make  bold  to  confess 
that  Marston  himself  has,  if  anything,  been 
a  little  over-appreciated.  At  any  rate,  he 
has  had  his  full  share  of  the  good  things  of 
praise ;  while,  on  the  other  hand,  his  brother- 
poet,  Arthur  O'Shaughnessy,  has  received 
a  great  deal  less  than  his  due.  Unforgivable 
as  I  fear  the  remark  may  seem  to  Marston's 
extreme  admirers,  I  am  bound  to  say  that, 
little  as  has  been  made  of  O'Shaughnessy, 
and  much  as  has  been  made  of  Marston, 
O'Shaughnessy  is  really  the  finer  poet  of  the 
two.  Both  of  them  suffer  rather  tiresomely 
from  that  lack  of  thought  and  excess  of 
music  and  other  sensuous  qualities  which 
are  the  marks  of  the  sesthetic  school  to 
which  they  belong.  But  Marston's  verbiage 
(his  constantiy  beating  out  thin  themes  of 
sorrow  into  utter  tenuity  of  thought  or 
fancy)  is  less  varied  by  verbal  or  metrical 
magic  than  O'Shaughnessy's.  Both  poets 
had  constantiy  nothing  or  very  littie  to  say; 
but  whereas  of  his  nothing  Marston  would 
turn  out  an  uninspired,  uninspiring  son- 
net, heavy  as  with  a  very  London  fog  of 
melancholy,  O'Shaughnessy  of  his  nothing 
would  contrive  a  dancing,  glinting  littie 
lyric— little  more  than  words,  you  may  say; 
but  is  not  that  the  very  secret  of  the  lyric? 
— LeGalliennb,  Richard,  1894,  Retro- 
speetive  Reviews,  vol  n,  p.  141. 

0'Shaughnei3S3r's  temperament  was  that 
of  a  genuine  poet.  His  slender  frame  and 
spu'itual  expression  recalled  Chopin,  and 
his  best  poetry  has  the  characteristics  of 
Chopin's  music — dreamy  and  sometimes 
weird,  with  an  original,  delicious,  and  inex- 
haustible melody.  Some  pieces,  such  as 
"Palm  Flowers,"  display,  in  addition,  a  re- 
markable faculty  of  gorgeous  word-paint- 
ing; others,  such  as  the  "Daughter  of 
Herodias,"  possess  much  dramatic  in- 
tensity, others  fascinate  by  a  seminsensuous 
mysticism,  and  "Chaitivel"  and  "Biscla- 
varet"  are  wildly  imaginative.     All  these 


gifts,  however,  except  that  of  verbal  music 
seemed  to  dwindle  as  the  poet  advanced  in 
years,  and  their  decay  was  not  compen- 
sated by  growth  in  intellectual  power.  The 
range  of  O'Shaughnessy's  ideas  and  sym- 
pathies was  narrow,  and  when  the  original 
l3nical  impulse  had  subsided,  or  degen- 
erated into  a  merely  mechanical  fluency,  he 
found  himself  condemned,  for  the  most 
part,  to  the  sterile  repetition.  He  might  not 
miprobably  have  forsaken  poetry  for  criti- 
cism, in  which  he  could  have  performed  an 
important  part.  Enthusiastically  devoted 
to  modem  French  belles-lettres,  and  writ- 
ing French  with  the  elegance  and  accuracy 
of  an  accomplished  native,  he  possessed  un- 
usual qualifications  for  interpreting  the 
literature  of  either  country  to  the  other,  and 
might  have  come  to  exert  more  influence  as 
a  critic  than  he  could  have  obtained  as  a 
poet.— Garnett,  Richard,  1895,  Diction- 
ary of  National  Biography,  vol  XLH,  p.  309. 
^  Sometimes  either  of  deliberate  convic- 
tion or  through  corrupt  following  of 
others,  he  indulged  in  expressions  of  opinion 
about  matters  on  which  the  poet  is  not 
called  upon  to  express  any,  in  a  manner 
which  was  always  unnecessary  and  some- 
times offensive.  But  judged  as  a  poet  he 
has  the  unum  n^eessarium,  the  individual 
note  of  song.  Like  Keats,  he  was  not  quite 
individual.  .  .  .  But  the  genuine  and 
authentic  contribution  is  sufficient,  and  is 
of  the  most  unmistakable  kind.--SAiNTS- 
BURY,  George,  1896,  A  History  of  Nine- 
teenth Century  Literature,  p.  295. 

To  the  most  modem  phase  of  landscape 
in  poetry,  yet  with  a  quality  which  brings 
him  into  a  certain  relation  with  Shelley,  be- 
longs Arthur  O'Shaughnessy  (1844-81); 
that  gifted,  unhappy  youth,  who,  in  deli- 
cate metrical  skill  and  melody  of  words,  in 
my  eyes,  stands  second  to  Tennyson  only 
during  the  last  half  century;  whilst  he  is 
also  high  in  pure  imaginative  faculty, 
wasted  as  it  often  was  on  doleful  dreams 
and  extravagant  fantasies.  He  took  Nature, 
if  I  may  use  the  word,  into  his  soul  like  a 
mistress;  although  known  to  him  solely 
through  books,  he  was  intoxicated  ^ith 
tropical  scenery.  —  Palgrave,  Francis 
Turner,  1896,  Landscape  in  Poetry,  p.  228. 

O'Shaughnessy  emerges  most  distinctiy 
from  the  group  by  reason  of  his  very 
original  and  exquisite  lyrical  gift.  —Beers, 
Henry  A.,  1901,  A  History  of  English  Ro- 
mantieism  in  the  Nineteenth  Century,  p.  389. 
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Sidney  Lanier 

1842-1881 
An  American  poet;  born  at  Macon,  Ga.,  Feb.  3, 1842;  died  at  Lynn,  N.  C,  Sept.  7, 1881. 
He  served  in  the  Confederate  Army  as  a  private  soldier;  after  the  war  studied  law,  and  for 
a  while  practiced  it  at  Macon;  but  abandoned  that  profession  and  devoted  himself  to 
music  and  poetry.  From  1879  till  his  death  he  was  lecturer  on  English  literature  in  Johns 
,  Hopkins  University.  The  poem  "Com,"  one  of  his  earliest  pieces  (1874),  and  "Clover," 
"  The  Bee, "  "  The  Dove, "  etc.,  show  insight  into  nature.  His  poetic  works  were  collected 
and  published  (1884)  after  his  death.  He  wrote  also  several  works  in  prose,  mostly  per- 
taining to  literary  criticism  and  to  medieval  history:  among  the  former  are:  "The  Sci- 
ence of  English  Verse'*  (1880);  "The  English  Novel  and  the  Principles  of  its  Develop- 
ment" (1883).  He  edited  or  compUed  "The  Boy's  Froissart'*  (1878);  "The  Boy's  King 
Arthur"  (1880);  "The  Boy's  Percy"  (1882).— Warner,  Charles  Dudley  ed.,  1897, 
Library  of  ihi  Warld^s  Best  Literature,  Biograpkieal  Dictionary,  vol  XXIX,  p.  326. 


PERSONAL 

I  write  hurriedly,  finding  much  corres- 
pondence awaiting  me  here,  so  can  only  re- 
peat how  much  joy  the  evidence  of  a  new 
true  poet  always  gives  me,— such  a  poet  as 
I  believe  you  to  be.  I  am  heartUy  glad  to 
welcome  you  to  the  fellowship  of  authors, 
so  far  as  I  may  dare  to  represent  it;  but, 
Imowing  the  others,  I  venture  to  speak  in 
their  names  also.  When  we  meet,  I  hope  to 
be  able  to  show  you,  more  satisfactorily 
than  by  these  written  words,  the  genuiness 
of  the  interest  which  each  author  always 
feels  in  all  others;  and  perhaps  I  may  be  also 
able  to  extend  your  own  acquaintance 
among  those  whom  you  have  a  right  to 
know.— Taylor,  Bayard,  1875,  To  Sidney 
Lanier,  Aug.  17;  Life  and  Letters,  ed.  Taylor 
and  Seudder,  vol.  n,  p.  669. 

For  six  months  past,  a  ghastly  fever  has 
been  taking  possession  of  me  every  day 
about  12  M.,  and  holding  my  head  under 
the  surface  of  indescribable  distress  for  the 
next  twenty  hours,  subsiding  only  enough 
each  morning  to  let  me  get  on  my  working- 
harness,  but  never  intermitting.  A  mmiber 
of  tests  show  it  to  be  not  the  hectic,  so  well 
known  in  consumption,  and  to  this  day  it 
has  bafSed  all  the  skill  I  could  find  in  N. 
York,  Philadelphia  and  here.  I  have  my- 
self been  disposed  to  think  it  arose  wholly 
from  the  bitterness  of  having  to  spend  my 
time  in  making  academic  lectures  and  boy's 
books — pot-boilers— all  when  a  thousand 
songs  are  singing  in  my  heart,  that  will  cer- 
tainly kill  me,  if  I  do  not  utter  them  soon. 
But  I  don't  think  this  diagnosis  has  found 
favor  with  my  practical  physicians;  and 
meanwhile,  I  work  day  after  day  in  such 
suffering  as  is  piteous  to  see.  I  hope  this 
does  not  soimd  like  a  Jeremiad.  I  mention 
these  matters  only  in  the  strong  rebellion 


against  what  I  fear  might  be  your  thought 
—namely,  forgetfulness  of  you—  if  you  did 
not  know  the  causes  which  keep  me  from 
sending  you  more  frequent  messages.— 
Lanier,  Sidney,  1880,  Letter  to  Pavl  Ham- 
ilton  Hayne,  Nov.  19;  The  Critic,  No.  112. 
Life  B  fragile  bonds  united 

By  fine-«pun  webs  of  breath, 
Scarce  quivered  'neath  the  mystic  stroke — 

The  unsheathed  sword  of  Death  I 
O  poet,  preen  thy  pinions  I 

Soar  through  Faith's  radiant  pass; 
The  mists  of  pain  fade  from  thy  soul. 

Like  frost-films  from  a  glass  1 
Thy  worn,  white  body  slumbers, 

Dreamless  in  Death's  dark  keep: — 
The  drawbridge  crossed,  thy  spirit  feels 

No  lethargy  of  sleep.  .  .  . 
O  Music,  mother  of  soft  sounds. 
Let  not  thy  tongue  be  mute  t 
For  he,  through  silver  lipe,  evoked 

The  language  of  the  flute. 
And  nature,  though  her  voice  is  dumb, 
Through  dew-draped  blades  of  com, 
ShaU  shed,  'mid  Southern  fields  of  grain, 
Memorial  tears  at  mom. 

—Hayne,  William  Habulton,  1881,  Sid- 
ney  Lanier,  Sept.  9;  Sylvan  Lyrics  and  Other 
Verses. 

In  his  hands  the  flute  no  longer  remained 
a  mere  material  instrument,  but  was  trans- 
formed into  a  voice  that  set  heavenly  har- 
monies into  vibration.  Its  tones  developed 
colors,  warmth,  and  a  low  sweetness  of  un- 
speakable poetry;  they  were  not  only  true 
and  pure,  but  poetic,  allegoric  as  it  were, 
suggestive  of  the  depths  and  heights  of  be- 
ing and  of  the  delights  which  the  earthly 
ear  never  hears  and  the  earthly  eye  never 
sees.  No  doubt  his  firm  faith  in  these  lofty 
idealities  gave  him  the  power  to  present 
them  to  our  imaginations,  and  thus  by  the 
aid  of  the  higher  language  of  Music  to  inspire 
others  with  that  sense  of  beauty  in  which 
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he  constantly  dwelt.  "His  conception  of 
niusic  was  not  reached  by  an  analytic  study 
of  note  by  note,  but  was  intuitive  and  spon- 
taneous; like  a  woman's  reason;  he  felt  it  so, 
because  he  felt  it  so,  and  his  delicate  pre- 
ception  required  no  more  logical  form  of 
reasoning."  His  playing  appealed  alike  to 
the  miisically  learned  and  to  the  unlearned 
—for  he  would  magnetize  the  listener;  but 
the  artist  felt  in  his  performance  the  superi- 
ority of  the  momentary  living  inspiration  to 
all  the  rules  and  shifts  of  the  mere  technical 
scholarship.  —  Hamerie,  Asger,  1884, 
Poems  of  Sidney  Lanier,  ed.  his  Wife,  p.  31. 

His  earliest  passion  was  for  music.  As  a 
child  he  learned  to  play,  almost  without  in- 
struction, on  every  kmd  of  instrument  he 
could  find ;  and  while  yet  a  boy  he  played  the 
flute,  organ,  piano,  violin,  guitar,  and  banjo, 
especially  devoting  himself  to  the  flute  in 
deference  to  his  father,  who  feared  for  him 
the  powerful  fascination  of  the  violin.  For 
it  was  the  violin-voice,  that  above  all  others 
conmianded  his  soul.  He  has  related  that 
during  his  college  days  it  would  sometimes 
so  exalt  him  in  rapture,  that  presently  he 
would  sink  from  his  solitary  music-worship 
into  a  deep  trance,  thence  to  awake  alone, 
on  the  floor  of  his  room,  sorely  shaken  in 
nerve.  In  after  years  more  than  one  list- 
ener remarked  the  strange  violin  effects 
which  he  conquered  from  the  flute.  His 
devotion  to  music  rather  alarmed  than 
pleased  his  friends,  and  while  it  was  here 
that  he  first  discovered  that  he  possessed 
decided  genius,  he  for  some  time  shared 
that  early  notion  of  his  parents,  that  it  was 
an  unworthy  pursuit,  and  he  rather  re- 
pressed his  taste.  He  did  not  then  know  by 
what  inheritance  it  had  come  to  him,  nor 
how  worthy  is  the  art.— Ward,  William 
Hates,  1884,  Poenu  of  Sidney  Lanier,  ed. 
his  Wife,  Memorial,  p.  12. 

He  gloried  in  antiquarian  lore  and  an- 
tiquarian literature.  Hardly  "Old  Monk- 
barns'*  himself  could  have  pored  over  a 
black-letter  volume  with  greater  enthus- 
iasm. Especially  he  loved  the  tales  of 
chivalry,  and  thus,  when  the  opportunity 
came,  was  fully  equipped  as  an  interpreter 
of  Froissart  and  "King  Arthur"  for  the 
benefit  of  our  younger  generation  of  stu- 
dents. With  the  great  Elizabethans  Lanier 
was  equally  familiar.  Instead  of  skimming 
Shakspeare,  he  went  down  into  his  depths. 
Few  have  written  so  subtly  of  Shakspeare's 
mysterious  sonnets.    Through  all  Lanier's 


productions  we  trace  the  influence  of  his 
early  literary  loves;  but  nowhere  do  the 
pithy  quaintnesses  of  the  old  bards  and 
chroniclers  display  themselves  more  effec- 
tively—not only  in  the  illustrations,  but 
through  the  innermost  warp  and  woof  of  the 
textiu^  of  his  ideas  and  Ins  style— than  in 
some  of  his  familiar  epistles.— Hatne, 
Paul  Hamilton,  1886,  A  PoeCs  Letters  to  a 
Friend,  Letters  of  Sidney  Lanier,  p.  220. 

He  was  so  truly  a  beauty  lover,  so  re- 
sponsive to  every  upward  influence,  that 
what  he  adnured  in  those  of  whom  he  wrote 
soon  became  a  living  part  of  his  own  char- 
acter, his  large  generosities  m  admiration 
returning  quickly  to  crown  him.  For  this 
reason  the  tersest  and  most  comprehensive 
characterisation  of  our  poet,  although  it 
was  an  unconscious  one,  is  to  be  drawn 
from  his  own  words,  which  continually  re- 
cur to  me  when  I  would  make  him  known 
to  others.— TuRNBULL,  Frances  L.,  1891, 
Younger  American  Poets,  ed.  Sladen,  Appear 
diz  II,  p.  652. 

From  childhood  the  others  of  us  felt  an 
impression  of  his  distinction:  this  may  be  a 
reflection  from  a  light  now  shining,  but  I  do 
not  think  so.  It  was  a  distinct  f^ing  that 
here  was  not  only  an  elder  but  an  original 
personality.  .  .  .  His  imperishable  work  is 
done  in  seven  years.  He  planned  enough, 
in  addition  to  that  which  he  wrought,  to  re- 
quire seventeen  or  twenty-seven.  As  she 
still  lives,  it  may  not  be  delicate  to  more 
than  speak  of  her,  who  from  the  troth- 
plight  of  1867  has  been  a  perfect  help-meet, 
and  who  since  the  dark  September  day  of 
1881,  when  he  died,  has  kept  alight  the 
sacred  flame  upon  the  hearth-stone  of  his 
memory:  four  sons  have  been  nurtured  and 
educated  in  the  best  tradition  of  his  teach- 
ing and  of  his  name,— a  fourfold  chaplet 
worthy  of  any  woman's  wearing.— Lanier, 
Clifford,  1895,  Reminiscences  of  Sidney 
Lanier,  The  Chautauquan,  vol,  21,  pp.  403, 
409. 

Here  is  one  whose  beauty  of  personality 
is  no  whit  inferior  to  the  loftiness  and  worth 
of  his  message.  He  was  a  spotless,  sunny- 
souled,  hard-working,  divinely  gifted  man, 
who  had  exalted  ideas  both  of  art  and  of 
life.  .  .  The  story  of  his  personality  and 
work,  though  pathetic,  is  one  of  the  most 
interesting  and  inspiring  in  the  biographical 
annals  of  men  of  letters. — Baskerville, 
William  Malone  1896,  Southern  Writers, 
pp.  138, 139. 
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The  Southwind  brought  a  voice;  was  it  of  biid? 
Or  faint-blown  reed?  or  itring  that  quivered 

long? 
A  haunting  voice  that  woke  into  a  song 
Sweet  as  a  child's  low  laugh,  or  lover's  word. 
We  listened  idly  till  it  grew  and  stirred 
With  throbbing  chords  of  joy,  of  love,  of  wrong; 
A  mighty  music,  resonant  and  strong; 
Our  hearts  beat  higher  for  that  voice  far-heard. 
The  Southwind  brought  a  shadow,  purple-dim. 
It  swept  across  the  warm  smile  of  the  sun; 
A  sudden  shiver  passed  on  field  and  wave; 
The  grasses  grieved  along  the  river's  brim. 
We  knew  the  voice  was  silent,  the  song  done; 
We  knew  the  shadow  smote  across  a  grave. 

— Jbwett,  SopfflB  (Ellen  Burrouohs), 
1896,  Sidney  Lanier,  The  Pilgrim  and  Other 
Poems. 

Lanier  fought  a  battle  with  death  (tech- 
nically, consumption)  to  which  Keats's 
classic  consumption  was  child's  play.  It  is 
so  easy  to  fight  anything,  even  consump- 
tion, if  you  have  nothing  else  to  do;  but  if 
you  have  a  home  to  keep  going  as  well,  and 
only  a  pen  to  keep  it  going  with — well,  you 
look  upon  John  Keats  as  one  of  the  syba- 
rites of  immortality.  Fortunately,  Lanier 
had  a  flute,  too,  and  thereby  hangs  much 
of  his  history,  as  well  as  the  explanation  of 
his  temperament  and  gift.— LeGallienne, 
Richard,  1900,  Sidney  Lanier,  The  Acad- 
emy, vol.  58,  p.  147. 

GENERAL 

Is  a  spirited  story  of  Southern  life,  ["  Tiger 
Lillies'^  beginning  just  before  the  war,  and 
closing  with  the  war.  The  earlier  scenes  are 
among  the  mountains  of  Tennessee;  later 
shifting  with  the  Southern  army  to  Vir- 
ginia; and  having  an  echo  or  two  of  Euro- 
pean adventure.  The  author  disclaims 
making  the  bloody  sensational  his  style; 
and  yet  we  have  a  little  murder  and  some 
pretty  melodramatic  touches.  .  .  .  The 
story  is  entertaining,  and  the  style  lively. 
The  latter  is  paragraphical  and  exclama- 
tionary;  and  in  a  remote  way — in  its  ming- 
ling pedantry  and  railleiy,  grotesquely 
together  sometimes— it  reminds  the  reader, 
remotely  and  just  a  little,  of  the  "Sketch- 
Book  of  Meister  Karl."  Italian,  French 
and  German  words  and  phrases  abound 
throughout  the  work.— Davidson,  James 
Wood,  1869,  Living  Writers  of  the  SoiUh, 
p.  321. 

Because  I  believe  that  Sidney  Lanier 
was  much  more  than  a  clever  artisan  in 
rhvme  and  metre;  because  he  will,  I  think, 
take  his  final  rank  with  the  first  princes  of 


American  song,  I  am  glad  to  provide  this 
slight  memorial.  .  .  .  Perhaps  the  most  re- 
markable feature  of  his  gifts  was  their  com- 
plete symmetry.  It  is  hard  to  tell  what 
register  of  perception,  or  sensibility  or  wit, 
or  will  was  lacking.  The  constructive  and 
the  critical  faculties,  the  imaginative  and 
the  practical,  balanced  each  other.  His  wit 
and  humour  played  upon  the  soberer  back- 

g'ound  of  his  more  recognized  qualities.  .  . 
ut  how  short  was  his  span,  and  how  slender 
his  opportunity!  From  the  time  he  was  of 
age  he  waged  a  constant,  courageous,  hope- 
less fight  against  adverse  circumstance  for 
room  to  live  and  write.  Much  very  dear, 
and  sweet,  and  most  sympathetic  helpful- 
ness he  met  in  the  city  of  his  adoption,  and 
from  friends  elsewhere,  but  he  could  not 
command  the  time  and  leisure  which  might 
have  lengthened  his  life  and  given  him 
opportunity  to  write  the  music  and  the  verse 
with  which  his  soul  was  teeming.  Yet  short 
as  was  his  literary  life,  and  hindered  though 
it  were,  its  fruits  will  fill  a  large  space  in  the 
garnering  of  the  poetic  art  of  our  country. — 
WARD,  William  Hayes,  1884,  Poems  of 
Sydney  Lanier,  ed.  his  Wife,  Memorial,  pp. 
xi,  xli. 

It  is  sad  to  think  of  the  fate  of  this  su- 
premely-striving, richly-gifted  man;  sad 
that  such  forces  as  his  should  have  been  so 
little  conserved— that  an  age  so  rich  in  the 
material  things  for  the  want  of  which  he 
perished,  should  be  so  blindly  prodigal  of 
that  in  which  it  is  so  beggarly  poor,  genius* 
Saddest  of  all  is  it  to  think  of  what  he  might 
have  done,  and  did  not  do.  These  poems — 
fragments  finished  at  rare  intervals  as 
strength  and  opportunity  conspired — 
beautiful  as  many  of  them  are,  show  un- 
mistakably that  they  do  not  represent  their 
author's  highest  ideals  or  best  capacity. 
They  are  rather  the  preliminary  trying  of 
the  strings  and  testing  of  the  notes  of  the 
poetic  orchestra  whose  full  harmony  he 
never  found  opportunity  to  sound.  Yet 
how  easily  might  that  opportunity,  for 
which  his  whole  life  was  spent  in  striving, 
have  been  afforded  him.  If  in  his  brief 
career  there  is  so  rich  a  gain  to  American 
letters,  how  great  may  be  the  loss  that  he 
died  so  soon.— Browne,  Francts  F.,  1885, 
SidTiey  Lanier,  The  Dial,  vol.  5,  p.  246. 

To  an  age  assailed  by  the  dangerous 
doctrines  of  the  fleshy  school  in  poetry,  and 
by  that  unhealthy  "asstheticism"  and  that 
debauching  ''realism"  which  see  in  vice  and 
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uncleanness  only  new  fields  for  the  artist's 
powers  of  description,  and  no  call  for  the 
artist's  divine  powers  of  denunciation— to 
save  young  men  into  whose  ears  is  dinned 
the  maxim,  "art  for  art's  sake  only,"  "a 
moral  purpose  ruins  art,"  Lanier  came, 
noble-souled  as  Milton  in  youthful  con- 
sciousness of  power,  yet  humble  before  the 
august  conception  of  a  moral  purity  higher 
than  he  could  hope  to  utter  or  attain, 
discerning  with  the  true  poet's  insight  the 
"beauty  of  holiness"  and  the  "holiness  of 
beauty."  Had  he  lived  and  died  in  Eng- 
land, how  he  would  have  been  embalmed  in 
living  odes,  his  sepulchre  how  perpetually 
draped  with  insignia  of  national  apprecia- 
tion! He  is  ovT$.  He  was  an  American  to 
the  centre  of  his  great,  loving  heart.  Shall 
we  cherish  his  memory  any  the  less  lovingly 
because  his  works  are  the  first-fruits  of  a 
reunited  people— the  richest  contribution 
to  our  national  fame  in  letters  yet  made  by 
our  brothers  of  the  South?— Gates,  Mer- 
MLL  Edwards,  1887,  Sidiiey  Lanier,  Pres- 
byterian Review,  vol.  8,  p.  701. 

That  I  of  him  should  have  this  thing  to  say, 
Lads,  he  will  pipe  no  more. 
And  who,  forsooth,  could  pipe  as  sweet  as  he? 
Oh,  lads,  lads,  lads,  no  more,  no  morel 
The  whole  long  year  from  white  May  to  white 

May 
Of  his  true  music  now  will  emptied  be. 
Oh,  lads,  lads,  lads  I  At  sunset  as  we  lay, 
Deep  in  the  river  rushes,  he  and  we. 
Such  daring  notes  would  come 
From  that  brown  reed  of  his,  till  yellow  day 
Died  out  the  west  we  would  not  but  keep 
dumb. 

—Reese,  Lizetfe  Woodworth,  1887,  The 
Loit  Shepherd,  Southern  Bivouac,  Jan. 

Lanier's  death  was  a  loss  to  American 
literature,  relatively  almost  equal  to  that 
which  England  sustained  in  the  death  of 
Keats.  With  a  matchless  gift  of  cadence, 
intensest  humanity  and  sincerity,  rich  cre- 
ative imagination,  and  intellectual  powers 
of  the  highest  order,  he  was  advancing,  I 
believe,  to  the  chief  place  in  American 
song,  when  death  stayed  him.  As  it  is,  he 
will  always  be  among  poets  a  stimulating 
force  —  Roberts,  Charles  G.  D.,  1888,  ed. 
Poem  of  Wild  Life,  p.  233,  note. 

Inborn  delicacy  of  hearing  and  long  train- 
ing fitted  Lanier  for  the  task  of  investigat- 
ing English  verse.  Quietly  disregar<Ung  the 
learned  rubbish  that  had  accumulated,  he 
studied  our  verse  as  a  set  of  present  phe- 
nomena of  the  world  of  sound.   He  listened 


and  listened  to  the  very  thing  itself,  the 
sound-groups  concerning  which  he  wished 
to  learn.  He  gathered  his  facts  carefully, 
he  verified  and  arranged  them,  until  the 
great  laws  which  underlie  the  phenomena 
stood  out  clear  and  unmistakable.  These 
laws  he  then  set  forth  in  language  which  is 
as  severely  accurate  as  if  he  had  never 
penned  a  line  of  poetry,  as  if  all  flights  of 
imagination  were  utterly  distasteful  to  him. 
— ToLMAN,  Albert  H.,  1888,  The  Lanier 
Memorial. 

His  were  a  larger  mind  and  a  stronger 
hand  than  Timrod's  or  even  Hayne's,  yet  his 
was  a  fatal  fault:  he  lacked  that  sponta- 
neity which  is  the  chief  pleasiu^  in  the  verse 
of  Ha3me  and  Timrod  In  the  midst  of  the 
products  of  a  genius  that  certainly  at  times 
seemed  large,  and  that  was  bold  to  the  ex- 
tent of  eccentricity,  are  the  too-conspicuous 
signs  of  mere  intellectual  experiment  and 
metrical  or  verbal  extravaganza.  Lanier 
theorizes  in  verse;  the  practice-hand  seeks 
to  strike  chords  that  can  only  come  from 
the  impassioned  and  self-forgetful  singer  of 
nature  and  the  soul.  His  ansdytical  and  ex- 
haustive musical  studies— applied  to  liter- 
ature in  "The  Science  of  English  Verse"— 
greatly  harmed  his  creative  work.— Ricjh- 
ARDSONy  Charles  F.,  1888,  American  Liter- 
ature, 1607-1885,  vol.  n,  p.  232. 

What  are  really  the  characteristics  of  this 
amazing  and  unparalleled  poetry  of  Luiier? 
Reading  it  again,  and  with  every  possible 
inclination  to  be  pleased,  I  find  a  painful 
effort,  a  strain  and  rage,  the  most  prom- 
inent qualities  in  everything  he  wrote. 
Never  simple,  never  easy,  never  in  one 
single  lyric  natural  and  spontaneous  for 
more  than  one  stanza,  always  forcing  the 
note,  always  concealing  his  barrenness  and 
tameness  by  grotesque  violence  of  image 
and  preposterous  storm  of  sound,  Lanier 
appears  to  me  to  be  as  conclusively  not  a 
poet  of  genius  as  any  ambitious  man  who 
ever  lived,  labored,  and  failed.— Gosse, 
Edmund,  1888,  Ha$  America  Produced  a 
Poet  ?  The  Forum,  vol.  6,  p.  180. 

Lanier  was  indubitably  a  lyrical  poet  of 
quite  exceptional  faculty,  though  affecta- 
tion and  strained  effect  spoilt  much  of  his 
verse;  but  here  we  have  to  do  with  him 
simply  as  a  sonneteer.  Why  he  wrote  son- 
nets at  all  is  a  mystery,  for  he  had  no  in- 
evitable bias  that  way;  on  the  contrary,  his 
mannerisms  became  more  and  more  obvious 
and  distracting.     Yet  his  sonnets  have 
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many  admirers,  and  undoubtedly  even 
when  most  obviously  "manipulated"  have 
still  a  certain  quality  of  saving  grace.  For 
this  reason  I  have  represented  him  by 
several  examples,  though  personally  I  ad- 
mit that  their  lack  of  rhythmic  strength  is  a 
vital  drawback  to  enjoyment.  "  The  Harle- 
quin Dreams/'  the  series  entitled  "In 
Absence/'  and  the  two  comprised  in  "Ac- 
knowledgment/' are  hi&  best;  in  the  latter 
there  is  an  exuberance,  an  exaggeration  of 
address  which  is  strongly  suggestive  of  the 
diction  of  the  lesser  EUzabethans.  "Laus 
Mariae"  is  accepted  by  many  as  his  best 
sonnet.  Yet,  interesting  as  it  is  in  some  re- 
spects, one  cannot  but  wonder  at  the  criti- 
cal blindness  of  those  who  called  Lanier  the 
American  Keats.— Sharp,  William,  1889, 
ed.f  American  Sonnets^  Inirodueiory  Note. 

Sidney  Lanier  endeavored  to  express  the 
soul  of  music  in  words,  and  prosecuted  the 
study  of  poetic  technique  with  dl  the  zeal 
and  more  than  the  success  of  Poe. — White, 
Greenough,  1890,  Sketch  of  the  PkUotophy 
of  American  Literature,  p.  66. 

It  is  natural  to  mention  first  the  name  of 
Sidney  Lanier,  for  his  personality,  if  it  be 
true  that  for  a  man  to  be  a  great  poet  he 
must  also  be  a  great  personality.  In  Lanier, 
the  beautiful  character,  the  high,  unrelaxed 
purpose  shine  out.  In  his  work  the  con- 
scientious workman  and  the  artist  revelling 
in  the  exercise  of  his  art  are  never  lost.  In- 
deed sometimes,  as  in  that  poem  of  "Sun- 
rise," written  under  the  same  sad  circum- 
stances as  Raphael's  "Transfiguration" 
was  painted,  he  steps  from  conscientious  to 
conscious,  artistic  to  artificial.  But  his  con- 
tribution to  American  poetry,  and  indeed 
to  all  poetry,  was  great.  For  he  asked 
himself  what  was  the  true  Ars  Poetiea,  and 
he  endeavoured  to  write  in  accordance  with 
the  answer  evolved.  He  seems  to  me  par- 
allel to  Dante  Rossetti.  Each  cherished 
not  only  poetry,  but  a  sister  art.  And  as 
Rossetti's  poems  betray  the  ^painter,  Lan- 
ier's betray  the  musician.  'Each  had  a 
pathetic  loftiness  of  purpose.  Each  had 
original  ideas  as  to  form.  Each  felt  the 
hand  of  death.  Each  had  a  singularly  en- 
nobling and  vivifying  effect  on  his  fellows. 
Each  was  the  founder  of  a  school,  some  of 
whom  anatomise,  and  some  of  whom  imi- 
tate his  art.  .  .  .  Lanier  differs  from  the 
other  dead  poets  included  in  this  book  in 
that  he  was  not  only  a  poet  but  the  founder 
of  a  school  of  poetry.--SLADEN,  Douglas, 


1891,  ed.,  Yownge  American  Poets,  To  the 
Reader,  pp.  xxvi,  xxvii. 

Sidney  Lanier,  in  nervous  crises,  would 
seem  to  hear  rich  music.  It  was  an  in- 
herited gift.  Thus  equipped  with  rhyth- 
mical sense  beyond  that  of  other  poets,  he 
turned  to  poetry  as  to  the  supreme  art.  Now, 
the  finer  and  more  complex  the  gift,  the 
longer  exercise  is  needful  for  its  full  mafftery. 
He  strove  to  make  poetry  do  what  painting 
has  done  better,  and  to  make  it  do  what 
only  music  hitherto  has  done.  If  he  could 
have  lived  three  lives,  he  would  have  ad- 
justed the  relations  of  these  arts  as  far  as 
possible  to  his  one  satisfaction.  I  regard 
his  work,  striking  as  it  is,  as  merely  tenta- 
tive from  his  own  point  of  view.  It  was  as 
if  a  discoverer  should  sail  far  enough  to 
meet  the  floating  rockweed,  the  strayed 
birds,  the  changed  skies,  that  betoken  land 
ahead;  should  even  catch  a  breath  of  fra- 
grance wafted  from  outljdng  isles,  and  then 
find  his  bark  sinking  in  the  waves  before 
he  could  have  sight  of  the  promised  con- 
tinent.~STEDMAN,    EnifUND    Clarence, 

1892,  The  Nature  and  Elemente  of  Poetry, 
Century  Magazine,  vol.  44,  p.  865. 

The  dewdrop  holds  the  heaven  above, 

Wherein  a  lark,  unseen, 
Outpours  a  rhapsody  of  love 

That  fills  the  space  between. 
My  heart  a  dewdrop  is,  and  thou, 

Dawn-spirit,  far  away, 
Fillest  the  void  between  us  now 

With  an  immortal  lay. 

— Tabb,  John  B.,  1894,  Lanier,  Poeme. 

Among  the  American  poets  of  the  younger 
generation  who  have  passed  away  during 
the  last  thuty  years,  no  one  deserves  higher 
encomium  than  Lanier.  .  .  .  There  is 
something  about  the  verse  of  Lanier— de- 
fective as  his  performance  is,— for  it  must 
be  acknowledged  that  he  was  not  always 
equal  in  clearness  and  literary  judgment,— 
that  inspires  respect  from  every  lover  of 
genius.  Even  where  he  was  not  perfect,  he 
showed,  as  in  "Com,"  that  he  had  grasped 
firmly  the  distinction  in  poetics  between 
the  small  and  the  great.  Besides  this  rare 
attainment,  or  gift,  whichever  it  was, 
Lanier,  even  in  early  work,  had  reached  a 
power  of  imagination  that  may  be  compared 
not  unfavorably  with  that  of  Longfellow  be- 
tween his  thirty-third  and  thirty-seventh 
years;  in  the  minor  matters  of  verbal  im- 
agination and  onomatopoeia  Lanier  was  at 
times  greatly  Longfellow's  superior.  Lanier's 
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merits  as  a  poet  are  numerous  and  consider- 
able. A  large  natiu^  like  his  could  not  ex- 
press itself  trivially  or  in  narrow  limits.  He 
has  done  well  in  the  treatment  of  love, 
philosophy,  mysticism,  socialism,  in  the 
ballad,  and  technically  in  melody  and  har- 
mony of  rhythm.— SniONDS,  Arthub  B., 

1894,  American  Song,  pp.  122, 123. 

Sidney  Lanier,  then,  though  he  reminds 
us  here  and  there  of  Emerson,  of  Browning, 
and  of  Swinburne,  essayed  to  give  artistic 
form  to  his  own  thoughts  and  feelmgs,  to 
sing  his  own  song.  But  either  sufficient 
time  was  not  allowed,  or  fortune  did  not  per- 
mit him  to  arrive  at  that  individuality  by 
which  the  ^at  poets  are  instantly  recog- 
nized. Limited,  then,  as  I  believe  he  is,  in 
regard  to  simplicity,  to  spontaneity,  to  in- 
dividuality, to  passion,  and  to  perfection, 
he  cannot  be  caUed  ^'mdisputably  a  great 
poet,"  though  he  does  possess  decided 
originality  and  a  real  poetic  endowment.— 
Baskerville,  William  Malone,  1895, 
Some  Appreeiaiions  of  Sidney  Lanier,  The 
Dial,  vol.  18,  p.  301. 

A  poet  of  rare  promise,  whose  original 
genius  was  somewhat  hampered  by  his  hesi- 
tation between  two  arts  of  expression, 
music  and  verse,  and  by  his  effort  to  co- 
ordinate them.  His  "Science  of  English 
Verse, "  1880,  was  a  most  suggestive,  though 
hardly  convincing,  statement  of  that  theory 
of  their  relation  which  he  was  working  out 
in  his  practice.  Some  of  his  pieces,  like 
"The  Mocking  Bu-d"  and  the  "Song  of  the 
Chattahoochee,"  are  the  most  character-' 
istically  southern  poetry  that  has  been 
written  in  America— Beers,  Henry  A., 

1895,  Initial  Stvdies  in  American  Letters, 
p.  212. 

In  technique  he  was  akin  to  Tennyson; 
in  love  of  beauty  and  lyric  sweetness,  to 
Keats  and  Shelley;  in  love  of  nature,  to 
Wordsworth;  and  in  spirituality,  to  Ruskin, 
the  gist  of  whose  teaching  is  that  we  are 
souls  temporarily  having  bodies;  to  Milton, 
"subtlest  assertor  of  the  soul  in  song. ''  To 
be  sure,  Lanier's  genius  is  not  equal  to  that 
of  any  one  of  the  poets  mentioned,  but  I 
venture  to  believe  that  it  is  of  the  same  or- 
der, and,  therefore,  deserving  of  lasting  re- 
membrance—Calloway,  Morgan,  Jr., 
1895,  ed.  Select  Poems  of  Sidney  Lanier,  Inr 
Jroduction,  p.  301. 

May  we  not  say  of  Burns's  Songs,  as  did 
Carlyle  in  his  day,  "the  best  that  Britain 


has  yet  produced?"  And  yet,  I  would  like 
to  commend  to  the  reader,  just  here,  a 
modem  poet  of  our  land,  who,  for  heart- 
music  and  fine  poetic  feeling  is  well-nigh 
unmatched.— WiCKES,  W.  K.,  1896,  Thomas 
Carlyle's  Essay  on  Robert  Bums,  p.  104, 
note. 

Lanier's  theory  of  verse  is  in  accord  with 
Poe's.  Beauty  and  music  are  poetry's  all  in 
all. 

"Music  is  Love  in  search  of  a  word, " 
and  lyricism  is  hardly  more  articulate.  But 
Lanier  longed  for  the  completest  intellect- 
ual equipment  for  his  work.  Poe,  he  said, 
"did  not  know  enough,"  The  Baltimore 
flute-player  was  a  bom  musician,  walking 
in  an  enveloping  cloud  of  harmonies,  hav- 
ing only  to  turn  aside  from  the  noises  of  the 
world  and  listen  to  become  aware  of  an 
unceasing  "holy  song."  He  puiposed  the 
creation  of  great  symphonies  written  in  a 
new  musical  notation  as  eagerly  as  he 
planned  for  the  creation  of  great  poems 
framed  in  accordance  with  new  laws  of 
verse.  What  with  his  intricate  endeavor 
to  bring  his  two  arts  into  close  technical  re- 
lation, and  his  thirst  to  compass  all  knowl- 
edge and  acquire  all  skill,  he  put  away  the 
day  of  actual  performance  even  farther 
than  the  struggle  for  bread  had  abeady 
thrust  it.  The  most  liberal  span  of  life 
would  have  been  too  short  for  Sidney  Lanier, 
and  the  life  that  he  wrested  from  disease 
and  death  was  but  a  splendid  fragment. 
Yet  his  poems  as  they  stand,  in  their  swift 
surprises  of  beauty,  their  secrets  of  sweet 
sound,  their  "Faith  that  smiles  immor- 
tally," rank  close  upon  the  best  achieve- 
ments of  American  song.— Bates,  Kath- 
arine Lee,  1897,  American  Literature,  p. 
189. 

Sixteen  years  have  elapsed  since  Lanier's 
taking-off ;  and  he  is  now  seen  more  clearly 
every  day  to  be  the  most  important  native 
singer  the  Southern  United  States  has  pro- 
duced, and  one  of  the  most  distinctive  and 
lovely  of  American  singers  wherever  bom. 
Enthusiastic  admirers  and  followers  he  has 
always  attracted  to  him;  now  the  general 
opinion  begins  to  swing  round  to  what 
seemed  to  many,  a  little  time  agO|  the  ex- 
travagant encomium  of  partiality  and  prej- 
udice. .  .  .  Had  Lanier  lived  longer,  had 
he  had  a  freer  opportunity,  doubtiess  his 
literary  bequest  would  have  been  richer  and 
more  completely  expressive  of  himself.  But 
as  it  is,  in  quaUty  and  in  accomplishment 
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Sidney  Lanier  takes  his  place  as  an  Ameri- 
can poet  of  distinction.  He  is  one  of  those 
rare  illustrations  of  the  union,  in  a  son  of 
genius,  of  high  character  and  artistic  pro- 
duction in  harmony  therewith;  a  spectacle 
feeding  the  heart  with  tender  thoughts  and 
pure  ideals:— 

"  Ht8  song  was  only  living  aloud. 
His  work,  a  singing  with  his  hand." 

— ^Burton,  Richard  E.,  1897,  Library  of 
the  WotWb  Best  Literature,  ed.  Warner,  voL 
XV,  pp.  8891,  8896. 

It  was  into  his  "  Science  of  English  Verse" 
that  he  was  to  pour  his  whole  enthusiasm, 
and  it  was  this,  in  connection  with  his  own 
poems,  that  was  to  prove  his  monument. 
How  large  its  circulation  has  been,  I  do  not 
know;  but  the  condition  of  the  copy  before 
me — ^belonging  to  Harvard  College  Library 
— is  a  suffident  proof  that  it  has  had  and 
still  holds  a  powerful  attraction  for  young 
students.  By  the  record  of  dates  at  the 
end  of  the  copy,  I  find  that  it  was  taken  out 
once  in  1880,  five  times  in  1881,  twice  in 
1882,  four  times  in  1883,  seven  times  in 
1884,  six  times  in  1885,  and  nineteen  times 
in  1886,  being  afterwards  put  upon  the  list 
of  books  to  be  kept  only  a  fortnignt,  and  be- 
ing out,  the  librarian  tells  me,  literally  lUl 
the  time.  Any  author  might  be  proud  to 
find  his  book  so  appreciated  by  students 
six  years  after  its  first  appearance.  This  is 
no  place  for  analyzing  its  theory,  even  were 
my  technical  knowledge  of  music  sufficient 
to  do  it  justice.  To  me  it  seems  ingenious, 
suggestive,  and  overstrained,  but  it  is  easy 
to  l^lieve  that  to  one  who  takes  it  on  that 
middle  ground  where  Lanier  dwelt,  half 
way  between  verse  and  music,  it  might 
seem  conclusive  and  even  become  a  textr 
book  in  art.— HiGGiNsoN,  Thomas  Went- 
WORTH,  1899,  Contemparariei,  p.  92. 

These  letters  not  only  admit  us  into  the 
fellowship  of  a  poet,  but  they  also  disclose 
to  us  a  man  whose  life  was,  in  Milton's 
phrase,  "  a  true  poem. "  Here  is  nothing  to 
extenuate,  nothing  to  blot:  the  poet  and  the 
man  are  one.  My  purpose  in  editing  has, 
accordingly,  been  to  retain  whatever  re- 
veals aught,  however  slight,  of  the  man,  in 
order  that  the  portrait  of  Lanier's  person- 
ality, unconsciously  dra¥m  by  himself, 
should  be  as  complete  as  possible;  and  what 
ever  does  not  refer  to  this  will  at  least  illus- 
trate the  conditions  by  which  an  embodied 
Ideal,  a  Poet,  so  recently  found  himself  be- 
set in  this  world  of  ours.   I  know  not  where 


to  look  for  a  series  of  letters  which,  in  bulk 

aually  small,  relate  so  humanly  and  beauti- 
Uy  the  story  of  so  precious  a  life.— Thater, 
William  R.,  1899,  Letkre  of  Sidney  Lanier, 
Introduction,  p.  ix. 

Is  second  only  to  Poe  among  Southern 
poets.  His  versification  sometimes  falls 
mto  excessive  intricacy  and  mere  caprice, 
and  his  thought  occasionally  fades  away 
into  inarticulate  dreamery.  But  these 
errors  are  only  the  defects  of  his  virtues.  A 
man  of  the  finest  sensitiveness  without 
effeminacy,  and  a  skilled  musician,  he  has 
produced  dreamy,  floating,  mist-like,  musi- 
cal effects  that  are  new  in  English  verse; 
and  his  feeling  for  nature,  especially  for 
wood  and  marsh  life  as  seen  in  parts  of  the 
South,  is  thoroughly  modem  in  its  union  of 
exact  observation  with  imaginative  subtlety. 
Lanier  had  also  a  keen  intellect,  as  appears 
from  his  original  and  suggestive  books  on 
versification  and  the  novel.  Had  he  lived 
to  develop  his  gifts  fully,  he  might  have 
come  to  be  nimibered  with  the  foremost 
American  poets;  as  it  is  he  stands  only  a 
little  lower  and  in  a  secure  place  of  his  own. 
— Bronson,  Walter  C,  1900,  A  Short  Hie- 
tory  of  American  Literature,  p.  287. 

There  are  two  geniuses  who  hover  over 
the  charming  city  of  Baltimore,  slumbering 
all  rosy  red  beneath  what  is  almost  a  South- 
em  sun:  the  one  more  celebrated  among 
foreigners  than  in  his  own  country,  the 
other  almost  absolutely  unknown  in 
Europe.  Their  names :  Edgar  Allan  Poe  and 
Sidney  Lanier,  the  Ahriman  and  the  Or- 
muzd  of  the  place;  the  demon  of  perversity 
and  the  angel  of  light;  the  former  carried 
away  by  morbid  passions  that  conducted 
him  to  an  ignominious  end,  the  latter  faith- 
ful to  the  purest  ideal  in  his  life  as  in  his 
work;  both  marked  by  fate  for  the  victims 
of  a  frightful  poverty;  both  doomed  to  die 
young,  at  almost  the  same  age,  after  having 
suffered  from  a  hopeless  malady.  In  differ- 
ent degrees,  with  their  contrasts  and  anal- 
ogies, these  two  poets  are  the  glory  of  the 
South,  which  cannot  boast  of  a  literature 
so  rich  as  the  North.  .  .  .  Sidney  Lanier 
attains  often  to  the  height  of  the  great 
American  poets,  and,  like  Walt  Whitman, 
he  is  much  more  the  poet  in  the  absolute 
sense  of  vision,  divination,  and  invention, 
than  are  some  stars  which  are  reputed  to  be 
of  first  rank.  The  difference  is  that  their 
genius  burned  with  a  fixed  and  unrestrained 
brilliance,  while  his  gave  only  intermittent 
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light.  At  the  moment  when  he  flies  highest, 
one  might  say,  an  arrow  suddenly  arrests 
his  movement  and  causes  him  to  fall 
wounded.  It  is,  indeed,  just  like  the  disease 
which  attacked  him.  One  knows  what  a 
struggle  it  fought  against  the  power  of  his 
spirit,  and  nothing  is  so  pathetic  as  this  fall 
of  Icarus.  But  there  remains  a  diamond 
shower  of  beautiful  verses,  of  images  grand- 
iose and  gracious,  of  happy  expressions 
which  compose  the  most  exquisite  of  an- 
thologies.—Blanc,  Mme,  1900,  Revue  des 
Deux  MondeSf  January  15. 

An  all  too-curtailed  series  of  "Hymns  of 
the  Marshes,''  which  Lanier  had  intended 
to  make  one  big  ambitious  poem.  There 
are  four  ''h3anns"  in  all,  but  only  two  are 
of  real  importance,  namely,  "Sunrise''  and 
the  "Marshes  of  Glynn."  In  fact,  had  he 
written  all  his  other  poems,  and  missed 
writing  these  (striking,  suggestive,  and  fine- 
lined  as  those  other  poems  often  are),  he 
could  hardly  have  been  said  to  succeed  in 
his  high  poetic  ambition—as  by  those  two 
poems  he  must  be  allowed  to  succeed.  In 
the  other  poems  you  see  many  of  the  qual- 
ities, perhaps  all  the  qualities,  which  strike 
you  in  the  "Hymns'' — the  impassioned 
observation  of  nature,  the  Donne-like 
"metaphysical"  fancy,  the  religious  and 
somewhat  mystic  elevation  of  feeling,  ex- 
pressed often  in  terms  of  a  deep  imag- 
inative understanding  of  modern  scientinc 
conceptions;  in  fact,  you  find  all  save  the 
important  quality  of  that  ecstasy  which  in 
the  "Hymns"  fuses  all  into  one  splendid 
flame  of  adoration  upon  the  altar  of  the 
visible  universe.  The  ecstasy  of  modem 
man  as  he  stands  and  beholds  the  sunrise  or 
the  coming  of  the  stars,  or  any  such  superb, 
elemental  glory,  has,  perhaps,  never  been 
so  keenly  translated  into  verse. — LeGal- 
UENNE,  Richard,  1900,  Sidney  Lanier,  The 
Academy,  vol.  58,  p.  147. 

His  rare  and  beautiful  temperament, 
which  breathed  itself  out  in  melodious  lines, 
gives  him  a  link  in  the  eclectic  chain  of 
American  poets;  and  the  recent  bloom  of 
French  song,  spanning  the  Atlantic  with 
its  lotus  tendril  to  seek  nurture  in  a  foreign 
soil,  has,  in  its  rich  redolence,  the  fleeting 
perfume  of  both  Poe  and  Lanier.  Lanier's 
claim  as  an  American  poet  is  certainly  a  just 
one;  and  our  failure  to  recognize  it  speaks 
loudly  either  for  our  lack  of  poetic  apprecia- 
tion or  our  faUure  to  give  him  his  true  pro- 
portion in  every  study  of  American  liter- 


ature  To  insist  upon  the  study  of 

Lanier  as  an  American  poet  might  leave  one 
open  to  the  charge  of  literary  chauvinism, 
which,  I  fancy,  might  become  as  deadly  a 
sin  as  its  political  fellow-sprite;  and  yet  I 
think  a  strong  plea  should  be  made  for  the 
patronage  and  study  of  our  native  poets, 
whose  standards  of  taste,  in  mood  and  form, 
have  been  made  through  the  masters.  Long- 
fellow, Aldrich,  Foe  and  Lanier  are  quali- 
fied eminently  for  this  purpose.  Through 
the  rare  grace  and  scope  of  their  technique 
and  the  beauty  and  truth  of  their  expressed 
thought  they  are  entitled  to  the  name  of 
poet,  whether  its  definition  be  comprehen- 
sive or  limited. — Swiggett,  Glen  Levin, 
1901,  Sidney  Lanier,  The  Ctnuervaiive  Re* 
view,  vol.  5,  pp.  188,  189. 

A  phenomenon  like  Lanier  is  a  grateful 
indication  that  the  olden  vigor  and  multi- 
form artistic  energy  of  the  race  are  still 
potentially  existent  and  may  dbplay  that 
titanic  force  in  diverse  spheres  which  marked 
the  spacious  times  of  great  Elizabeth,  as 
well  as  the  preceding  era  which  saw  the  ma- 
tured splendor  of  the  Italian  Renaissance. 
If  Lanier  had  lived  under  more  genial  au- 
spices—if his  entire  life  had  not  been  an 
unresting  struggle  against  the  pillar  of  fire 
in  the  form  of  war  and  the  pillar  of  cloud  as 
coming  over  him  in  the  guise  of  poverty 
he  might  have  achieved  an  eminence  that 
would  have  placed  him,  ranging  with  lus 
peers,  among  the  supreme  masters  in  the 
history  of  musical  interpretation.— Shep- 
herd, Henry  A.,  1902,  Sidney  Lanier,  Cur- 
rent Literature,  vol.  32,  p.  109. 

No  life  in  our  annals  gives  so  profound  an 
impression  of  rare  genius  never  adequately 
revealed.  There  is  relatively  little,  even  in 
Lanier's  small  volume  of  verse,  which  can 
be  of  general  interest.  Perhaps  such  music 
as  that  of "  Chattahoochee, "  compared  with 
Tennyson's  brook,  will  indicate  that  Lanier, 
had  he  lived,  might  have  rivaled  Swinburne 
in  the  harmonic  and  rhythmic  effects  of 
verse.  "The  Marshes  of  Glynn,"  we  are 
told,  can  never  be  forgotten  by  a  reader 
who  knows  also  the  actual  sounds  and  lights 
of  a  Southern  swamp.  "  How  Love  sought 
for  Hell"  is  probably  the  clearest  utterance 
of  his  lofty  ethical  convictions.  He  felt 
that  he  had,  waiting  for  utterance,  the 
noble  truths  which  can  alone  justify  the 
most  melodious  forms. — Lawton,  William 
Cranston,  1902,  Inirodueium  to  (he  Study 
of  American  Literature,  p.  308. 
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(Timothy  Titoomb) 
1819-1881 
A  noted  American  poet,  novelist,  and  editor;  bom  at  Belchertown,  Haas.,  My  24, 1819; 
died  in  New  York,  Oct  12, 1881.  He  left  the  practice  of  medicine  to  become  editor  of  the 
Springfield  Republican,  which  position  he  held  from  1849  to  1866.  He  was  editor  of 
Scribner's  Monthly,  later  the  Century  Magazine,  1870-81.  Among  his  prose  works  are: 
"  Life  of  Abraham  Lincoln;"  "  Letters  to  the  Young;"  "  Plain  Talks  on  Familiar  Subjects;" 
"Gold  Foil;"  and  the  novels  "Arthur  Bonnicastle,"  "Seven  Oaks,"  and"Nicholas  Min- 
ium." His  poems  are  published  under  the  titles:  "Bitter-Sweet;"  "Kathrina;"  "The 
Mistress  of  the  Manse;"  "Garnered  Sheaves;"  and  "The  Puritan's  Guest."  Part  of  his 
poems  were  written  under  the  pseudonym  "Timothy  Titcomb.*'— Warner,  Charles 
DUDLET,  ed,  1897,  Library  of  the  World^s  Be$l  Literature,  Btograpkieal  Dictionary,  vol.  xxix, 
p.  270. 


PERSONAL 
A  good,  brave  man,  a  blameless  man, 

He  lived  and  wrought  among  us; 
The  truth  he  taught,  the  tales  he  told. 

The  heart-songs  that  he  sung  us, 
All  shine  with  white  sincerity, 

AU  thrill  with  strong  conviction; 
His  words  were  seeds  of  honest  deeds. 

His  life  a  benediction. 

— Gladden,  Washinoton,  1881,  HaH  and 
Farewell,  Century  Magazine,  vd.  23,  p. 
307. 

Doctor  Holland  was  at  his  post  till  the 
very  last.  His  last  day  was  a  busy  one,  and 
one  full  of  interest  and  pleasure.  He  was 
writing  his  editorials;  he  was  talking  over 
new  projects;  he  had  time  to  go  out  to  see 
some  beautiful  stained-glass  windows, whose 
rich  and  exquisite  tones  gave  him  the  great- 
est delight;  but  especially  the  day  was  de- 
voted by  him  to  thoughts  of  our  late  Presi- 
dent, whom  he  knew  personally.  .  .  .  Doc- 
tor Holland  was  engaged  that  day  in  writ- 
ing an  editorial  (which  remains  unfinished) 
on  poverty  as  a  means  of  developing  char- 
acter; and  his  illustrations  were  taken  from 
the  lives  of  Lincoln  and  Garfield.  While 
writing  this  a  book  was  handed  to  him,  en- 
titled "  Garfield's  Words. "  For  an  hour  or 
so  he  pored  over  its  pages,  reading  aloud  to 
one  of  his  associates  the  passages  that 
struck  him  as  most  telling.  He  laughed  his 
approval  at  one  bit  after  another  of  sen- 
tentious humor;  his  voice  trembled  at  every 
passage  made  pathetic  by  the  President's 
tragic  fate.— Smith,  Roswell,  1881,  Top- 
ics of  the  Time,  Century  Magazine,  vol.  23, 
p.  314. 

Doctor  Holland  was  a  man  of  dignified 
and  impressive  presence;  he  had  something 
of  that  talent  for  affairs  which  is  indispen- 
sable to  the  journalist,  but  he  was  also  a 
man  of  rare  simplicity  and  transparency. 


He  often  showed  his  inmost  thoughts  to 
strangers,  and  sometimes  cast  the  pearls  of 
his  confidence  before  swine  who  turned 
upon  him.  He  loved  approbation  and  he 
craved  affection.— Eggleston,  Edward, 
1881,  Jonah  Gilbert  Holland,  Century  Maga- 
nne,  vol  23,  p.  167. 

So  Heaven  was  kind  and  gave  him  naught  to 

grieve. 

Among  his  loved  he  woke  at  mom  from  rest,— 

One  smile — one  pang — and  gained  betimes  his 

leave, 

Ere  Strength  had  lost  its  use,  or  Life  its  zest. 

— Stedman,  Edmund  Clarence,  1881,  J. 
0.  H.,  Century  Magazine,  vol.  23,  p.  307. 

Dear  friend,  who  lovedst  well  this  pleasant  life  I 
One  year  ago  it  is  this  very  day 
Since  thou  didst  take  thy  uncompanioned  way 
Into  the  silent  land,  from  out  the  strife 
And  joyful  tumult  of  the  world.   The  knife 
Wherewith  that  sorrow  smote  us,  still  doth  stay. 
And  we,  to  whom  thou  daily  didst  betray 
Thy  gentle  soul,  with  faith  and  worship  rife. 
Love  thee  not  less  but  more,  — as  time  doth  go 
And  we  too  hasten  toward  that  land  unknown 
Where  those  most  dear  are  gathering  one  by  one. 
The  power  divine  that  here  did  touch  thy  heart,— 
Hath  this  withdrawn  from  thee,  where  now 

thou  art? 
Would  thou  indeed  oouldst  tell  what  thou  dost 

know. 

—Gilder,  Richard  Watson,  1882,  To  a 
Departed  Friend,  Lyrics  and  Other  Poems,  p. 
103. 

Dr.  Holland  took  the  contemptuous  treat* 
ment  of  the  critics  much  more  to  heart  than 
Mr.  Roe  apparently  did;  and  the  epithet, 
"The  American  Tupper"  (invented,  if  I  re- 
member rightly,  by  the  New  York  "Sun"), 
rankled  in  his  gentle  mind.  Even  though 
the  sale  of  his  books  ran  up  into  hundreds 
of  thousands,  the  tolerant  patronage  or  un- 
disguised sneer  of  the  reviewer  remained 
the  drop  of  gall  in  the  cup  of  his  happiness. 
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— BOYESEN,  Hjalmar  Hjorth,  1893,Am€r. 
ican  Literary  CrUiciim  and  its  Value,  The 
Forum,  vol.  15,  p.  462. 

Dr.  HoUand  personally  belonged  to  that 
class  of  persons  "whose  souls  by  nature  sit 
on  thrones/'  no  matter  by  what  degree  of 
poverty  or  of  misfortune  obscured.  There 
was  not  a  particle  of  arrogance  in  him,  but 
it  never  occurred  to  him  that  he  was  not  the 
peer  in  respectability  of  any  man,  and  in 
one  of  his  books,  where  a  discussion  is  going 
on  as  to  the  relative  shades  of  blueness  in 
the  blood  of  certain  families,  he  goes  right 
to  the  heart  of  the  matter  by  making  the 
speaker  say, "  God  makes  new  Adams  every 
day. "  Certainly  He  makes  some  men  with 
such  an  urepressible  bent  toward  this  or 
that  line  of  work,  that  they  cannot  escape 
this  destiny  of  then*  faculties.  J.  G.  Hol- 
land was  one  of  these,  although  it  took  till 
he  was  thirty  years  old  for  him  to  make 
sure  of  his  work  and  place  in  the  world— to 
fulfil  his  mission  and  deliver  his  message— 
with  whatindefatigablefaithfulness  wrought 
out  and  delivered,  let  his  life-story  tell;  for 
it  may  as  well  be  said,  first  as  last,  that  no 
matter  what  literary  form— poem,  story, 
essay— his  writings  took,  he  was  essentially 
a  preacher,  and  ever  and  always  an  ex- 
pounder of  those  things  that  make  for 
righteousness.  If  ever  his  sad-hearted 
mother  had  a  dream  for  him,  it  was  that  he 
might  be  a  minister;  and  when  she  once  ex- 
pressed a  regret  that  her  wish  had  not  been 
granted,  he  pointed  out  the  larger  sphere  of 
influence  given  him  in  the  newspaper, 
though  he  hardly  thought  she  was  con- 
vinced.—Plunkett,  Mrs.  H.  M.,  1894, 
Jotiah  OUbert  HoUand. 

GENERAL 
These  "Letters''  first  appeared  in  the 
"Republican,"  under  the  signature  of 
"Timothy  Titcomb,"  and  attracted  uni- 
versal attention  for  their  beauty  of  style, 
purity  of  English,  and  sound  common  sense. 
The  advice  contained  in  them  is  excellent, 
entirely  practical,  sufficientiy  minute,  and 
eminentiy  judicious,— intended  to  make, 
not  angels,  but  useful  and  happy  men  and 
women;  and  they  richly  deserve  all  the 
popularity  they  have  received.— Cleve- 
land, Charles  D.,  1859,  A  Compendium  of 
American  Literature,  p.  726. 

We  could  easily  show  that  "Bitter- 
Sweet"  was  not  this  and  that  and  t'other, 
but,  after  aU  said  and  done,  it  would  re- 


main an  obstinately  charming  littie  book. 
It  is  not  free  from  faults  of  taste,  nor  from 
a  certain  conunonplaceness  of  metre;  but 
Mr.  Holland  always  saves  himself  in  some 
expression  so  simply  poetical,  some  image 
so  fresh  and  natural,  the  harvest  of  his  own 
heart  and  eye,  that  we  are  ready  to  forgive 
him  all  faults  in  our  thankfulness  at  finding 
the  soul  of  Theocritus  transmigrated  into 
the  body  of  a  Yankee.  It  would  seem  the 
simplest  thing  in  the  world  to  be  able  to 
help  yourself  to  what  lies  all  around  you 
ready  to  your  hand;  but  writers  of  verse 
commonly  find  it  a  difiScult,  if  not  im- 
possible, thing  to  do.  Conscious  that  a 
certain  remoteness  from  ordinary  life  is 
essential  in  poetry,  they  aim  at  it  by  laying 
their  scenes  far  away  in  time,  and  taking 
their  images  from  far  away  in  space — ^thus 
contriving  to  be  foreign  at  once  to  their 
century  and  their  coimtry.  Such  self-made 
exiles  and  aliens  are  never  repatriated  by 
posterity.  It  is  only  here  and  there  that  a 
man  is  found  like  Hawthorne,  Judd,  and 
Mr.  Holland,  who  discovers  or  instinc- 
tively feels  that  this  remoteness  is  attained 
and  attainable  only  by  lifting  up  and  trans- 
figuring the  ordinary  and  familiar  with  the 
mirage  of  the  ideal.  We  mean  it  as  very 
high  praise  when  we  say  that  "Bitter- 
Sweet"  is  one  of  the  few  books  that  have 
found  the  secret  of  drawing  up  and  assimi- 
lating the  juices  of  this  New  World  of  ours. 
—Lowell,  James  Russell,  1859,  Reviem 
and  Literary  Nottcet,  Atlantic  Monthly,  voL 
3,  p.  652. 

It  is  a  little  difficult  to  estimate  rightiy 
and  fairly  the  author  whose  books  and 
moral  influence  have  given  us  occasion  for 
this  article.  Like  a  true  American,  he  has 
tried  a  good  many  departments  of  author- 
ship. We  may  say  of  him  what  Johnson 
wrote  of  one  of  his  own,  and  the  world% 
friends.  Nullum  fere,  tcrihendi  genus  non 
ietigit;  and  if  he  has  not  done  all  things 
equally  well,  he  has  done  many  things  ex- 
cellently. Being  a  journalist,  he  began,  it 
would  seem,  with  historical  sketches  in  his 
own  journal,  and  afterward  made  tiiem  into 
an  "outline  history;"  from  history  he  went 
into  the  adjoining  field  of  romance;  next 
climbed  the  tempting  hill  of  poesy;  and 
latterly  has  been  gathering— upon  this  hill 
elsewhere— and  discoursing  upon  samples 
and  principles  of  morals.  .  .  .  That  Dr. 
Holland  has  imagination  in  a  high  degree 
is  shown,  not  oi3y  by  many  passages  in 


JOSIAH  GILBERT  HOLLAND 


335 


which  objects,  persons,  and  scenes  are 
wonderfully  well  thrown  out,  but  by  the 
whole  book,  "  Bitter-Sweet. "  That  he  has 
good  power  of  reasoning,  and  a  very  good 
command  of  language  and  sense  of  the 
strength  of  words,  he  evinces  abundantly. 
That  he  has  an  honest  and  good  purpose, 
and  is  in  earnest  about  it,  he  everywhere 
proves  to  us  thoroughly.  He  writes  hon- 
estly and  piu^ly,  and  he  does  not  write 
in  general,  but  in  the  plainest  and  strongest 
way  rebukes  particular  vices;  and  that  not 
like  one  who  willingly  meddles  with  for- 
bidden subjects,  but  like  one  who  honestly 
feels  that  men  and  women  ought  to  be  re- 
buked for  wickedness  known  to  be  too  com- 
mon, and  ought  to  be  shamed  out  of  it,  even 
at  (he  risk  of  shocking  some  false  delicacy. 
.  .  .  Throughout  his  books  we  everywhere 
find  fresh  and  manly  sense  and  morals. . . . 
"Bitter-Sweet"  we  consider  by  far  his  best- 
wrought  novel,  as  well  as  his  most  im- 
aginative book.— Lowell,  Robert  Traill 
Spence,  1862,  Dr.  Holland,  North  American 
Review,  vol  95,  pp.  88, 93, 94, 96. 

As  a  prose  writer.  Dr.  Holland  is  ad- 
mitted by  all  to  be  one  of  our  best.  As  a 
poet,  he  has  received  much  adverse,  and 
some  unldnd  criticism.  His  "Kathrina" 
doubtless  is  open  to  criticism.  Yet  it  is  idle 
to  deny  to  tins  poem  great  and  distinguish- 
ing merit.  The  author,  at  all  events,  may 
console  himself  with  the  fact,  that  while  the 
critics  flout,  the  people  read  and  buy.  No 
American  poem,  with  the  single  exception 
of  Longfellow's  Hiawatha,  has  had  such 
tangible  evidences  of  popularity.— Hart, 
John  S.,  1872,  A  Manual  of  American  Liter- 
ahire,  p.  343. 

His  novels  are  his  best  works,  artistically 
considered.  "The  Bay  Path"  is  a  story  of  the 
first  settlement  of  the  Connecticut  Valley, 
and  the  characters  and  events  are  mainly 
historical.  The  author  makes  no  attempt  to 
reproduce  the  ancient  forms  of  speech,  but 
he  understands  well  and  has  faithfully  rep- 
resented the  ideas  and  manners  of  the  time. 
"Miss  GObert's  Career'^  has  many  good 
points.  It  is  a  novel  of  modem  times,  and  is 
as  new,  and  near,  and  devoid  of  romantic 
associations,  as  a  pine-shingled  house  in  the 
factory  village  it  depicts.  But  its  principal 
figures  are  exhibited  with  a  certain  stereo- 
scope fidelity,  and  the  characteristic  virtues 
and  meanness  of  a  Yankee  neighborhood 
are  naturally  developed  in  the  course  of  its 
events.  —  Underwood,  Francis  H.,  1872, 


A  Hand-book  of  Englieh  Literahm,  Amerir 
can  Auikors,  p.  453. 

He  was  preeminently  a  moralist.  Whether 
he  wrote  poetry  or  prose,  letters  or  essays, 
novels  or  editorials,  the  moral  purpose  never 
forsook  him.  It  is  by  this  that  he  is  to  be 
judged.  His  art  was  never  merely  for  art's 
sake,  but  it  served  to  give  wings  to  his  in- 
structions.—Eggleston,  Edward,  1881, 
Joiiah  Qilbert  HoUand,  Century  Magazine, 
tcl.  23,  p.  167. 

He  was  a  man  of  good  gifts,  consecrated 
by  a  great  motive.  Of  clear  and  vigorous 
intellect,  he  was  best  of  all,  like  Noah  of  old, 
a  preacher  of  righteousness,  and  one  of  rare 
power  and  singular  sweetness.  Writing  of 
plain  and  homely  themes,  he  never  touched 
one  of  them  that  he  did  not  ennoble;  and 
over  all  that  he  wrote  there  breathed  the 
spuit  of  one  who  loved  God,  and  who, 
therefore,  like  Ben  Adhem,  'Moved  his  fel- 
low-man." His  writings  found  an  accept- 
ance which  has  often  puzzled  the  critics, 
and  confounded  the  literary  prophets.  But 
their  secret  was  not  far  to  seek.  They 
helped  men.  They  lifted  them  up.  They 
rebuked  meanness.  They  encouraged  all 
noble  aspirations.  They  were  always  a 
word  for  "God  and  the  right, "  spoken  with 
courage,  but  spoken  mod;  of  all  in  a  tone 
of  manly  and  brotherly  sympathy  that 
could  not  be  misunderstood. — Potter, 
Henry  C,  1881,  Sermon  Preached  Oct.  16; 
Topiee  of  Oie  Time,  Century  Magazine,  vol. 
23,  p.  316. 

The  common  heart  of  the  people  always 
kept  time  to  his  music.  And  his  wide  in- 
fluence was  on  the  right  side.  Practical 
wisdom,  broad  Christian  charity,  earnest 
patriotism,  and  crystel  purity  marked  his 
writings.— Whtttier,  John  Greenleaf, 
1881,  CommunicaHom,  Oct.  24;  Century 
Magazine,  vol.  23,  p.  471. 

It  was  not  merely  for  the  sake  of  telling 
a  pleasant  story,  not  merely  for  the  sake  of 
describing  real  life,  that  he  wrote,  but  al- 
so with  the  ulterior  purpose  of  exposing  and 
redressing  some  wrongs,  of  helping  forward 
some  good  causes,  of  making  social  life  bet- 
ter than  it  is.  .  .  .  It  is  enough  to  say  that  he 
understood  what  he  was  about,  when  he  wrote 
novels  with  a  purpose.  And  it  must  be  ad- 
mitted by  everybody  that  his  purposes  were 
high  and  pure;  that  the  blows  he  struck 
with  this  good  weapon  of  fiction  were  telling 
blows.  ...  We  may  not  agree  with  him 
in  all  the  lessons  that  he  seeks  to  teach  in 
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these  poems;  I  own  that  I  do  not;  but  we 
cannot  deny  the  lofty  purpose  and  the  ear- 
nest thought  that  pulsate  through  them  all. 
Whatever  we  may  say  of  their  phDosophy, 
the  spirit  that  breathes  through  them  is 
large  and  free.— Gladden,  Washington, 
1881,  Topicz  of  the  Time,  Ceniury  Magazine, 
vol  23,  p.  315. 

It  was  the  special  distinction  of  Doctor 
Holland  that  he  used  the  newspaper's 
power  to  serve  the  preacher's  purpose.  . . . 
He  used  the  daily  or  the  monthly  journal  to 
purify  and  sweeten  the  fountains  of  per- 
sonal and  family  life.  He  spoke  continu- 
ally the  word  that  should  inspire  young 
men  to  be  pure,  and  women  to  be  strong; 
the  word  that  shed  poetry  over  the  home 
life;  the  word  thdt  threw  on  every  interest 
the  light  of  conscience  and  the  warmth  of 
moral  feeling.  ...  He  was  faithful  to  the 
light  that  was  in  him;  he  was  open-eyed  and 
sensitive  to  the  conditions  of  the  time;  he 
met  the  opportunity  as  it  offered.  And 
thus  he  did  the  work  that  was  given  him  to 
do.  He  did  a  work  large  in  itself;  large  in 
the  impress  it  left  on  two  great  periodicals; 
large  as  an  omen  of  the  nobler  work  to  be 
done  by  the  press,  an  instance  of  the  new 
and  greater  channels  through  which  God 
fulfilb  his  purposes.— Merriam,  George  S., 

1881,  Topics  of  the  Time,  Century  Magazine, 
vol.  23,  p.  313. 

He  is  at  once  the  least  poetical  and  one  of 
the  most  popidar  of  all  the  American  poets. 
He  has  the  peculiar  faculty  of  writing  for 
the  people  what  the  people  want  to  read 
and  can  .  understand.— Baldwin,  James, 

1882,  English  Literature  and  Literary  Criti- 
eiem,  Poetry,  p.  535. 

None  of  our  writers  has  better  under- 
stood the  average  national  heart.— Rich- 
ardson, Charles  F.,  1888,  American  Liter- 
ature,  1607-1885,  vol  u,  p.  227. 

Holland's  writings  fall  naturally  into 
three  classes:  poems,  novels,  and  essays 
and  papers.  His  fame  as  a  poet  depends 
on  his  long  narrative  poems,  ''Bitter 
Sweet"  and  Kathrina,"  which,  despite  their 
moralizing  tendencies  and  their  manifest 
lack  of  poetic  inspiration,  were  at  one  time 
highly  popular  with  the  lovers  of  the 
sentimental.  .  .  .  Holland  was  not  a  great 
literary  artist  and  he  has  not  portrayed  in 
enduring  colors  this  life  which  he  under- 
stood. He  was  first  of  all  a  moralist.  He 
was  at  his  best  in  his  lay  sermons  to  the 
young  and  in  his  papers  on  familiar  sub- 


jects. The  didactic  and  the  moralizing  are 
in  everything  he  wrote,  even  in  his  poems 
and  novels.  His  Timothy  Titcomb  letters 
are  excellent.  Their  style  is  plain  and 
homely,  their  subjects  are  often  common- 
place, yet  they  set  true  ideals  before  the 
reader  in  such  an  earnest,  honest  way 
that  they  can  hardly  faU  to  impress  and 
benefit.  — Pattee,  Fred  Lewis,  1896,  A 
History  of  American  Literature,  p.  455. 

The  people  ["Bitter  Sweet"]  were  natural 
flesh  and  blood  creatures,  of  a  more  cul- 
tured class,  perhaps,  than  those  described  in 
"Snow-Bound."  The  verse  is  pure  and 
lucid,  and  the  underlying  doctrine  that 
evil  is  an  essential  part  of  the  divine  plan, 
clearly  and  even  ostentatiously  set  forth. 
The  hero,  it  is  true  is  a  prig,  whose  sky- 
soaring  instincts  would  not  descend  to  ex- 
planation which  would  have  relieved  his 
devoted  wife  of  much  of  her  suffering.  Cer- 
tain parts  also  might  have  been  omitted 
without  in  the  least  affecting  the  unity  of 
the  work.  But  prolixity  had  so  long  been 
the  bane  of  our  minor  singers  that  it  might 
well  be  condoned  in  this  instance  where 
there  was  so  much  of  merit.  .  .  .  The 
promise  indicated  in  "Bitter-Sweet"  was 
not  fidfilled  in  the  author's  later  works. 
"Kathrina,"  even  more  than  its  prede- 
cessor, is  overweighted  with  didacticism. 
To  that  large  class  whose  tastes  are  grati- 
fied with  a  liberal  mixture  of  Tupperism,  it 
proved  a  revelation,  as  shown  by  the  im- 
mense sale.  The  impression  after  reading 
it  is  one  of  mild  wonder  that  the  author 
should  venture  to  consume  several  thou- 
sand lines  of  blank  verse  to  prove  that  re- 
ligion is  essential  to  happiness.  All  through 
"Bitter-Sweet"  and  "Kathrina"  the  in- 
tent is  disagreeably  obstrusive  to  i^iite  a 
moral  poem.  The  diction  is  frequently  dis- 
figured with  mannerisms,  petty  affectations, 
and  strained  conceits.  ...  In  "The  Mis- 
tress of  the  Manse"  there  are  fewer  offences 
against  good  taste,  and  less  a  tendency  to 
sermonizing.  It  is  decidedly  among  the 
best  narrative  poems  of  the  Civil  War.  A 
tender,  grave,  and  patriotic  spirit  char- 
acterizes the  work  throughout.  It  failed  of 
the  popular  success  attained  by  the  earlier 
poems,  perhaps  because  there  was  not 
enough  of  preaching  to  satisfy  the  poet's 
former  admirers,  and  not  enough  of  poetry 
to  please  those  of  a  more  critical  judgment. 
— Onderdonk,  James  L.,  1899-1901,  His- 
tory of  American  Verse,  pp.  204,  205. 
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1796-1881 
A  Unitarian  clergyman  in  Cambridge,  professor  of  sacred  literature  in  Harvard 
University,  1831-37,  subsequently  a  member  of  Congress  and  postmaster  of  Boston, 
1861-67.  His  literary  reputation  rests  upon  his  "History  of  New  England,"  a 
painstaking,  accurate  work,  but  not  especially  attractive  in  style,  and  marred  by  want  of 
perspective.  Other  works  by  him  are,  "Lectures  on  the  Jewish  Scriptures;"  "The  Rela- 
tion between  Judaism  and  Christianity."— Adaub,  Oscab  Fat,  1897,  A  DieHonary  of 
American  Authors,  p.  281. 


PERSONAL 
A  man  of  singular  honesty  of  purpose  and 
conscientiousness  of  action,  a  thoroughly 
trained  theologian,  he  ripened  and  en- 
larged the  somewhat  partial  knowledge  of 
mimkind  and  their  motives  which  falls  to 
the  lot  of  a  clergyman  by  the  experience  of 
active  politics  and  the  training  of  practical 
statesmanship.  Needing  office  neither  as  an 
addition  of  emolimient  nor  of  dignity,  his 
interest  in  politics  was  the  result  of  moral 
convictions,  and  not  of  personal  ambition. 
The  loss  of  his  seat  in  Congress,  while  it 
was  none  to  himself,  was  an  irreparable  one 
for  Massachusetts,  to  which  his  integrity, 
his  learning,  and  his  eloquence  were  at  once 
a  service  and  an  honor. — Lowell,  James 
Russell,  1865,  Palfreys  Hiitory  of  New 
England,  North  American  Remew,  vol  100, 
p.  173. 

Doctor  Palfrey  was  almost  distinctly  of 
the  Brahminical  caste,  and  was  long  an  em- 
inent Unitarian  Minister,  but  at  the  time  I 
began  to  know  him  he  had  long  quitted 
the  pulpit.  He  was  then  so  far  a  civic  or 
public  character  as  to  be  postmaster  at 
Boston,  but  his  officiality  was  probably  so 
little  in  keeping  with  his  nature  that  it  was 
like  a  return  to  his  truer  self  when  he  ceased 
to  hold  the  place,  and  gave  his  time  al- 
together to  his  history.  ...  He  was  re- 
fined in  the  essential  gentleness  of  his  heart 
without  being  refined  away ;  he  kept  the  faith 
of  her  Puritan  tradition  though  he  no  longer 
kept  the  Puritan  faith.  And  his  defence  of 
the  Puritan  severity  with  the  witches 
and  Quakers  was  as  impartial  as  it  was 
efficient  in  positing  the  Puritans  as  of  their 
time,  and  rather  better  and  not  worse  than 
other  people  of  the  same  time.  He  was 
himself  a  most  tolerant  man,  and  his  toler- 
ace  was  never  weak  or  fond;  it  stopped 
well  short  of  condoning  error,  which  he  con- 
demned when  he  preferred  to  leave  it  to  its 
own  pimishment.  Personally  he  was  with- 
out any  flavor  of  harshness;  his  mind  was  as 
gentle  as  his  manner,  which  was  one  of  the 
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gentlest  I  have  ever  known.— Howells, 
William  Dean,  1900,  Some  Literary  Memr 
oriee  of  Cambridge,  Harper's  Magazine,  vol 
101,  p.  838. 

HISTORY  OF  NEW  ENGLAND. 
1869-64 
Dr.  Palfrey  manifests  rare  gifts  as  an  his- 
torian. First  of  all,  he  loves  Us  subject.  A 
New  England  man  as  thoroughly  in  char- 
acter, as  veritably  by  right  of  birth,  he  in- 
herits the  principles  which  presided  in  the 
inception  of  our  republican  institutions,— 
the  fearless  integrity,  the  persistent  ad- 
herence to  the  right,  the  uncompromising 
independence,  the  tenacity  of  honest  pur- 
pose, the  ardent  love  of  liberty,  which  were 
the  germinal  principles  of  these  North- 
eastern Colonies,  and  which  have  been  trans- 
planted with  our  emigrant  population 
through  the  entire  breadth  of  our  continent. 
His  conscientious  and  pidnstaking  indus- 
try was  needed,  not  so  much  for  the  narra- 
tion of  actual  events  on  this  side  of  the 
ocean,  as  for  the  often  obscure  and  difii- 
cult  investigation  of  their  Transatiantic 
causes  and  relations.  His  candor  is  signally 
conspicuous  in  dealins  with  matters  in  which 
varying  opinions  and  interests  have  trans- 
mitted sectional  and  party  strifes,  not  in- 
deed in  the  form  of  animosity,  but  of  fixed 
historical  prejudice,  to  the  descendants  of 
the  principal  actors.  His  minuteness  of 
narration  leaves  at  no  point  a  reasonable 
curiosity  unsatisfied;  and  yet  he  has  the 
rare  art  of  multiplying  details  without  mag- 
nif3dng  them,  so  that  the  salient  topics  of 
intere^  are  never  overlaid  or  dwarfed  by 
the  pressure  of  collateral  and  subsidiary 
material.  .  .  .  The  text  presents  an 
unbroken  flow  of  easy  narrative;  while 
in  the  copious  notes  all  points  of  con- 
troversy are  elaborately  discussed,  dis- 
crepancies between  different  authorities 
carefully  noted,  and  full  references  given. 
— Peabody,  Andrew  P.,  1859,  Palfrey*s 
History  of  New  England,  North  American 
Review,  vol.  88,  p.  463. 
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Dr.  Palfrey  writes,  unmistakably,  as  a 
man  proud  of  his  Massachusetts  lineage. 
He  honors  the  men  whose  enterprise,  con- 
stancy, persistency,  and  wise  skill  in  laying 
foundations  have,  in  his  view,  approved 
their  methods  and  justified  them,  even 
where  they  are  most  exposed  to  a  severe 
judgment.  He  wishes  to  tell  their  story  as 
they  would  wish  to  have  it  told.  They 
stand  by  his  side  as  he  reads  their  records, 
and  supply  him  with  a  running  comment  as 
to  meaning  and  intention.  Thus  he  ia 
helped  to  put  their  own  construction  on 
their  own  deeds, — to  set  their  acts  in  the 
light  of  their  motives,  to  give  them  credit 
for  all  the  good  that  was  in  their  purposes, 
and  to  ascribe  their  mistakes  and  errors  to  a 
limitation  of  their  views,  or  to  well-founded 
apprehensions  of  evil  which  they  had  reason 
to  dread.  Under  such  pilotage,  the  passen- 
gers, at  least,  would  be  safe,  when  their  ship 
fell  upon  a  place  where  two  seas  met.— 
Et^lis,  George  Edward,  1859,  Paljrey*8 
and  Arnold's  HuiorieSy  AUantie  Monthly, 
vol  3,  p.  447. 

For  a  number  of  years  Dr.  Palfrey  has 
been  laboriously  engaged  upon  ''A  Hlistory 
of  New  England, "  of  which  the  first  volume 
appeared  early  in  December,  1858,  and  of 
which  it  b  praise  enough  to  say  that  it 
comes  up  fully  to  the  high  expectations  that 
were  entertained  of  it.  Evincing  a  noble 
and  hearty  appreciation  of  the  early  settlers 
of  New  England,  guided  by  cool,  impartial 
reason,  and  exhibiting  throughout  exten- 
sive research  and  a  careful  collation  of  facts, 
he  has  given  us  a  work  which  will  doubtless 
supersede  all  others  upon  the  same  subject, 
and  be  the  established  or  classical  history 
of  that  portion  of  our  country.— Cleve- 
land, Charles  D.,  1859,  A  Compendium  of 
Ammcan  Literature^  p.  447. 

It  is  to  the  praise  of  his  work  that  its 
merit  lies  more  in  its  tone  of  thought  and  its 
weight  of  opinion,  than  in  pictorial  effects. 
Brilliancy  is  cheap;  but  trustworthiness  of 
thought,  and  evenness  of  judgment,  are  not 
to  be  had  at  every  booth.  Dr.Palfrey  com- 
bines in  the  temper  of  his  mind  and  the 
variety  of  his  experience  some  quite  peculiar 
qualifications  for  the  task  he  has  under- 
taken. ...  In  the  maturity  of  his  powers, 
he  devoted  himself  to  the  composition  of 
the  History  which  he  has  now  brought  to 
the  end  of  its  third  volume,  and  to  the  be- 
ginning of  a  new  period.  It  is  little  to  say 
that  hS  work  is  the  only  one  of  its  kind.  He 


has  done  it  so  well,  that  it  is  likely  to  re- 
main so.  With  none  of  that  glitter  of  style 
and  epigrammatic  point  of  expression  which 
please  more  than  they  enlighten,  and  tickle 
when  they  should  instruct,  there  is  a  grav- 
ity and  precision  of  thought,  a  sober  dignity 
of  expression,  an  equanimity  of  judgment, 
and  a  clear  apprehension  of  characters  and 
events,  which  give  us  the  very  truth  of 
things  as  they  are,  and  not  as  either  he  or 
his  reader  might  wish  them  to  be. — Low- 
ell, James  Russell,  1865,  Palfrey's  Hi^ 
tory  of  New  Englarid,  North  American  Re- 
view, vol,  100,  p.  173. 

The  "History  of  New  England,"  by 
John  G.  Palfrey,  is  distinguished  by  thor- 
oughness of  investigation,  fairness  of  judg- 
ment, and  clearness  and  temperance  of 
style.  It  is  one  of  the  ablest  contributions 
as  yet  made  to  our  colonial  history.— Whip- 
ple, Edwin  Percy,  1876-86,  American 
Literature  and  Other  Papers,  ed.  Whitiier,  p. 
93. 

Not  only  the  most  satisfactory  history  of 
New  England  we  have,  but  one  of  the  most 
admirable  historical  works  ever  produced  in 
America.  It  shows  great  learning,  indus- 
trious research,  comprehensive  views,  criti- 
cal acumen,  and  sound  judgment.  In  addi- 
tion to  these  great  qualities,  it  possesses  the 
charm  of  having  been  written  in  a  graceful 
and  agreeable  style.— Adams,  Charles 
Kendall,  1882,  A  Manual  of  Hisiaried 
Literature,  p.  547. 

Palfrey,  plain,  matter-of-fact,  straight- 
forward, interests  us  from  the  start.  The 
"History  of  New  England,"  as  he  pre- 
pared it,  could  be  made  the  basis  of  a  com- 
pendious work  for  popular  reading,  and  also 
could  win  the  applause  of  Mr.  Ix)well  and 
other  critics  of  high  standing.  Palfrey,  in- 
deed, though  read  by  a  general  public, 
seems  to  me  an  authors'  author  in  some  such 
sense,  muiatis  mutandis,  as  Landor  was  a 
poets'  poet.  He  wrote  of  a  subject  familiar 
to  at  least  twenty  scholars  of  high  standing, 
living  in  his  own  commimity,  and  within 
reach  of  the  authorities  upon  which  he  re- 
lied; yet  the  trustworthiness  of  his  work 
was  not  impeached  in  important  particulars. 
Scholarly,  accurate,  and  terse,  he  made  his 
history,  in  itself,  almost  an  original  author- 
ity. His  field  was  narrower  than  Ban- 
croft's, but  broader  and  more  diversified 
than  those  covered  by  single  works  of  Tres- 
cott  or  Motley;  this  fact,  perhaps,  accounts 
for  the  comparative  obscurity  of  his  name. 
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as  set  beside  those  of  other  American  his- 
torians of  the  first  rank.  One  thinks  of  Pal- 
frey^ after  all,  as  he  would  think  of  a  nine- 
teenth-<»ntury  Thomas  Prince  or  William 
Stith.  But  that  he  is  an  historian  of  an 
honorable  rank  in  his  country's  literature, 
can  hardly  be  doubted.  In  ability  of  several 
kinds  he  surpasses  Hildreth,  and  it  does  not 
eeem  rash  to  suppose  that  the  passage  of 
years  will  emphasize  the  fact.  Like  Hild- 
reth,  he  left  behind  plenty  of  obscure  books, 
of  no  lasting  value;  but  the  greater  achieve- 
ment, though  it  cannot  redeem  the  lesser 
from  their  fate,  will  at  least  be  prominent 
in  itself.— Richardson,  Charles  F.,  1887, 
American  lAterature,  1607-1885,  vol.  I, 
p.  ^TI. 

Probably  the  best  single  large  piece  of 
work  that  has  been  done  in  America  on  any 
part  of  our  colonial  period.  ...  If  Dr.  Pal- 
frey was  not  a  man  of  great  insight  into 
popular  movements,  and  was  too  constant 
an  apologist  of  the  rulers  of  New  England, 
his  book  was  nevertheless  admirable  on  ac- 
count of  his  extensive  knowledge  of  sources, 
his  industry,  clearness,  accuracy,  and  skill 
in  narration.  Among  its  many  excellent 
ces,  one  which  deserves  particular  notice  is 
the  degree  of  attention  which  it  bestows 
upon  the  history  of  England  itself  during 
the  Puritan  era,  and  upon  the  mutual  in- 
fluence of  Old  England  and  New  England 
during  that  period  of  exceptionally  close 
sympathy  and  connection.  —  Jameson, 
John  Frankun,  1891,  The  Hutory  of  HU- 
iorical  Writing  in  America,  pp,  123, 124 

GENERAL 

For  ourselves,  we  have  perused  them 
[''Sermons"]  with  satisfaction  and  thank- 
fulness to  the  author.  The  careless,  and  we 
know  not  but  we  should  add,  the  critical 
reader,  will  scarcely  help  complaining  of  the 
occasional  length  of  the  sentences,  and  some 
times,  it  must  be  confessed,  of  an  involved 
expression,  leaving  him  in  doubt  of  a  mean- 
ing, which  upon  search,  he  may  find  too 
gixid  and  full  to  be  lost  or  obscured.  But 
with  this  exception,  he  will  not  fail  to  profit 
from  the  discriminating,  weighty,  and  in- 


structive manner  of  the  preacher;  from  the 
tone  of  deep  seriousness,  moreover,  and  not 
seldom  the  eloquence,  with  which  his  vari- 
ous topics  are  enforced.— Parkman,  F., 
1834,  Profciwr  Pdljrey*i  SermonB,  Chrisiian 
Examiner,  vol.  16,  p.  394. 

He  has  a  reputation  for  scholarship;  and 
many  of  the  articles  which  are  attributed 
to  his  pen  evince  that  this  reputation  is 
well  based,  so  far  as  the  common  notion  of 
scholarship  extends.  For  the  rest,  he  seems 
to  dwell  altogether  within  the  narrow  world 
of  his  own  conceptions;  imprisoning  them 
by  the  very  bamer  which  he  has  erected 
against  the  conceptions  of  others.— PoE, 
Edgar  Allan,  1841,  A  Chapter  of  Autog- 
raphy,  Workiy  ed.  Stedman  and  Woodberry, 
vcl.  IX,  p.  213. 

Without  being  dazzled  by  excessive  ad- 
miration of  the  wisdom  or  the  learning  of 
the  modem  continental  school  of  critics, 
and  as  little  disposed  as  most  persons  to 
rate  very  highly  that  show  of  erudition, 
which  consists  in  incumbering  one's  pages 
with  quotations  and  references,  we  still 
think  that  more  should  have  been  done  to 
make  us  acquainted  with  the  history  and 
present  state  of  discussion  on  many  of  the 
moot  points  here  brought  under  review. 
...  It  is  a  valuable  and  opportune  contri- 
bution to  the  theological  literature  of  the 
country,  and  when  completed  will  take 
precedence,  we  doubt  not,  of  every  other 
general  treatise  on  the  subject,  in  English, 
which  has  as  yet  appeared. —  Walker,  J., 
1838,  Dr,  Paifrey  on  the  Jewish  Seripture$, 
Christian  Examiner,  vol.  25,  p.  128. 

Dr.  Palfrey's  style  is  clear  and  exact;  if  it 
is  considered  as  lacking  in  vivacity,  it  shows 
conscientious  care,  and  is  free  from  the  ver- 
biage that  sometimes  passes  for  rhetorical 
ornament.  —  Underwood,  Francis  H., 
1872,  A  Hand-Book  of  English  Literature, 
American  Authors,  p.  168. 

His  "Academical  Lectures"  remdn  as  a 
palpable  landmark  in  the  progress  of  Amer- 
ican rationalism.— Whipple,  Edwin  Percy, 
1876-86,  American  Literature  and  Other 
Papers,  ed.  Whittier,  p.  59. 


James  Thomas  Fields 

1816-1881 
An  American  publisher  and  author;  bom  in  Portsmouth,  N.  H.,  Dec.  31, 1816;  died  in 
Boston,  Mass.,  April  24,  1881.    The  various  publishing  firms  of  which  he  was  partner, 
with  Ticknor,  Osgood  and  others,  were  of  the  first  rank.    He  edited  the  Atlantic  Monthly 
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in  1862-70;  and  was  an  acceptable  lecturer  on  literary  subjects  and  authors.  He  pub- 
lished: "Poems"(1849);  "A  Few  Verses  for  a  Few  Friends"  (1858);  "Yesterdays  with 
Authors"  (1872);  "Hawthorne"  (1875);  "Old  Acquaintance:  Barry  Corawall  and  Some 
of  his  Friends"  (1875);  "In  and  Out  of  Doors  with  Dickens"  (1876);  "Underbrush" 
(1881),  essays;  "Ballads  and  Other  Verses"  (1881);  and  (with  Edwin  P.Whipple)  edited 
"The  Family  Library  of  British  Poetry"  (1878).—  Warner,  Charles  Dudley,  ed.  18&7, 
Library  of  the  WorUTs  Be$l  LUerature,  Bioffraphicai  Dictionary,  vol  xxix,  p.  187. 

ions,  the  laugh  was  always  heartily  enjoyed 
and  participated  in  by  the  object  of  his 
mirth;  for,  indulging  to  the  top  of  his  bent 
in  every  variety  of  witty  mischief,  he  had 
not  in  his  disposition  the  least  alloy  of  witty 
malice.— Whipple,  Edwin  Percy,  1881, 
Recollections  of  James  T.  Fidds,  Atlaniie 
MonMy,  vol.  48,  p.  254. 

Into  the  darkest  hour  of  my  life  he  came 
giving  light  and  hope.  I  can  never  forget 
it.  Turmng  to  him  firat  because  I  foimd  help 
in  him — how  much  else  I  found !  Only  those 
who  knew  him  nearly  knew  his  goodness 
and  his  greatness. — Alden,  Henry  Mills, 
1881,  In  Memory  of  James  T.  Fields,  Bio- 
graphical  Notes  and  Personal  Sketches,  ed» 
Mrs.  Fields,  p.  265. 

How  much  better  he  left  this  world  than 
he  found  it  I  How  many  a  heart  was  made 
lighter,  happier,  each  year  of  his  manhood 
all  men  know.  This  vast  West  world  is  a 
great  deal  better  and  wiser  because  he  has 
been.  Think  how  few  can  have  this  said  of 
us  when  all  is  over,  work  with  all  endeavor 
as  we  may  1  To  me  Mr.  Fields's  life  seemed 
the  most  rounded  and  perfect  of  all  men's  I 
ever  met.  Very  beautiful  he  seemed  to  me 
in  soul  and  body,  and  people  loved  him 
truly.— Miller,  Joaquin,  1881,  In  Memory 
of  James  T.  Fields,  BiografJiieiU  Notes  and 
Personal  Sketches,  ed.  Mrs.  Fields,  p.  267. 

I  shall  feel  that  I  was  under  great  obliga- 
tions to  him  at  a  most  important  time  in 
myUfe.  He  was  the  best  and  most  sympa- 
thetic literary  counselor  I  ever  had;  and  I 
had  much  opportunity  to  observe  his  con- 
stant kindnesses  to  others.~Hl6GlNSON, 
Thomas  Wentworth,  1881,  In  Memory  of 
James  T.  Fields,  Biographical  Notes  ana 
Personal  Sketches,  ed.  Mrs.  Fields,  p.  266. 

How  many  writers  know,  as  I  have 
known,  his  value  as  a  literary  counselor  and 
friend!  His  mind  was  as  hospitable  as  his 
roof,  which  has  accepted  famous  visitors 
and  quiet  friends  alike  as  if  it  had  been  their 
own.  From  a  very  early  period  in  my  own 
life  of  authorship,  I  have  looked  to  Mr. 
Fields  as  one  who  would  be  sure  to  take  an 
interest  in  whatever  I  wrote,  to  let  me 


PERSONAL 

What  is  there  to  gloss  or  shun? 
Save  with  kindly  voices  none 
Speak  thy  name  beneath  the  sun. 
Safe  thou  art  on  every  side, 
Friendship  nothing  finds  to  hide. 
Love's  demand  is  satisfied. 
Over  manly  strength  and  worth. 
At  thy  desk  of  toU,  or  hearth, 
Played  the  lambent  light  of  mirth, — 
Mirth  that  lit,  but  never  burned; 
All  thy  blame  to  pity  turned; 
Hatred  thou  hadst  never  learned. 
Every  harsh  and  vexing  thing 
At  thy  home-fire  lost  its  sting; 
Where  thou  wast  was  always  spring. 

— Whtitier,  John  Grebnleaf,  1881,  In 
Memory,  J.  T.  F. 

I  have  just  heard  of  the  sudden  death  of 
my  friend  Mr.  fields,  .  .  .  and  now  we  all 
ask,  What  has  he  left  of  idl  his  life's  accumu- 
lations? Houses,  lands,  pictures,  literary 
reputation,  all  that  gone— dreams,  things 
of  the  past.  Had  he  any  treasure  laid  up  in 
Heaven?  I  think  from  my  remembrance 
of  him  that  he  had  just  what  Jesus  meant  by 
treasure  laid  up  in  Heaven.  He  had  a  habit 
of  quiet  benevolence;  he  did  habitually  and 

r'etly  more  good  to  everybody  he  had  to 
with  than  common.  He  favored  with 
all  his  powers  charitable  work,  and  such 
habits  as  these  are,  I  think,  what  Christ 
meant  by  laying  up  treasure  in  Heaven. 
...  I  find  many  traces  of  diildlike  faith 
in  his  last  pieces.  .  .  .  When  a  friend  is 
gone  to  the  great  hereafter  how  glad  we  are 
that  he  did  believe.— Stowe,  Harriet 
Beecher,  1881,  Letter  to  Charles  Stowe,  Life 
and  Letters,  ed.  Fields,  p.  380. 

The  conversation  of  Fields  had,  even  in 
his  boyhood,  the  two  charms  of  friendliness 
and  inventiveness.  The  audacities  of  his 
humor  spared  neither  solemn  respectabili- 
ties nor  accredited  reputations;  yet  in  his 
intercourse  with  his  friends  his  wildest 
freaks  of  satire  never  inflicted  a  wound.  His 
sensitive  regard  for  the  feelings  of  those 
with  whom  he  mingled  was  a  marvel  of  that 
tact  which  is  the  offspring  of  good  nature 
as  well  as  of  good  sense.  When  he  raised  a 
laugh  at  the  expense  of  one  of  his  compan- 
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know  all  that  he  could  learn  about  my 
writings  which  would  please  and  encourage 
me,  and  keep  me  in  heart  for  new  efforte. 
And  what  I  can  say  for  myself  many  and 
many  another  can  say  with  eaual  truth. 
Very  rarely^  if  ever^  has  a  publisher  en- 
joyed the  confidence  and  friendship  of  so 
wide  and  various  a  circle  of  authors.  And 
so  when  he  came  to  give  the  time  to  author- 
shipy  which  had  always  for  many  years 
been  devoted  to  literature,  he  found^  a 
listening  and  reading  public  waiting  for  him 
and  welcoming  hun. — Holmes,  Oliver 
Wendell,  1881,  In  Memory  of  James  T. 
Fidds,  BioffrapJUcal  Notet  am  Penonal 
Sketches,  ed.  Mrs.  Fidds,  p.  262. 

His  i^o  was  as  the  refusal  of  Mount  Wash- 
ington to  slide  down  into  Casco  Bay.  I 
never  met  a  man  whose  pivot,  in  a  life  that 
seemed  to  turn  so  easily,  lay  deeper  in  the 
cup.  His  good-will  to  men,  his  laughter- 
loving  heart,  his  quaint  and  curious  fancies, 
and  Us  faculty  for  glassing  all  the  lights 
and  shadows  of  a  company  or  a  day,  msAe 
it  easy  for  those  who  did  not  know  him 
wholly  to  imagine  he  was  only  what  he 
seemed.  He  was  a  man  with  solemn  and 
sacred  deeps  of  conviction  and  character 
such  as  one  seldom  finds;— a  man  with  "A 
correspondence  fixed  wi'  heaven. '^  The 
kindly  and  sunny  heart  was  strong  and 
sure  as  the  pillars  of  the  world.  I  have 
Imown  no  man  in  all  my  life  I  could  tie  to 
with  a  more  absolute  conviction  that  the 
rock  and  ring  would  hold,  no  matter  about 
the  strain.— GoLLTER,  Robert,  1882, 
James  T.  Fidds,  The  Dial,  vol.  2,  p.  204. 

My  mdividual  debt  to  Mr.  fields,  in  re- 
spect to  my  own  work,  is  one  which  I  can- 
not and  would  not  omit  to  acknowledge. 
He  often  helped  me  about  my  titles,  and 
one  of  the  best  ever  ^veir  to  any  book  of 
mine— "Men,  Women,  and  Ghosts'*— was 
of  his  creation.  In  lus  fine  literary  judg- 
ment I  had  great  confidence,  and  would 
have  accepted  almost  any  criticism  from 
him  trustfully.  ...  His  was  a  rich  life, 
and  his  a  rare  home.  There  has  been  no 
other  in  America  quite  like  it.  Those  of  us 
who  received  its  hospitality  recall  its  in- 
spiration among  the  treasures  of  our  lives. 
We  think  of  the  peaceful  library  into  which 
the  sunset  over  the  Charles  looked  deli- 
cately, while  the  "best  things"  of  thought 
were  given  and  taken  hj  the  finest  and 
strongest  minds  of  the  day  in  a  kmd  of 
electric  interplay,  which  makes  by  con- 


trast a  pale  affair  of  the  word  conversation 
as  we  are  apt  to  use  it.  We  recall  the  quiet 
guest-chamber,  apart  from  the  noise  of  the 
street,  and  lifted  far  above  the  river;  that 
room  opulent  and  subtle  with  the  astral 
shapes  of  past  occupants,— LongfeUow, 
WUttier,  Dickens,  Thackeray,  Mrs.  Stowe, 
Kingsley,  and  the  rest  of  their  high  order,— 
and  always  resounding  softly  to  the  fine 
ear  with  the  departed  tread  of  Hawthorne, 
who  used  to  pace  the  floor  on  sleepless 
nights.  We  remember  the  separation  from 
p^triness,  and  from  supei^cial  adjust- 
ments, which  that  scholarly  and  gentle 
atmosphere  commanded.  We  remember 
the  master  of  their  abode  of  thought  and 
gradousness,  as  "Dead,  he  lay  among  his 
books;"  and  wish  that  we  had  it  in  our 
power  to  portray  him  as  he  was.— Phelps, 
Elizabeth  Stuart,  1896,  Chapters  from 
Life,  pp.  149, 151. 

GENERAL 

His  writings  are  distinguished  for  a 
natural  simplicity  and  elegance,  and  gen- 
erally relate  to  rural  or  domestic  subjects. — 
Griswold,  Rufus  Wilmot,  1842,  The 
Poets  and  Poetry  of  America,  p.  444. 

The  glimpses  of  private  life  ["Yester- 
day's with  Authors"],  the  hints  of  con- 
versation, and  the  numerous  letters  thus 
preserved,  are  exceedingly  interesting,  and 
Mr.  Fields's  introductions  and  narra- 
tives are  written  with  excellent  haste  and 
judgment.  The  accounts  of  Hawthorne  and 
Dickens,  in  particular,  are  more  delightful 
than  any  elaborate  biography  would  be. 
The  letters  of  Miss  Mitford,  which  con- 
clude the  volume,  are  of  less  real  value,  as 
the  kind-hearted  lady  seems  to  have  looked 
at  everything  American  through  a  Qaude 
Lorraine  glass,  and  her  constant  gush  of  ad- 
miration and  affection  lessens  the  value  of 
her  opinions.— Underwood,  Francis  H., 
1872,  A  Hand-Book  of  English  Liieraiure, 
American  Authors,  p.  418. 

In  his  few  poems  he  shows  a  delicate 
fancy  and  a  fine  l3Tical  vein.— Sargent, 
Epbs,  1880-81,  Harper^s  CydopcoHa  of 
British  and  American  Poetry,  p.  748. 

It  is  not  as  a  literary  man,  but  as  a  pub- 
lisher, that  Mr.  Fields  is  likely  to  be  re- 
membered. As  a  lecturer,  he  was  successful 
mainly  because  he  had  already  created  an 
audience  which  was  ready  and  waiting  to 
welcome  him.  In  the  same  way,  subjects 
were  ready  to  his  hand,  and  he  had  a  gift  of 
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expression  sufficient  to  meet  the  by  no  cheerful,  vivacious,  an  excellent  storyteller, 

means  lofty  standard  of  ordinary  lecture-  with  an  immense  fund  of  anecdote.  He  had, 

audiences.    As  a  publisher,  he  was  one  of  too,  the  invaluable  art  of  making  those  with 

the  first  men  in  this  country  to  see  what  whom  he  was  thrown  as  much  jat  their  ease 

all  successful  publishers  now  recognize  as  a  as  he  was  himself,  being  able  to  lead  or  fol- 

fact,  that  the  great  secret  of  success  in  the  low  in  conversation.-—  Sedgwick,  A.  G. 

trade  lies  in  playing  the  part  of  a  benefactor  1881,  A  Modem  Publisher,  The  Nation,  vol, 

to  men  of  letters.    It  is  only  in  the  present  33,  pp.  514,  515. 

century  that  this  new  type  of  publisher,  of  My  dear  1^.  James  fields  was  noted  for 
which  Mr.  Fields  was  a  distinguished  in-  his  goodness  to  authors,  and  to  him  I  not 
stance,  has  become  common  or  even  known,  only  am  indebted  for  numerous  delightful 
...  He  was  neither  a  scholar  nor  a  genius,  letters,  but  also  for  treasured  gifts  of  his 
nor  was  he,  as  he  seems  himself  to  have  own  poems  and  essays,  his  charming  ''Yes- 
thought,  a  humorist,  although  he  had  a  terdays  with  Authors,"  and  his"  Letter  to 
keen  enjoyment  and  appreciation  of  humor  Leigh  Himt  in  Elysium,"  written  in  a  style 
which  brought  him  to  the  point  of  success-  remarkably  akin  to  the  playful  spirit  of 
ful  imitation;  but  he  was  in  private  life  Leigh  Hunt's  own  manner.  ~  Qarke, 
a  thoroughly  good  companion — amusing.  Mart  Cowden,  1896,  My  Long  Life,  p.  254. 


Balph  Waldo  Emerson 

1803-1882 
Bom,  in  Boston,  Mass.  25  May  1803.  Educated  at  Boston  Grammar  School,  1811-15; 
Latin  School,  1815-17.  To  Harvard  University,  1817;  graduated,  1821.  Engaged  in 
tuition.  Kept  school  at  Boston,  1822-25.  Studied  Theology  in  Cambridge  Divinity 
School,  1825-28.  Approbated  to  preach,  1826.  Ordained,  11  March  1829  as  joint  pastor, 
with  Rev.  H.  Ware,  of  Second  Church,  Boston;  succeeded  to  Ware's  position,  1830.  Mar- 
ried Ellen  Louisa  Tucker,  Sept.  1829.  Resigned  pastorate,  1832.  Wife  died,  Feb.  1832. 
Tour  in  Europe,  1833;  friendship  with  Carlyle  begun.  Returned  to  U.  S.  A.,  1834;  preached 
in  New  Bedford;  and  settled  in  Concord.  Lectured  on  various  subjects,  1835, 1836, 1837. 
Married  Lidian  Jackson,  Sept.  1835.  Finally  adopted  literary  life.  Frequentiy  lectured. 
Symposium,  or  Transcendental  Qub,  formed,  1836.  Edited  "The  Dial,"  1842  to  April 
1844.  Lecturing  tour  in  England,  1847-49.  Edited  "  Massachusetts  Quarterly  Review'  * 
(3  vols.),  1847-50.  Contrib.  to  "Atiantic  Monthly,"  from  its  beginning  in  Nov.  1857. 
LL.  D.,  Harvard,  1866;  elected  on  Board  of  Overseers,  1867.  Mental  shock  owing  to 
partial  destruction  of  house  by  fire,  July  1872.  To  England  and  Egypt  with  daughter. 
Returned  to  Concord,  1873.  Suffered  from  aphasia  in  later  years.  Died,  at  Concord,  27 
April  1882.  Worki:  "Right  Hand  of  Fellowship  to  Rev.  H.  B.  Goodwin,"  1830;  "His- 
torical  Discourse,"  1835;  "Nature"  (anon.),  1836;  (another  edn.,  with  "Lectures  on  the 
Times,"  1844);  "An  Oration,"  (Dartmouth  Coll.),  1838;  "An  Oration"  (Phi  Beta  Kappa 
Soc.),  1838;  (new  edn.  called  "Man  Thinking,"  1844);  "An  Address"  (Divinity  Coll.), 
1838;  "The  Method  of  Nature,"  1841;  "Essays,  first  series,"  1841;  "The  Young  Ameri- 
can," 1844;  "Essays,  second  series,"  1844;  "Man  the  Reformer,"  1844;  "Orations,  Lec- 
tures, and  Addresses,"  1844;  "An  Address"  (on  Negro  Emancipation),  1844;  "Poems," 
1847;  "Essays,  Lectures  and  Orations,"  1848;  "Miscellanies,"  1849;  "Representative 
Men,"  1850;  "Essays  and  Orations,"  1853;  "English  Traits,"  1856;  "The  Conduct  of 
Life,"  1860;  "Orations,  Lectures  and  Essays,"  1866;  "May-Day,"  1867;  "Society  and 
Solitude,"  1870;  "Poetry  and  Criticism,  *'  1874;  "Power,  Wealth,  Dluaens,"  (from  "The 
Conduct  of  life"),  1876;  "Letters  and  Social  Aims,"  1876;  ''Culture,  Behavior 
Beauty,"  (from  "The  Conduct  of  Life"),  1876;  "Books,  Art,  Eloquence"  (from  "So- 
ciety and  Solitude"),  1877;  "Success,  Greatness,  Immortality"  (from  "Society  and  Soli- 
tude," and  "Letters  and  Social  Aims"),  1877;  "Love,  Friendship,  Domestic  life"  (from 
"Essays"  and  "Society  and  Solitude"),  1877;  "FoHiune  of  the  Republic,"  1878;  "The 
Preacher"  (from  "Unitarian  Review"),  1880.  Collected  Works:  "Complete  Works" 
(2  vols.),  1866;  "Prose  Works"  (2  vols.),  1870;  "Correspondence  with  Cariyle"  (2  vols.) 
1883;  "Complete  Works"  (Riverside  edn.,  11  vols.),  1883-84.  He  edited:  Marchioness 
Ossoli's  "Memoirs,"  1852;  Gladwin's  translation  of  Sadi's  "Gulistan,"  1865;  Plutarch's 
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"Morals,"  1870;  Channmg's  ''The  Wanderer/'  1871;  "Parnassus,"  1875;  "The  Hundred 
(keatest  Men,"  1879.  Ufe:  by  Searle,  1855;  by  0.  W,  Hohnes  ("American  Men  of  Let- 
ters" series),  1885;  by  Dr.  Gamett  ("Great  Writers"  series),  1887.— Sharp  R.  Farquhar- 
80N,  1897,  A  Dictionary  of  English  Authors,  p.  93. 


PERSONAL 

Our  third  happiness  was  the  arrival  of  a 
certain  young  unknown  friend,  named 
Emerson,  from  Boston,  in  the  United 
States,  who  turned  aside  so  far  from  his 
British,  French,  and  Italian  travels  to  see 
me  here!  He  had  an  introduction  from 
Ifill,  and  a  Frenchman  (Baron  d'Eichtal's 
nephew)  whom  John  knew  at  Rome.  Of 
course  we  could  do  no  other  than  welcome 
him;  the  rather  as  he  seemed  to  be  one  of 
the  most  lovable  creatures  in  himself  we 
had  ever  looked  on.  He  stayed  till  next 
day  with  us,  and  talked  and  heard  talk  to 
his  heart's  content,  and  left  us  all  really  sad 
to  part  with  him.  Jane  says  it  is  the  first 
journey  since  Noah's  Deluge  undertaken 
to  Cr^enputtock  for  such  a  purpose.  In 
any  case,  we  had  a  cheerful  day  from  it, 
and  ought  to  be  thankful.--GARLTUB, 
Thomas,  1833,  Letter  to  kis  Mother,  Aug.  26; 
The  Correspondence  of  Carlyle  and  Emerson, 
ed.  Norton,  vol.  I,  p.  4. 

Proceeded  to  Cambridge,  to  hear  the 
valedictory  sermon  by  Mr.  Emerson.  In 
this  he  surpassed  himself  as  much  as  he  sur- 
passes others  in  the  general  way.  I  shall 
give  no  abstract.  So  beautiful,  so  just,  so 
true,  and  terribly  sublime  was  his  picture 
of  the  faults  of  the  Church  in  its  present 
position.  My  soul  is  roused,  and  this  week 
I  shsdl  write  the  long-meditated  sermons  on 
the  state  of  the  Chureh  and  the  duties  of 
these  times.— Parksr,  Theodore,  1838, 
Journal,  July  15;  Life  and  Correspondence, 
ed.  Weiss,  vol.  I,  p.  113. 

I  occupy,  or  improve,  as  we  Yankees  say, 
two  acres  only  of  God's  earth ;  on  one  which 
is  my  house,  my  kitchen-garden,  my  orchard 
of  thirty  young  trees,  my  empty  bam.  My 
house  is  now  a  very  good  one  for  comfort, 
and  abounding  in  room.  Besides  my 
house,  I  have,  I  believe,  $22,000,  whose 
income  in  ordinary  years  is  six  per  cent.  I 
have  no  other  tithe  or  glebe  except  the  in- 
come of  my  wmter  lectures,  which  was  last 
winter  $800.  Well,  with  this  income,  here 
at  home,  I  am  a  rich  man.  I  stay  at  home 
and  go  abroad  at  my  own  instance.  I  have 
food,  warmth,  leisure,  books,  friends.  Gro 
away  from  home,  I  am  rich  no  longer.  I 
never  have  a  doUar  to  spend  on  a  fancy. 
As  no  wise  man,  I  suppose,  ever  was  rich  in 


the  sense  of  freedom  to  spend,  because  of  the 
inundation  of  claims,  so  neither  am  I,  who 
am  not  wise.  But  at  home,  I  am  rich,— 
rich  enough  for  ten  brothers.  My  wife 
lidian  is  an  incarnation  of  CJhristianity,— I 
caU  her  Asia,— and  keeps  my  philosophy 
from  Antinomianism;  my  mother,  whitest, 
mildest,  most  conservative  of  ladies,  whose 
only  exception  to  her  universal  preference 
for  old  things  is  her  son;  my  boy,  a  piece  of 
love  and  sunshine,  well  worth  my  watching 
from  morning  to  night;— these,  and  three 
domestic  women,  who  cook  and  sew  and 
run  for  us,  make  all  my  household.  Here  I 
sit  and  read  and  write,  with  very  little  sys- 
tem, and,  as  far  as  regards  composition, 
with  the  most  fragmentary  result;  para- 
graphs incompressible,  each  sentence  an  in- 
finitely repellant  particle.  —  Emerson, 
Ralph  Waldo,  1838,  To  Carlyle,  May  10; 
Correspondence  of  Carlyle  and  Emerson,  ed. 
Norton,  vol.  i,  p.  160. 

As  a  speaker  in  delivering  his  lectures, 
sermons,  or  discourses  he  is  remarkable. 
His  voice  is  good,  his  enunciation  clear  and 
distinct;  his  manner  his  own,  but  very 
striking.  He  is  always  self-possessed,  and 
his  strange  fancies  fall  upon  the  ear  in  the 
most  musical  cadences.  His  voice  is  now 
low  and  then  again  high,  like  an  ^lian- 
harp;  but  this  b  natural,  not  affected,  and  I 
think  anywhere  before  an  educated  audi- 
ence he  would  be  deemed  a  remarkable 
speaker.  In  person  he  is  tall  and  mceful. 
Some  people  think  him  slightly  mad  (one  of 
his  brothers  died  insane,  and  the  other 
brother  had  been  insane  before  his  death), 
others  think  him  almost  inspired.  Old  men 
are  not  prepared  to  receive  or  listen  to  or 
read  his  thoughts.  The  young  of  'both 
classes  think  highly  of  him.  He  has  a 
great  influence  over  many  of  the  young 
minds  of  my  acquaintance,  who  always 
couple  him  with  Carlyle.  I  think  hun 
neither  mad  nor  inspired,  but  orig^I, 
thoughtful,  and  peculiar,  with  his  mind 
ting^  with  some  habite  of  speculation 
that  are  less  practical  than  beautiful,  and 
with  a  fearless  honesty  that  makes  him 
speak  what  he  thinks,  counting  little  any 
worldly  considerations.  In  other  timers  he 
might  have  been  a  phtioeopher,  or  a  re- 
former, but  he  would  always  have  been 
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tolerant  and  gentle,  and  he  would  have  gone 
into  uncomplaining  exile  if  the  powers  that 
were  bade  him,— Sumner,  Charles,  1839, 
Letter  to  Rkhard  Manekton  MUnes,  March 
2;  Life  of  Lard  HoughUm,  ed.  Reid,  vol  n, 
p.  238. 

It  is  the  doom  of  the  Christian  Church  to 
be  always  distracted  witii  controversy,  and 
where  religion  b  most  in  honor,  there  the 
perversity  of  the  human  heart  breeds  the 
sharpest  conflicts  of  the  brain.  The  senti- 
ment of  religion  is  at  this  time,  perhaps, 
more  potent  and  prevailing  in  New  England 
than  m  any  other  portion  of  the  Christian 
world.  For  many  years  since  the  estab- 
lishment of  the  theological  school  at  An- 
dover,  the  Calvinists  and  Unitarians  have 
been  battling  with  each  other  upon  the 
Atonement,  the  Divinity  of  Jesus  Christ, 
and  the  Trinity.  This  has  now  very  much 
subsided;  but  other  wandering  of  mind 
takes  the  place  of  that,  and  equ^y  lets  the 
wolf  into  the  fold.  A  young  man,  named 
Ralph  Waldo  Emerson,  a  son  of  my  once 
loved  friend  William  Emerson,  and  a  class- 
mate of  my  lamented  son  George,  after  fail- 
ing in  the  every-day  avocations  of  a  Uni- 
tarian preacher  and  school-master,  starts  a 
new  doctrine  of  transcendentalism,  declares 
all  the  old  revelations  superannuated  and 
worn  out,  and  announces  the  approach  of 
new  revelations  and  prophecies.— Adams, 
John  Quincy,  1840,  Diary,  Aug.  2;  Mem- 
airSj  ed.  Adams,  vol.  x,  p.  345. 

A  spiritual-looking  boy  in  blue  nankeen, 
.  .  .  whose  image  more  than  any  other's 
is  still  deeply  stamped  upon  my  mind  as  I 
then  saw  him  and  loved  him,  I  knew  not 
why,  and  thought  him  so  angelic  and  re- 
markable.—Dawes,  Rurns,  1843,  Boyhood 
Memories,  Boston  MiseaUany,  Feb. 

Waldo  Emerson  called,  and  sat  with  me 
a  short  time,  expressing  his  wish  to  make 
me  acquainted  with  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Ward, 
whom  he  extolled  greatly.  I  liked  him 
very,  very  much— the  simplicity  and  kind- 
ness of  his  manner  channed  me.— Mao- 
ready,  W.  C,  1843,  Diary,  Nov.  16;  Rem- 
iniseenees,  ed.  Pollock,  p.  535. 

It  was  with  a  feeling  of  predetermined 
dislike  that  I  had  the  curiosity  to  look  at 
Emerson  at  Lord  Northampton's,  a  fort- 
night ago;  when,  in  an  instant,  all  my  dis- 
like vanished.  He  has  one  of  the  most 
interesting  countenances  I  ever  beheld, — 
a  combination  of  intelligence  and  sweetness 


that  quite  disarmed  me.  —  Robinson, 
Henry  Crabb,  1848,  Letter  to  T.  R.,  April 
22;  Diary,  Reminiscences,  and  Correspond' 
enee. 

He  came  to  Oxford  just  at  the  end  of  L^t 
term,  and  stayed  throe  days.  Everybody 
liked  him,  and  as  the  orthodox  had  mostly 
never  heard  of  him,  they  did  not  suspect 
him.  He  is  the  quietest,  plainest,  unob- 
trusivest  man  possible;  will  talk,  out  will 
rarely  discourse  to  more  than  a  single  per- 
son, and  wholly  declines  '' roaring."  He  is 
very  Yankee  to  look  at,  lank  and  sallow,  and 
not  quite  without  the  twang;  but  his  looks 
and  voice  are  pleasing  nevertheless,  and 

E've  you  the  impression  of  perfect  intel- 
ctual  cultivation,  as  completely  as  would 
any  great  scientific  man  in  England— Fara- 
day or  Owen,  for  instance,  more  in  their 
ways  perhaps  than  in  that  of  Wordsworth 
orCarlyle.  I  have  been  with  him  a  great 
deal;  for  he  came  over  to  Paris  and  was  there 
a  month,  during  which  time  we  dined  to- 
giether  daily :  and  since  that  I  have  seen  him 
often  in  London,  and  finally  here.  One 
thing  that  struck  everybody  is  that  he  is 
so  much  less  Emersonian  than  his  Essays. 
There  is  no  dogmatism  or  arbitrariness  or 

Eositiveness  about  him.— Clough,  Affmua 
[UGH,  1848;  Letter  to  T.  Arnold,  July  16; 
Prose  Remains,  ed.  his  Wife,  p.  137. 

The  first  man  I  have  ever  seen.— EuoT, 
George,  1848,  To  Miss  Sara  Hennett, 
July;  George  Eliot s  Life  as  reUUed  in  her 
Letters  and  Journals,  ed.  Cross,  vol.  i, 
p.  139. 

The  impregnator  of  a  whole  cycle  of  Bos- 
ton mind,  and  the  father  of  thousands  lesser 
Emersons,  he  is  the  most  unapproachably 
original  and  distinct  monotype  of  our  day. 
....  Emerson's  voice  is  up  to  his 
reputation.  It  has  a  curious  contradio- 
tion,  which  we  tried  in  vam  to  analyze  sat- 
isfactorily—an outwardly  repellant  and  in- 
wardly reverential  mingling  of  qualities, 
which  a  musical  composer  would  despair 
of  blending  into  one.  It  bespeaks  a  life 
that  is  half  contempt,  half  adoring  recog- 
nition, and  very  littie  between.  But  it  Is 
noble,  altogether.  And  what  seems  strange 
is  to  hear  such  a  voice  proceeding  from  such 
a  body.  It  is  a  voice  with  shoulders  in  it 
which  he  has  not — with  lungs  in  it  far  larger 
than  his— with  a  walk  in  it  which  the  public 
never  see— with  a  fist  in  it  which  his  own 
hand  never  gave  him  the  model  for— and 
with  a  gentieman  in  it  which  his  parochial 


RALPH  WALDO  EMERSON 


345 


and  ''bare-necessities-of-life''  sort  of  ex- 
terior gives  no  other  betrayal  of.  We  can 
imagine  nothing  in  nature— which  seems, 
too,  to  have  a  type  for  everything  like 
the  want  of  correspondence  between  the 
Emerson  that  goes  in  at  the  eye  and  the 
Emerson  that  goes  in  at  the  ear.  .  .  . 
The  first  twenty  sentences,  which  we 
heard,  betrajred  one  of  the  smaller  levers  of 
Emerson's  power  of  style  which  we  had  not 
detected  in  reading  him«  He  works  with 
surprises.  A  man  who  should  make  a  visit 
of  charity,  and,  after  expressing  all  proper 
sympathy,  should  bid  adieu  to  the  poor 
woman,  leaving  her  very  grateful  for  his 
kind  f  eeUn^s,  but  should  suddenly  return 
after  shuttmg  the  door,  and  give  her  a 
piinea,  would  produce  just  the  effect  of  his 
most  electric  sentences.  You  do  not  ob- 
serve it  in  reading,  because  you  withhold  the 
emphasis  till  you  come  to  the  key-word. 
But,  in  delivery,  his  cadences  tell  you  that 
the  meaning  is  given,  and  the  interest  of  the 
sentence  idl  over,  when—flash!— comes 
a  single  word  or  phrase,  like  lightning  after 
listened-out  thunder,  and  illuminates  with 
astonishing  vividness,  the  cloud  you  have 
striven  to  see  into.— Willis,  Nathaniel 
Parker,  1850,  Home  Journal. 

I  went  f<N*  a  moment  into  Emerson's 
study,— a  larse  room,  m  which  every 
thing  was  simjMe^  orderly,  unstudied,  com- 
fortable. No  renned  feeling  of  beauty  has 
converted  the  room  into  a  temple,  in  which 
stand  the  forms  of  heroes  of  science  and 
literature.  Ornament  is  banished  from  the 
sanctuary  of  the  stoic  philosopher;  the 
furniture  is  comfortable,  but  of  a  mve 
character,  merely  as  the  implements  of  use- 
fulness; one  lam  picture  only  is  in  the 
room,  but  this  hangs  there  with  a  com- 
fT^ftn/Ting  power;  it  is  a  large  oil-painting,  a 
copy  of  Michad  Anglo's  glorious  Pares, 
the  goddess  of  fate.~BREifER,  Frederika,, 
1853,  Hornet  oj  (he  New  World,  vd.  n,  p. 
562. 

Mr.  Emerson's  library  is  the  room  at  the 
right  of  the  door  upon  entering  the  house. 
It  is  a  simple  square  room,  not  walled  with 
books  Uke  the  den  of  a  literary  grub,  nor 
merely  elegant  like  the  ornamental  retreat 
of  a  dilettante.  The  books  are  arranged 
upon  plain  shelves,  not  in  architedtmal 
book-cases,  and  the  room  is  hung  with  a 
few  choice  engravings  of  the  greatest  men. 
There  was  a  fair  copy  of  Michael  Angdo's 
^' Rites,"    which,    properly   enough,    im- 


parted that  grave  serenity  to  the  orna- 
ment of  the  room  which  is  always  apparent 
in  what  is  written  there.  It  is  the  st^dy  of 
a  scholar.  All  our  author's  published 
writings,  the  essays,  orations,  and  poems, 
date  from  this  room,  as  much  as  they  date 
from  any  place  or  moment.— Curtis, 
Oeoroe  William,  1854,  Home$  of  Ameri- 
can  Auikari. 

Last  night  I  heard  Emerson  give  a  lec- 
ture. I  pity  the  reporter  who  attempts 
to  rive  it  to  the  world.  I  began  to  listen 
with  a  determination  to  remember  it  in 
order,  but  it  was  without  method,  or  order, 
or  s^tem.  It  was  like  a  beam  of  li^ht 
movmg  in  the  undulatoiy  waves,  meetmg 
with  occasional  meteors  in  its  path;  it  was 
exceedingly  captivating.  It  surprised  me 
that  there  was  not  only  no  commonplace 
thought,  but  there  was  no  commonplace 
expression.  If  he  quoted,  he  quoted  from 
what  we  had  not  read;  if  he  told  an  anec- 
dote, it  was  one  that  had  not  reached  us. — 
Mitchell,  Maru,  1855,  Diary,  Nov.  14; 
Life,  Letten  and  JournaU,  ed.  Kendall, 
p.  45. 

I  have  heard  some  great  speakers  and 
some  accomplished  orators,  but  never  any 
that  so  moved  and  persuaded  men  as  he. 
There  is  a  kind  of  undertone  in  that  rich 
baritone  of  his  that  sweeps  our  minds  from 
their  foothold  into  deeper  waters  with  a 
drift  we  cannot  and  would  not  resist.  And 
how  artfully  (for  Emerson  is  a  long- 
studied  artist  in  these  things)  does  the 
deliberative  utterance,  that  seems  waiting 
for  the  fit  word,  appear  to  admit  us  part- 
ners in  the  labor  of  thought  and  make  us 
feel  as  if  the  glance  of  humor  were  a  sudden 
su^estion,  as  if  the  perfect  phrase  lying 
written  there  on  the  desk  were  as  unex- 
pected to  him  as  to  us!— Lowell,  James 
RuaasLL,  1868-71,  Emenon  the  Lecturer, 
My  Study  Windowt,  p.  383. 

Emerson  seems  an  extraordinary  mix- 
ture of  genius  and  rusticity.  Everybody 
seems  amazed  at  his  nomination  for  the 
Rectorship  at  Glasgow,  and  I  have  had 
to  explain  the  position  of  affairs  over  and 
over  again.— TuLLOCH,  John,  1874,  Letter 
to  Profe$$or  Baynee,  April  26;  A  Memoir  hy 
Mn.  Oliphani,  p.  303. 

One  day  [1834]  there  came  into  our  pul- 
pit the  most  gracious  of  mortals,  with  a  face 
all  benignity,  who  gave  out  the  first  hymn 
and  miKie  tlie  first  prayer  as  an  angel 
might  have  read  and  prayed.    Our  choir 
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was  a  pretty  good  one,  but  its  best  was 
coarse  and  (Uiscordant  after  Emerson's 
voice.  I  remember  of  the  sermon  only 
that  it  had  an  indefinite  charm  of  simplicity 
and  wisdom,  with  occasional  illustrations 
from  nature,  which  were  ^bout  the  most 
delicate  and  dainty  things  of  the  kind 
which  I  had  ever  heard.  I  could  under- 
stand them,  if  not  the  fresh  philosophical 
novelty  of  the  discourse.  —  Congdon, 
Charles  T.,  1879,  ReminUcencet  of  a  Jour- 
nalUt. 

Emerson  entered— pale,  thin,  almost 
ethereal  in  countenance,— followed  by  his 
daughter,  who  sat  beside  him  and  watched 
every  word  that  he  uttered.  On  the  whole, 
it  was  the  same  Emerson— he  stumbled  at 
a  quotation  as  he  alwa3rs  did;  but  his 
thoughts  were  such  as  only  Emerson  could 
have  thought,  and  the  sentences  had  the 
Emersonian  pithiness.  He  made  his  fre- 
quent sentences  very  emphatic.  It  was 
impossible  to  see  any  thread  of  connection; 
but  it  always  was  so — the  oracular  sen- 
tences made  the  charm.  ~  Mitchell, 
Maru,  1879,  Life,  Letters  and  Journals ,  ed. 
Kendall,  p.  246. 

Though  tall,  Mr.  Emerson  is  still  erect, 
and  has  the  bright  eye  and  calm  grace  of 
manner  we  knew  when  he  was  in  England 
long  years  ago.  In  European  eyes,  his 
position  among  men  of  letters  in  America 
is  as  that  of  Carlyle  among  English  writ- 
ers; with  the  added  quality,  as  I  think,  of 
greater  braveness  of  thought  and  clearness 
of  sympathy.  The  impression  among 
many  to  whom  I  spoke  in  America,  I  found 
to  be,  that,  while  Carlyle  inspires  you  to  do 
something  not  clearly  defined,  when  you 
have  read  Emerson  you  know  what  you 
have  to  do.  However,  Mr.  Emerson  would 
admit  nothing  that  would  challenge  the 
completer  merits  of  his  illustrious  friend  at 
Chelsea.  He  showed  me  the  later  and 
earlier  portraits  of  Carlyle,  which  he  most 
cherished;  made  affectionate  inquiries  con- 
cerning him  personally,  and  as  to  whether 
I  knew  of  any  thing  that  had  proceeded 
from  his  pen  which  he  had  not  in  his  library. 
Friends  had  told  me  that  age  seemed  now  a 
little  to  impair  Mr.  Emerson's  memory,  but 
I  found  his  recollection  of  England  accur- 
ate and  full  of  detail.— Holtoake,  George 
Jacob,  1880,  Manchester  Co-operative  News. 

The  translator  of  the  "Upanishads," 
Moksha  Mulara,  sends  greetings  and  best 
wishes  to  his  American  Guru,  Amarasunu, 


on  his  seventy-seventh  birthday. — MtLLER 
Friedrich  Max,  1880,  To  Ralph  Waldo 
Emerson,  April  19;  Life  and  Letters,  ed.  his 
Wife,  vol.  n,  p.  91. 

RALPH    WALDO    EMERSON. 

Born  in  Boston,  May  25,  1803. 

Died  in  Ck)NCORD,  April  27, 1882. 

The  passive  master  lent  his  hand 
To  the  vast  soul  that  o'er  him  planned. 

—Inscription  on  Grave,  1882. 

Emerson  seemed  to  be  on  the  lookout  for 
whatever  indicated  genius  and  the  best 
aspects  of  the  inner  life.  In  all  his  con- 
versation his  voice  softened  and  played 
with  a  lingering  charm  over  traits,  and 
promises  that  make  youth  lovely.  One 
felt  the  grace  of  his  large,  rich,  amiable, 
childlike  nature,  utterly  free  from  dogma- 
tism and  conceit.  He  carried  this  sym- 
pathy with  youth  to  his  grave.— Powers, 
Horatio  Nelson,  1882,  A  Day  with 
Emerson,  Lippineotfs  Magasine,  vol  30, 
p.  478. 

Although  Emerson's  garb  was  not 
rustic,  it  was  plain,  never  smart,  and,  with 
his  homely  speech,  and  simple  manners,  he 
did  not  find  the  country-folk  shy.  The 
phenomena  of  the  universe  were  going  on 
m  and  around  Concord,  and  Emerson  kept 
up  a  good  relation  with  the  humblest  pur- 
veyors of  fact  and  experience.  They  were 
richly  rewarded  when  the  day  came  for 
Emerson  to  lecture  in  the  town-hall,  when 
many  a  farming  villager  saw  his  prosaic 
face  risen  to  a  star  and  shining  in  its  con- 
stellation. What  a  day  was  that  when 
Emerson's  lecture  came  on!  Remember- 
ing what  Longfellow  had  told  me  about 
those  sophisticated  Bostonians  whose  faces 
were  as  extinguished  lamps  when  listening 
to  Emerson's  early  lectures,  I  have  re- 
marked the  contrast  when,  with  illumined 
countenances,  his  villagers  were  gathered 
before  him  at  Concord.  They  knew  his 
voice  and  followed  him.  All  the  sermons 
in  the  village  churches  for  a  year  were  not 
so  well  remembered  as  his  sentences.  It 
has  seemed  to  me  that  Emerson  never 
spoke  so  well  elsewhere  as  to  his  Concord 
audience.  When  I  first  heard  him  there, 
he  appeared,  as  he  rose,  to  be  the  very  type 
of  the  New  England  farmer,  so  plain  in 
dress  and  so  thoroughly  standing  on  his 
own  feet.  Ere  long  he  was  unsheathed, 
and  we  were  in  the  hall  of  Pericles.  It  was 
then  that  I  first  heard  Emerson,  and,  while 
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it  is  the  moet  vivid  experience  of  my  life,  I 
find  it  nearly  impossible  to  transcribe  it.  I 
recall  no  gesture,  only  an  occasional  sway- 
ing forward  of  the  body  by  the  impulse  of 
earnestness.  Though  nearly  every  word 
had  been  written,  the  manuscript  did  not 
bold  his  eye,  which  kept  its  magnetic  play 
upon  the  audience.— OoNWAY,  Moncure 
Daniel,  1882,  Emertan  at  Home  and 
Abroad,  p.  367. 

The  taU,  spare  figure,  crowned  by  the 
small  head  cariTing  out,  with  its  bird-like 
delicacy  and  poise,  the  aquiline  effect  of  the 
beaked  nose  and  piercing  eyes.  But  no 
art  can  reproduce  the  luminous  trans- 
parence, as  it  were  the  sun-accustomed 
gaze,  of  those  unforgettable  eagle  eyes,  nor 
the  benign  expression  of  smiling  wisdom 
which  in  his  old  age  transfigured  his  nat- 
urally rugged  features.  T^  expression 
revealed  something  brighter  than  resigna- 
tion or  even  cheerfulness:  it  was  the  ex- 
ternal sign  of  a  spirit  that  had  faced 
without  shrinking  the  problem  of  exist- 
ence, had  suffered  with  the  poet's  two-fold 
suffering,  as  keenly  through  svmpathy 
as  through  experience  —  and  that  none 
the  less  found  onlv  a  pledge  of  joy  in  the 
beauty  of  life  and  the  promise  of  death. 
...  His  coloring  was  Saxon;  the 
effect  of  the  inward  light  which  tem- 
pered the  austerity  of  his  vigorously 
molded  countenance  was  not  a  little  en- 
hanced by  the  freshness  of  complexion 
which  he  retained  almost  to  the  end,  by  the 
clear  gray-blue  of  his  eyes,  and  the  dry, 
twinkUng  humor  of  his  smile.  His  manner 
towards  strangers,  while  extremely  simple, 
was  marked  by  an  exquisite  suavity  and 
dignity  which  peremptorily,  albeit  tacitly, 
prohibited  undue  familiarity  or  conven- 
tional compliment—LAZARUS,  EM]iA,1882, 
Emerson'i  Pertonality^  CevJtwry  Magazine, 
vol  24,  p.  454. 

The  funeral  ceremonies  of  Emerson  were 
touching  and  eloquent,  but  nothing  that 
was  said  or  done  on  that  occasion  was 
nearly  so  impressive  as  was  the  face  of  the 
man  himself  as  he  lay  in  his  coffin.  .  .  . 
Few  men  can  have  had  more  noticeable 
peculiarities  of  face,  figure,  and  demeanor 
than  Emerson.  Who  that  had  once  seen 
him  could  foi^get  his  appearance?  Who 
ever  spoke  in  his  melodious  measured  tones? 
or  whose  smile  so  well  expressed  the  self- 
command  that  does  not  deal  in  laughter? 
.    .    •    His  ordinary  gait  in  walking  was 


that  of  a  man  whose  attention  is  so  ear- 
nestly fixed  upon  something  on  the  horizon 
that  his  body  is  conveyed  forward  rather 
by  attraction  than  volition.  It  was  pro- 
gression in  its  simplest  form,  steady  and 
uniform,  but  without  the  leak  embellish- 
ment of  grace  or  elegance;  and  yet  there 
was  in  it  something  indicative  of  the  nature 
of  the  man,  that  made  mere  grace  and  ele- 
gance seem  semi-civilized,  fii  his  lectures 
he  stood  before  his  audience  in  the  un- 
studied pose  of  a  New  England  farmer.  He 
had  no  gestures;  sufficient  for  him  were 
the  modulations  of  the  voice,  and  the 
occasional  lifting  of  the  head  and  brighten- 
ing of  the  visage.  Nevertheless,  few 
speakers  comprehended  the  art  and  even 
the  artifices  of  oratory  better  than  he. 
Every  word  that  passed  his  lips  was  so 
uttered  and  presented  as  to  acquire  its 
fullest  force  and  meaning;  and  no  one  else 
could  have  delivered  his  lectures  so  effec- 
tively and  captivatingly  as  he.  The  hand 
that  he  gave  you  in  greeting  was  large  and 
firm;  it  held  yours  for  a  few  moments  in  a 
warm  and  steady  clasp.  There  was  no 
vigorous  and  impulsive  handshakmg,  but 
the  light  of  composed  cordiality  that  ema- 
nated from  his  features  made  the  more  de- 
monstrative forms  of  greeting  seem  vulgar, 
and  inexpressive.— Hawthorne,  Julian, 
1882,  Ralph  Waldo  Emerum,  Harper's 
Magazine,  vol.  65,  pp.  278,  279. 

It  was  a  treat  to  attend  the  lectures  of 
Mr.  Emerson.  He  gave,  in  successive  win- 
ter seasons,  in  Boston  and  other  cities,  be- 
ginning in  1834,  for  many  years,  some  forty 
or  fifty  different  lectures,  and  often  whole 
courses.  It  was  a  special  pleasure  to  listen 
to  him  year  by  year.  At  first,  by  his  quaint, 
terse,  and  richly  laden  sentences,  he  seemed 
to  perplex  some  of  our  wisest  men.  I  sat, 
one  evenmg,  quite  near  the  Hon.  Jeremiah 
Mason— a  man  who  could  penetrate  into 
the  deepest  depths  of  the  law  so  long  as  the 
speaker  or  writer  kept  to  the  "dry  light." 
But  Emerson,  I  saw,  sorely  tried  hun. 
Two  ladies  by  his  side  evidently  enjoyed 
every  word  they  heard.  The  next  day  Mr. 
Mason,  it  is  said,  being  asked  how  he  liked 
Emerson,  replied:  "Oh,  I  couldn't  under- 
stand him  at  all.  You  must  ask  my 
daughters  about  him;  they  took  it  all  in." 
.  .  .  Sometimes,  while  listenmg  to  his 
lectures,  they  seemed  almost"  extempora- 
neous. They  struck  one  as  full  of  thoughts 
entirely  fresh  and  original,  and  in  some 
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passages  as  if  the  inspiration  of  the  hour. 
There  was  sometimes,  in  the  beginning  of  a 
sentenoe,  a  little  hesitancy,  as  if  he  was 
waiting  for  a  word  or  words  to  be  given 
him  for  utterance  at  the  moment.  Still 
they  must  have  been,  we  know,  the  result 
of  long  premeditation  as  well  as  extensive 
reading.— MuzzEY,  A.  B.,  1882,  ReminU- 
fences  and  Memorials  of  Men  of  the  Revolvr 
iion  and  Their  Families,  pp.  344,  345. 

Though  I  could  never  find  in  Emerson's 
efiPusions  as  a  "Vates"  so  rich  a  vein  of 
thought  or  so  awakening  a  power  as  his 
most  devoted  readers  were  able  to  recog- 
nize, vet  in  his  own  personality  he  ap- 
peared to  me  almost  all  that  is  noble, 
lovely,  and  venerable.— Martinbau,  James, 
1882,  To  Alexander  Ireland,  Dec.  31;  Life 
und  LeUers,  ed.  Drummond,  vol.  n,  p.  312. 

Emerson  is  a  genuine  specimen  of  the 
true  Yankee,  that  strange  latest  product 
of  mankind.  New  England  was  colonized 
by  the  Puritans,  and  therefore  the  most 
typical  New  Englander  would  be  a  min- 
ister. Emerson's  ancestors  were  ministers 
for  eight  successive  generations,  and  he 
"smacks  of  the  soil."  In  his  tall,  gaunt 
figure  and  long,  sharp  face  he  had  the  un- 
mistakable characteristics  of  his  race,  a 
race  which  has  become  a  sjrnonym  for 
aharp  bargains,  wit,  and  sound  sense,  and 
intellectuidly  Emerson  was  as  true  a  Yan- 
kee as  ever  Uved.  His  mind  was  always  on 
the  iJertr— paradoxical  as  this  may  seem 
after  what  has  been  previously  said— and 
be  was  abundantly  blessed  with  what  he 
<»Us  "the  saving  grace  of  common  sense." 
The  majority  of  his  illustrations  are  drawn 
from  his  own  observation,  and  others  from 
the  details  of  many  arts  and  sciences.  His 
mind,  in  the  aspect  we  are  now  consider- 
ing, appreciated  the  supreme  worth  of  ex- 
perience. "I  love  facts,"  he  says;  and 
again,  "an  actually  existent  fly,  is  more 
important  than  a  possibly  existent  angel." 
The  second  aspect  of  his  mind  may  be  thus 
briefly  stated,  as  almost  every  page  of  his 
writings  and  every  incident  of  his  life  fur- 
nishes an  illustration  of  it.  As  one  half  of 
his  intellectual  constitution  was  Platonic, 
the  other  half  was  thus  pre-eminently 
Yankee.— Norman,  Henry,  1883,  Ralph 
Waldo  Emerson:  An  Ethieal  Study,  Fori- 
nighUy  Review,  vol.  40,  p.  425. 

Was  all  his  days  an  arch  traitor  to  our 
existing  civilized  regiment,  inasmuch  as  he 
imconsciously  managed  to  set  aside  its 


fundamental  principle  in  doing  without 
conscience,  winch  was  the  entire  secret  of 
his  very  exceptional  interest  to  men's  specu- 
lation. He  betrayed  it  to  be  sure  without 
being  at  all  aware  of  what  he  was  doing; 
but  this  was  really  all  that  he  distinctively 
did  to  my  observation.  .  .  .*  He  was 
lineally  descended  to  begin  with,  from  a 
half-score  of  comatose  New  England  clergy- 
men, in  whose  behalf  probably  the  religious 
instinct  had  been  used  up.  Or,  what  to 
their  experience  had  been  religion,  became 
in  that  of  their  descendant  life.  The  actual 
truth,  at  any  rate,  was  that  he  never  felt  a 
movement  of  the  Uf e  of  conscience  from  the 
day  of  his  birth  till  that  of  his  death.  I 
could  never  see  any  signs  of  such  a  life  in 
him.  I  remember,  to  be  sure,  that  he  had 
a  great  gift  of  friendship,  and  that  he  was 
very  plucky  in  behalf  of  his  friends  when- 
ever they  felt  themselves  assailed— as 
plucky  as  a  woman.  .  .  .  Now  Emer- 
son was  seriously  incapable  of  a  subjective 
judgment  upon  himself;  he  did  not  know 
the  inward  difference  between  good  and 
evQ,  so  far  as  he  was  himself  concerned. 
No  doubt  he  perfectly  comprehended  the 
outward  or  moral  difference  between  these 
thinss;  but  I  insist  upon  it  that  he  never  so 
much  as  dreamed  of  any  inward  or  spiritual 
difference  between  them.  ...  On  the 
whole  I  may  say  that  at  first  I  was  greatly 
disappointed  in  him,  because  his  intellect 
never  kept  the  promise  which  his  lovely 
face  and  manners  held  out  to  me.  He  was 
to  my  senses  a  literal  divine  presence  in 
the  house  with  me;  and  we  cannot  recog- 
nize literal  divine  presences  in  our  houses 
without  feeling;  sure  that  they  will  be  able 
to  say  something  of  critical  importance  to 
one's  intellect.  It  turned  out  that  any 
average  old  dame  in  a  horse-car  would  have 
satisfied  my  intellectaal  rapacity  just  as 
well  as  Emerson.— James,Henrt,  Sr.,  1884, 
Spirihuil  Creation,  Literary  Remains,  ed. 
James,  pp.  293,  294,  295,  297. 

Emerson's  personal  appearance  was  that 
of  a  scholar,  the  descendant  of  scholars. 
He  was  tall  and  slender,  with  the  c<Mnplex- 
ion  which  is  bred  in  the  alcove  and  not  in 
the  open  air.  He  used  to  tell  his  son  Ed- 
ward that  he  measured  ax  feet  in  his  shoes, 
but  his  son  thinks  he  could  hardly  have 
straightened  himself  to  that  height  in  his 
later  years.  He  was  very  light  for  a  man 
of  his  stature.  .  .  .  Emerson's  head 
was  not  such  as  Schopenhauer  insists  upon 
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for  a  philosopher.  He  wore  a  hat  measur- 
ing six  and  seven-eighths  on  the  eepkaUh 
meter  used  by  hatters,  which  is  equivalent 
to  twenty-one  inches  and  a  quarter  of  cir- 
cumference. The  average  size  is  from  sev- 
en to  seven  and  an  eighth,  so  that  his  head 
was  quite  small  in  that  dimension.  It  was 
long  and  narrow,  but  lofty,  almost  sym- 
metrical, and  of  more  nearly  equal  breadth 
in  its  anterior  and  posterior  regions  than 
many  or  most  heads.  His  shoulders  sloped 
so  much  as  to  be  commented  upon  for  this 
peculiarity  by  Mr.  Gilfillan,  and  like  "  Am- 
mon's  great  son,''  he  carried  one  shoulder  a 
little  Ugher  than  the  other.  His  face  was 
thin,  his  nose  somewhat  aocipitrine,  casting 
a  broad  shadow;  his  mouth  rather  wide, 
well  formed  and  well  closed,  carrying  a 
question  and  an  assertion  in  its  finely  fin- 
ished curves;  the  lower  lip  a  little  promi- 
nent, the  chin  shapely  and  firm,  as  becomes 
the  comer-stone  of  the  countenance.  His 
expression  was  calm,  sedate,  kindly,  with 
that  look  of  refinement,  centering  about 
the  lips,  which  is  rarely  found  in  the 
male  New  Englander,  unless  the  family 
features  have  been  for  two  or  three  culti- 
vated generations  the  battlefield  and  the 
play-ground  of  varied  thoughts  and  com- 
plex emotions  as  weU  as  the  sensuous  and 
nutritive  port  of  entry.  His  whole  look 
was  irradiated  by  an  ever  active  inquiring 
intelligence.  Ifis  manner  was  noble  and 
gracious  .  .  .  Emerson's  mode  of  liv- 
ing was  very  simple;  coffee  in  the  morning, 
tea  in  the  evening,  animal  food  by  choice 
only  once  a  day,  wine  only  when  with 
others  using  it,  but  always  pie  at  break- 
fast. ...  He  never  laughed  loudly. 
When  he  laughed  it  was  under  protest,  as 
it  were,  with  closed  doors,  his  mouth  shut, 
so  that  the  explosion  had  to  seek  another 
respiratory  channel,  and  found  its  way  out 
quietly,  while  his  eve-brows  and  nostrils 
and  all  his  features  betrayed  the  "  ground 
swell,"  as  Professor  Thayer  happily  called 
it,  of  the  half-suppressed  convulsion.  He 
was  averse  to  loud  laughter  in  others,  and 
objected  to  Ifargaret  l^ler  that  she  made 
him  laugh  too  much.— Holmes,  Oliver 
Wendell,  1884,  Ralph  Waldo  Emerion 
(Ameriean  Men  of  Letters),  pp.  359,  362, 
364. 

A  bom  idealist,  carrying  or  carried  by 
Us  idealism  sometimes  to  excess,  offended 
by  the  deacons'  creaking  boots  as  they 
bore  around  the  consecrated  elements  in 


their  hands,  he  forswore  his  clerical  part  in 
that  particular  ceremony  as  unsuited  to 
the  Occidental  mind,  and  proposed  a  change 
in  the  administration  of  the  Lord's  Supper; 
which  his  parish  not  accepting,  he  resipied 
his  place,  parting  with  gnef  from  his 
flock.  ...  AU  the  sects  may  well 
waive  claim  of  property  in  a  man  so  human 
and  humane  .  .  .  Emerson,  supposed 
irreligious,  was  pre-eminently  reli^ous, 
because,  not  bewildered  or  diverted  like  a 
butterfly  by  the  multitude  of  gay  phe- 
nomena, he  clung  to  the  noumena,  the 
real  and  invisible,  and  his  conduct  corre- 
sponded to  his  belief.  Dogma  is  thought 
to  be  the  parent  of  creed;  but  behavior 
returns  the  compliment,  and  fashions  the 
faith.  Through  all  the  spectacle  and 
panorama  of  sensible  impressions,  coat  of 
many  colors,  protean  forms,  he,  as  Plata 
bids,  exercised  his  intelleeL  His  mind 
and  heart  sought  the  object  of  worship. 
The  atheist  leaps  like  a  grasshopper  from 
appearance  to  appearance;  the  pantheist 
fails  to  distinguish  ai)pearanoe  from  reality. 
He  fixed  on  the  unity  in  the  universe. — 
Bartol,  Ctrus  Augustus,  1884,  Emerto^'s 
Religion,  The  Oenim  and  Character  of  Emer- 
ion,  ed.  Sanborn,  pp.  110,  116,  121. 

The  portrut  by  David  Scott  recalls  his 
expression  and  action  in  the  lecture-room 
during  that  early  period.  The  rapt  ex- 
pression of  intense  thought  was  empha- 
sized by  the  peculiar  action  of  the  hand, 
which  Scott  has  given.  His  voice  was 
modulated  by  every  shade  of  feeling,  but 
bad  always ,  a  peculiar  resonance  which 
gave  spirit  and  life  to  its  tones;  and  it  an- 
swered to  that  glance  of  the  eyes  which 
recalled  Mrs.  CMld's  comparison  of  light 
shining  out  from  a  temple.  But  the 
charm  of  manner  was  intimately  connected 
with  the  thought,  and  was  not  that  super- 
ficial readiness  which  pleases  everybody. 
Newspaper  writers  ana  School-ship  boys 
thought  it  awkward  and  embarrassed. 
He  never  wearied  his  audience;  he  was  a 
perfect  artist  in  the  correspondence  be- 
tween the  value  of  the  thought  and  the 
beauty  of  the  expression,  and  his  sen- 
tences were  like  jewels  whose  brilliancy 
drew  your  attention  before  you  knew  their 
worth.  He  was  very  scrupulous  in  regard 
to  time,  never  keeping  his  audience  more 
than  an  hour,  but  often  tantalizing  them 
by  suddenly  closing  his  lecture  when  seem- 
ingly much  of  his  manuscript  remained. 
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unread.— Cheney,  Ednah  D.,  1884,  Emer- 
son  and  Boston,  The  Oenius  and  Character 
of  Emerson,  ed.  Sanborn,  p.  16. 

When  the  book-mania  fell  upon  me  at 
fifteen,  I  used  to  venture  into  Mr.  Emer- 
son's library,  and  ask  what  I  should 
read,  never  conscious  of  the  audac- 
ity of  my  demand,  so  genial  was  my  wel- 
come. His  kind  hand  opened  to  me  the 
rict^less  of  Shakespeare,  Dante,  Goethe, 
and  Carlyle;  and  I  gratefuUy  recall  the 
sweet  patience  with  which  he  led  me 
round  the  book-lined  room,  till  the  ''new 
and  very  interesting  book"  was  found, 
or  the  indulgent  smile  he  wore  when  I  pro- 
posed something  far  above  my  compre- 
hension. .  .  .  Living  what  he  wrote, 
his  influence  purified  and  brightened  like 
sunshine.  Many  a  thoughtful  young  man 
and  woman  owe  to  Emerson  the  spark  that 
kindled  their  highest  aspirations,  and 
showed  them  how  to  make  the  conduct  of  a 
life  a  helpful  lesson,  not  a  blind  struggle.— 
Alcott,  Louisa  Mat,  1885,  ^eminis^' 
eences  of  Ralph  Waldo  Emerson,  Some 
Noted  Princes,  Authors  and  Statesmen  of 
our  Time,  ed,  Parton,  pp.  284,  285. 

Emerson  came  into  the  world  with  an 
enduring  constitution,  so  that  he  lived  to 
be  within  one  year  of  fourscore.  He  had 
excellent  organs  of  digestion,  and  in  mature 
Ufe  could  "eat  pie"  like  a  school-boy;  he 
slept  well  at  night,  and  during  sleep  kept 
a  window  open,  even  in  midwinter;  but  he 
complains  more  than  twice  of  his  want  of 
power  of  voice  and  "a  commanding  pres- 
ence;" so  that  the  reader  of  his  life  is  led 
to  indulge  in  a  surmise  what  he  would  have 
become  if  he  had  had  "a  commanding 
presence"  like  Webster;  or  if  to  the  ques- 
tion, "Whose  voice  is  music  now?"  he 
could  have  claimed  a  right  to  place  himself 
by  the  side  of  Henry  Clay.  Whenever  he 
exercised  his  mind  on  public  affairs,  he  did 
so  with  judgment  and  courage. — Bancropt 
Qeorqe,  1885,  Holmes's  Life  of  Emerson, 
North  American  Review,  vol  140,  p.  131. 

As  a  character  Emerson  appears  to  me 
greater  than  when  regarded  as  an  author 
only.  ...  I  saw  him  in  Florence.  A 
tall,  slender  figure,  with  the  radiant  smile 
which  is  peculiar  to  children  and  men  of 
the  highest  order.  His  daughter  Ellen 
was  hb  companion,  and  devoted  to  him. 
The  noblest  culture  raises  men  above  na- 
tional peculiarities  and  makes  them  per- 
fectly unaffected.    Emerson  had  an  un- 


pretentious dignity  of  demeanor,  and  I  felt 
as  if  I  had  always  known  him.  At  that 
time  he  was  still  fresh  and  could  work. 
Soon  after  an  infirmity  came  upon  him. 
He  wholly  lost  his  memory.  One  of  my 
former  hearers  wrote  me  an  account  of  his 
last  visit  to  him.  Emerson  sat  there,  says 
the  letter,  like  an  old  eagle  in  his  eyrie. 
He  greeted  me  in  the  most  kind  and  friendly 
manner,  but  could  no  longer  rememb^ 
men  or  things.— Grimm,  Herman,  1886, 
Ralph  Waldo  Emerson,  Literature,  ir.  Adams, 
pp.  23,  42. 

We  were  babies  and  boys  together, 
but  I  can  recall  but  one  image  of  him  as 
playing,  and  that  was  on  the  floor  of  my 
another's  chamber.  I  don't  think  he  ever 
engaged  in  boys'  play^  not  because  of  any 
physical  inabUity,  but  simply  because, 
from  his  earliest  years,  he  dwelt  in  a  higher 
sphere.  My  one  deep  impression  is  that, 
from  his  earliest  childhood,  our  friiend  loved 
and  moved  and  had  his  being  in  an  at- 
mosphere of  letters,  quite  apart  by  himself. 
I  can  as  little  remember  when  he  was  not 
literary  in  his  pursuits  as  when  I  first  made 
his  acquaintance.  —  Furness,  William 
Henrt,  1887,  Letter  to  James  Elliot  Cabot,  A 
Memoir  of  Rcdph  Waldo  Emerson,  ed.  Cabot, 
vol  I,  p.  5. 

Emerson  never  grew  old;  at  heart  he  was 
to  the  last  as  young  as  ever,  his  feelings  as 
unworn,  his  faith  as  assured  as  in  the  days 
of  his  youth.  Many  visions  he  had  seen 
pass  away,  but  the  import  of  them  remained, 
only  confirmed  and  enlarged  in  scope.  Nor 
were  bodily  infirmities  swift  to  come  upon 
him.  His  hair  remained  thick,  and  its 
brown  color  unchanged  up  to  rather  a  late 
period,  when  suddenly  it  began  to  come  off 
in  large  patches.  ISs  eyesight,  which 
sometimes  failed  him  in  his  youth,  and 
early  manhood,  was  remarkably  strong 
in  the  latter  part  of  his  life.  He  used  no 
glasses  in  reading  his  lectures  until  he  was 
sixty-four,  when  he  found  the  need  of  them 
in  a  Phi  Beta  Kappa  speech  in  1867,  and  was 
thrown  into  some  confusion,  attributed 
by  the  audience  to  the  usual  disarray  of 
his  manuscript.  Dr.  Hedge,  in  his  recol- 
lections of  Emerson  in  1828,  notes  the 
slowness  of  his  movements;  but  I  think 
most  persons  who  saw  him  first  in  more 
advanced  years  will  have  been  struck  with 
the  rapid  step  with  which  he  moved 
through  the  Boston  streets,  his  eye  fixed 
on  the  distance.    I  count  myself  a  good 
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walker,  but  I  used  to  find  myself  kept  at  a 
stretch  when  I  walked  with  him  in  the 
Concord  woods,  when  he  was  past  seventy. 
Miss  Elizabeth  Hoar  and  one  or  two  other 
persons  who  remembered  him  from  his 
youth  have  told  me  that  he  seemed  to 
them  more  erect  in  carriage,  better  "set 
up/'  in  later  years.  A  life  so  much  in  the 
open  air  no  doubt  had  gradually  strength- 
ened an  originally  feeble  habit  of  body. 
Emerson  was  never  quite  willing  to  ac- 
knowledge the  fact  of  sickness  or  debility.— 
Cabot,  James  Elliot,  1887,  A  Memoir  of 
Ralph  Waldo  Emenon,  vol  n,  p.  649. 

I  am  not  aware  of  any  material  change 
in  my  estimate  of  Mr.  Emerson's  character 
from  the  time  of  my  earliest  acquaintance 
with  him.  It  is  possible,  however,  that 
my  judgment  of  him  may  be,  in  some  de- 
gree, unconsciously  tinged  by  my  recollec- 
tions of  the  lovely  qualities  of  his  mother, 
from  whom,  it  always  seemed  to  me,  he  in- 
herited many  of  his  most  striking  traits.  If 
I  were  asked  to  express  in  the  fewest  words 
what  it  was  in  Mr.  Emerson  that  most  im- 
pressed me,  I  should  answer  without  hesi- 
tation, his  reverent  faith  in  God;  his  pure 
and  blameless  life.  —  Haskins,  David 
Greene,  1887,  Ralph  Waldo  Emenon,  HU 
Maternal  Ancestors  trith  Some  Reminucenees 
of  Him,  pp.  137,  139. 

The  great  Emerson,  whose  discourses,  as 
a  rule,  were  far  above  the  comprehension 
of  the  common  multitude,  was  not  a  good 
speaker,  and  certainly  made  no  attempts 
to  amuse,  but,  on  the  contrary,  aimed  to 
instruct  his  audiences,  told  me  himself 
that  he  once  lectured  to  seven  people  at 
Montreal.  This  he  did  to  console  me  for 
the  fact  that  I  had  mentioned  to  him,  that 
I  had  lectured  to  about  thirty  in  Phila- 
delphia. .  .  .  Eloquent  as  he  was 
with  his  pen,  he  was  abnormally  shy 
and  retiring,  and  did  not  shine  in  con- 
versation, or  greatly  care  to  indulge  in 
it.  like  Wordsworth,  whom  he  visited 
at  Rydal  Mount,  and  of  whom  he  spoke 
to  me. 
He  did  not  much  or  oft  delight, 
To  season  his  fireside  with  personal  talk, 
though  he  could  break  through  his  natural 
undemonstrativeness  upon  occasion,  when 
conversing  with  a  companion  after  his  own 
heart,  with  whom  he  could  exchange  ideas 
rather  than  re-echo  commonplaces. — 
Mackay,  Charles,  1887,  Through  the  Long 
Day,  vol  n,  pp,  143, 151. 


Emerson's  elocution  has  been  frequently 
described,  and  most  hearers  attest  its 
magical  effect.  It  was,  or  seemed,  the 
purest  natural  endowment;  if  it  owed  any- 
thing to  art,  it  was  the  art  eelare.  It  gave 
the  impression  of  utter  absorption  in  the 
theme,  and  indifference  to  all  rhetoric 
and  all  oratorical  stratagem.  Composed 
and  undemonstrative  as  any  listener, 
almost  motionless,  except  for  a  slight 
vibration  of  the  body,  seldom  even  adapts 
ing  his  voice  to  his  matter,  he  seemed  to 
confide  entirely  in  the  justness  of  his 
thought,  the  felicity  of  his  language,  and 
the  singular  music  of  his  voice.—  Garnett, 
Richard,  1888,  Life  of  Ralph  Waldo  Emer- 
son (Great  Writere),  p,  169. 

He  established  certain  iron  rules  for 
the  management  of  the  pilgrims.  No 
railing  or  wilful  rudeness  or  uncleanness 
would  he  permit.  In  the  autumn  of 
1871,  some  years  after  the  arrival  of  the 
more  wild  and  uncouth  Reformers  had 
ceased,  a  man  short,  thick,  hairy,  dirty, 
and  wild-eyed  came  to  our  door  and  asked 
to  see  Mr.  Emerson.  I  showed  him  into 
the  parlor  and  went  to  call  my  father,  and 
returned  with  him,  the  guest  had  so  wild 
.a  look.  It  appeared  that  he  came  from 
Russia,  and  very  possibly  the  distance  he 
had  had  to  travel  may  have  accounted  for 
his  very  late  arrival.  He  stood  with  his 
hat  on.  I  knew  that  that  hat  would  have 
to  come  off  before  spiritual  communica- 
tion could  be  opened,  but  wondered  how  it 
could  be  got  off,  as  the  man  looked  deter- 
mined. My  father  saluted  him,  asked 
him  to  be  seated  and  offered  to  take  his 
hat.  He  declined  and  began  to  explain 
his  mission.  My  father  again  asked  him  to 
take  his  hat  off,  which  proposition  he  ig- 
nored and  began  again  to  explain  his  ad- 
vanced views.  Again  the  host  said,  "Yes, 
but  let  me  take  your  hat,  sir."  The  Rus- 
sian snorted  some  impatient  remark  about 
attending  to  such  trifles,  and  began  again, 
but  my  father  firmly,  yet  with  perfect 
sweetness,  said,  "Very  well,  then,  we  will 
talk  in  the  yard,"  showed  the  guest  out, 
and  walked  to  and  fro  with  him  under  the 
apple-trees,  patiently  hearing  him  for  a  few 
minutes;  but  the  man  who  was  a  fanatic,  if 
not  insane,  and  spJBcially  desired  that  a 
hall  be  secured  for  him,  free  of  charge,  to 
address  the  people,  soon  departed,  shaking 
off  the  dust  of  his  feet  against  a  man  so 
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bound  up  in  slavish  customs  of  society  as 
Mr.  Emerson.— Emerson,  Edward  Waldo, 
1888,  Emerson  in  Concord,  p.  209. 

It  now  becomes  my  duty  to  unveil  and 
present  to  the  British  public,  and  to  the 
strangers  within  our  gates  who  can  appre- 
ciate greatness,  the  stotute  of  a  great  man 
[Carlyle].  Might  I  append  to  these  brief 
remarks  the  expression  of  a  wish,  personal 
perhaps  in  its  warmth,  but  more  than  per- 
sonal in  its  aim,  that  somewhere  upon  this 
Thames  Embankment  could  be  raised  a 
companion  memorial  to  a  man  who  loved 
our  hero,  and  was  by  him  beloved  to  the 
end?  I  refer  to  the  loftiest,  purest,  and 
most  penetrating  spirit  that  was  ever  shown 
in  American  literature— to  Ralph  Waldo 
Emerson,  the  Ufe-long  friend  of  Thomas 
Carlyle.— Tyndall,  John,  1890,  Personal 
RecoUeetums  of  Thomas  Carlyle,  New  Frag- 
mMSy  p.  397. 

Well  do  I  remember  his  tender,  shrewd, 
wise  face  as  I  first  saw  it.  Almost  before 
we  were  alone  he  made  me  forget  in  whose 
presence  I  stood.  He  was  merely  an  old, 
quiet,  modest  gentleman,  pressing  me  to  a 
seat  near  him,  and  all  at  once  talking  about 
college  matters,  the  new  gymnasium,  the 
Quarterly,  and  from  these  about  books  and 
reading  and  writing;  and  all  as  if  he  con- 
tinually expected  as  much  as  he  gave.  And 
so  it  was  ever  after;  no  circumstances  so 
varying  but,  whether  I  saw  him  alone  or  in 
the  presence  of  others,  there  was  the  ever- 
ready  welcome  shining  in  his  eyes,  the  same 
manifest  gentleness  and  persistent  prefer- 
ence of  others. — Woodbury,  Charles  J., 
1890,  Emerson's  Talks  toUh  a  College  Boy, 
Century  Magadne,  vol  39,  p.  621. 

He  had  a  penetrating,  eager,  questioning 
look.  His  head  was  tlmist  out  as  if  in  quest 
of  knowledge.  His  gaze  was  steady  and 
intense.  IBs  speech  was  laconic  and  to  the 
purpose.  His  direct  manner  suggested 
a  wish  for  closer  acquaintance  with  the 
mind.  His  very  courtesy,  which  was  in- 
variable and  exquisite  in  its  way,  had  an 
air  of  inquiry  about  it.  There  was  no 
varnish,  no  studied  grace  of  motion  or  de- 
meanor, no  manifest  desire  to  please,  but  a 
kind  of  wistf  ulness  as  of  one  who  took  you 
at  your  best  and  wanted  to  draw  it  out.  He 
accosted  the  soul,  and  with  the  winning 
persuasiveness  which  befits  friendliness  on 
human  terms.  There  was  a  certain  shy- 
ness which  indicated  the  modesty  which  is 
bom  of  the  spirit.— Frothingham,  Oc- 


TAVius  Brooks,   1891,  ReeoUeciions  and 
Impressions,  p.  166. 

We,  who  knew  him,  talked  with  him  and 
loved  him,  know  that  he  found  the  king- 
dom of  heaven  on  earth.  He  found  G<m1 
reigning  in  his  babe's  nursery;  at  the  post- 
office;  when  he  pruned  ik  apple-trees, 
and  when  he  took  the  train  for  Boston. 
We  want  you,  who  have  not  seen  him,  to 
believe  that  the  man  of  ideas  was  thus  a 
human  man,  a  man  with  men.  He  was  not 
a  dreamer.  He  was  an  actor.  He  taught 
us  how  to  live;  and  he  did  so  because  he 
lived  himself.— Hale,  Edward  Everett, 
1893-1900,  Addresses  and  Essays,  p.  257. 

Emerson's  manner  in  the  lecture-room, 
like  that  which  distinguished  him  in  private 
was  one  of  perfect  serenity.  For  any  emo* 
tion  that  he  displayed,  tiiere  might  have 
been  no  audience  before  him.  He  always 
read  his  lectures,  and  in  a  grave  monotone, 
for  the  most  part,  with  rarely  any  emphasis. 
Much  in  them  must  have  been  ''caviare  to 
the  general,"  but  ever  and  anon  some 
striking  thought,  strikingly  expressed, 
produ(>ed  a  ripple  of  response  from  the 
audience,  and  the  close  of  his  finely  dis- 
criminating lecture  on  Napoleon  was  fol- 
lowed by  several  rounds  of  applause,  all 
this  confirming  what  he  once  said  to  me, 
that  such  lecturing  triumphs  as  fell  to  him 
were  achieved  by  "hits."  To  the  public 
success  or  failure  of  his  lectures  he  ap- 
peared to  be  profoundly  indifferent,  a 
mood  to  which  his  experience  in  American 
lecture-rooms  had  habituated  him.  He 
told  me,  with  perfect  equanimity,  that  at 
home  he  was  accustomed  to  see  hearers, 
after  listening  to  him  a  little,  walk  out  of 
the  room,  as  much  as  to  say  that  they  had 
had  enough  of  him.  At  his  Manchester 
lectures  the  audiences  were  numerous  and 
attentive.  Whatever  they  might  fail  to 
understand,  they  evidently  felt  that  this 
was  a  man  of  genius  and  of  high  and  pure 
mind.— EsPiNASSE,  Francts,  1893,  Literarf 
RecoUeetions  and  Sketches,  p,  157. 

In  his  later  days  Emerson's  voice  faUed 
him  for  lecturing,  and  still  later  and  more 
entirely  his  memory  of  words.  His  hedta- 
tion  for  the  right  word  had  to  be  met  by 
guesses.  At  Longfellow's  grave,  having  to 
speak  of  him,  very  touching  was  the  failure 
—"Our  dear  friend,  whose  name  at  this 
moment  I  cannot  recall."—  Linton,  Will- 
iam James,  1894,  Threescore  and  Ten 
Years,  p.  216. 
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I£s  works  have  a  quality  like  light,  and 
a  purity  as  of  snows  caught  in  Sie  high 
Alps,  but  the  man  was  still  clearer  and 
rarer,— a  nature  not  to  be  reflected  in 
print,  however  skilfully  ordered.— Mabie, 
Hamilton  Wbight,  1894,  My  Study  Fire, 
Second  Series,  p.  44. 

If  Emerson  laughed  at  all,  it  was  very 
quietly.  Garlyle's  loud  roaring  laugh  must 
have  been  intolerable  to  him.  But  Emer- 
son's smile  was  something  to  remember. 
It  was  the  wisest  smile.  His  lips  and  eyes 
were  implicated  in  it  about  equally.  It 
could  do  many  things:  for  one,  express  his 
"cherub  scorn"  of  what  he  didn't  like;  also 
his  gladness  in  a  thought  which  came  to 
him  he  knew  not  whence;  agidn  his  pleasure 
in  some  palpable  absurdity.— Chadwick, 
John  Whitb,  1895,  Ameriea*$  Seven  Great 
PoeU,  The  Arena,  vol.  15,  p.  16. 

Emerson  might  be  seen  on  his  way  to  the 
post-oflEice  at  precisely  half-past  five  every 
afternoon,  after  the  crowd  there  had  dis- 
persed. His  step  was  delibersbe  and  digni- 
fied, and  though  his  tall  lean  figure  was  not 
a  symmetrical  one,  nor  were  his  move- 
ments graceful,  yet  there  was  something 
very  pleasant  in  the  aspect  of  him  even  at  a 
distance.  The  same  has  also  been  said  of 
good  statuary,  even  before  we  know  what 
is  its  subject.  He  knew  all  the  people  old 
and  young  m  the  village,  and  had  a  Idndly 
word  or  a  smile  for  every  one  of  them. 
His  smile  was  better  than  anything  he  sud. 
There  is  no  word  in  the  language  that 
describes  it.  It  was  neither  sweet  nor 
saintly,  but  more  like  what  a  German  poet 
called  the  mild  radiance  of  a  hidden  sun. 
No  picture,  photograph  or  bust  of  Emerson 
has  ever  done  him  justice  for  this  reason; 
only  such  a  master  as  Giorgione  could  have 
painted  his  portrait.  Every  morning  after 
reading  the  "Boston  Advertiser"  he  would 
go  to  Us  study,  to  take  up  the  work  of  the 
day  previous  and  cross  out  every  word  in 
it  that  could  possibly  be  spared.  This  pro- 
cedure and  his  taste  for  unusual  words  is 
what  gives  the  peculiar  style  to  his  writing. 
It  was  characteristic  of  him  physically  and 
mentally.  He  had  a  spare  figure;  was 
sparing  of  speech,  sparing  of  praise,  and 
sparing  of  time;  in  all  things  temperate  and 
stoical.  He  had  an  aquiline  face,  made  up 
of  powerful  features  without  an  inch  of 
spare  territory. 

"With  beams  December  planets  dart 
His  keen  eye  truth  and  conduct  scanned." 


Hb  eyes  were  sometimes  exceedingly  bril- 
liant; his  nose  was  strong  and  aquiline; 
and  the  lower  part  of  his  face,  especially 
the  mouth,  was  notably  like  the  bust  of 
Julius  Gssar.  His  voice  was  a  baritone  of 
rapid  inflections,  and  when  he  was  very 
much  in  earnest  it  changed  to  a  deep  bass. 
—Stearns,  Frank  Preston,  1895,  Sketckee 
from  Concord  and  Appledore,  p.  89. 

He  was  a  poet,  a  genius,  and  had  the 
face  of  an  angel.— Sherwood,  Mart  E.  W., 
1897,  An  EpieUe  to  Poeterity,  p.  120. 

The  impression  of  Emerson  as  dwelling 
in  cloud-land,  the  central  figure  in  a  com- 
pany of  ethereal  shapes,  is  removed  when  he 
IS  seen  before  other  backgrounds  than 
those  of  Transcendentalism.  The  good 
people  of  Concord  began  by  giving  him  the 
office  of  h(^reeve,  usually  l^towed  upon 
newly  married  men,  and  always  found  him 
eager  for  the  well-being  of  the  place,  not 
only  in  wishes,  but  in  service.  If  he  had 
given  the  town  nothing  but  the  lines  which 
live  with  ''the  embattied  farmer"  of 
French's  noble  statue,  it  would  have  been 
much,  but  there  were  many  local  "occa- 
sions" made  richer  by  the  voice  and 
wisdom  of  Emerson.  There  was  no  little 
significance  in  the  words  of  a  simple  woman 
who  brought  her  work  to  an  early  end  one 
day  to  go  to  a  lecture  of  Emerson's  before 
the  Concord  Lyceum.  When  she  was  asked 
if  she  could  understand  him,  she  replied: 
'^Not  a  word,  but  I  like  to  go  and  see  him 
stand  up  there  and  look  as  if  he  thought 
everyone  was  as  good  as  he  was."  Through 
his  friendships  in  Boston,  especially  after 
the  foundation  of  the  "Atlantic  Monthly" 
and  the  Saturday  Club  in  1857,  he  was 
brought  often  into  contact  with  men  of  the 
world,  in  the  best  sense  of  that  elastic 
phrase.  The  names  of  the  men  associated 
with  the  beginnings  of  these  two  organiza- 
tions are  too  well  known  to  need  repetition. 
Emerson  had  great  pleasure  in  their  society; 
and  of  his  effect  upon  them,  perhaps 
Lowell  spoke  for  all  when  he  wrote  to 
Thomas  Hughes:  "He  is  as  sweetiy  high- 
minded  as  ever,  and  when  one  meets  him 
the  fall  of  Adam  seems  a  false  report. 
Afterwards  we  feel  our  throats,  and  are 
startled  by  the  tell-tale  lump  there."— 
Howe,  M.  A.  DeWolpb,  1898,  American 
Bookmen,  p.  193. 

He  was  a  man  of  angelic  nature,  pure, 
exquisite,  yet  refined,  and  human.  All  con- 
cede him  the  highest  place  in  our  literary 
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heaven.  First  class  in  genius  and  in  charac- 
ter, he  was  able  to  discern  the  face  of  the 
times.  To  him  was  entrusted  not  only  the 
silver  trump  of  prophecy,  but  also  that  shan) 
and  two-edged  sword  of  the  Spirit  with 
which  the  legendary  archangel  Michael 
overcomes  the  brute  Satan.  In  the  great 
victory  of  his  day,  the  triumph  of  freedom 
over  slavery,  he  has  a  record  not  to  be 
outdone  and  never  to  be  forgotten. — Howe, 
JuLU  Ward,  1899,  RemnUences,  1819- 
1899,  p.  292. 

He  lectured  in  forty  successive  seasons 
before  a  single  "lyceum"— that  of  Salem, 
Mass.  His  fine  delivery  unquestionably 
did  a  great  deal  for  the  dissemination  of 
his  thought.  After  once  hearing  him,  that 
sonorous  oratory  seemed  to  roll  through 
every  sentence  that  the  student  read;  and 
his  very  peculiarities, — the  occasional  pause 
accompanied  with  a  deep  gaze  of  the  eyes, 
or  the  apparent  hesitation  in  the  selection 
of  a  word,  always  preparing  the  way,  like 
Charles  Lamb's  stammer,  for  some  stroke 
of  mother-wit,  —  these  identified  them- 
selves with  his  personality,  and  secured  his 
hold.  He  always  shrank  from  extempo- 
raneous speech,  though  sometimes  most 
effective  in  its  use;  he  wrote  of  himself  once 
as  "the  worst  known  public  speaker,  and 
growing  continually  worse;"  but  his  most 
studied  remarks  had  the  effect  of  off-hand 
conviction  from  the  weight  and  beauty  of 
his  elocution.— HiGOiNSON,  Thobias  Went- 
WORTH,  1899,  Contemporaries,  p.  9. 

It  was  my  fortune  to  be  sent  to  Concord, 
at  Mr.  Redpath's  suggestion,  to  see  if  Mr. 
Emerson  would  come  in  and  give  us  a 
lecture.  I  went  out  and  met  the  dear  old 
man  at  the  Manse  House.  He  greeted  me 
very  cordially  and  gladly  accepted  the 
invitation  to  come  in  and  lecture.  The  date 
was  fixed;  it  was  advertised  in  the  news- 
papers; tickets  were  put  out  at  from  one  to 
three  dollars,  and  many  of  the  Boston 
ladies  sold  them.  The  afternoon  for  the 
lecture  came.  The  Old  South  was  filled 
with  as  choice  an  audience  of  the  blue 
blood  of  Boston  as  has  ever  assembled  in 
that  old  chapel.  Mr.  Emerson  came  in  and 
was  introduced  by  Father  Neil.  As  he 
began  reading  his  lecture  the  audience  was 
very  attentive.  After  a  few  moments  he 
lost  his  place,  and  his  grand-daughter, 
sitting  in  the  front  row  of  seats,  gently 
stepped  toward  him  and  reminded  him  that 
he  was  lecturing.    He  saw  at  once  that  he 


was  wandering,  and  with  the  most  charm- 
ing, characteristic,  apologetic  bow  he 
resumed  his  place— an  incident  that  seemed 
to  affect  the  audience  more  than  anything 
that  could  possibly  have  occurred.  A  few 
moments  later  he  took  a  piece  of  manu- 
script in  his  hand,  and  turning  around  with 
it,  laid  it  on  a  side  table.  Just  then  one  of 
the  audience  said  to  me  (I  think  it  was  Mrs. 
livermore  or  Mrs.  Howe),  "Please  have  the 
audience  pass  right  out,"  and  rushing  up  to 
Mr.  Emerson,  said,  "Thank  you  so  much 
for  that  delightful  lecture,"  then  turning 
around,  waved  the  audience  to  go  out. 
He  probably  had  been  speaking  about 
fifteen  mmutes.  The  audience  passed  out, 
many  of  them  in  tears.  It  was  one  of  the 
most  pathetic  sights  that  I  ever  witnessed. 
It  did  not  attract  very  much  attention  just 
then,  and  I  never  read  any  account  of  it 
in  the  newspapers.  I  suppose  it  was  out  of 
love  and  veneration  for  the  dear  man  that 
the  incident  did  not  receive  public  men- 
tion, but  there  must  be  a  great  many  still 
alive  who  were  witnesses  of  that  memorable 
scene.  It  was  Ralph  Waldo  Emerson's 
last  public  appearance.— Pond,  James  Bur- 
ton, 1900,  EeetntricUies  of  Genius,  p.  331. 

There  was  more  congruity  in  the  presence 
and  conversation  of  Emerson  with  the 
ideal  one  naturally  formed  of  him  than  we 
usually  find  in  our  personal  intercourse 
with  famous  writers.  I  think  this  is 
partly  the  cause  of  the  powerful  impres- 
sion he  made  upon  his  contemporaries.  His 
manner  of  life,  the  man  himself,  was  at  one 
with  his  thought;  his  thought  at  one  with 
his  expression.  There  were  no  piutuloxes, 
none  of  the  supposed  eccentricities  of  genius, 
to  furnish  the  intolerable  ana  for  future 
literary  scavengers.  He  spoke  of  Nature 
not  to  add  an  elegant  ornament  to  his  pages; 
he  lived  near  to  her.  In  meeting  hun  tiie 
disappointments,  if  any  there  were,  one 
found  in  himself.  For  he  measured  men 
so  they  became  aware  of  their  own  stature, 
not  oppressively,  but  by  a  flashing,  inward 
self-illumination,  because  he  plac^  some- 
thing to  their  credit  that  could  not  stand  the 
test  of  their  own  audit.— Albee,  John, 
1901,  Remembrances  of  Emerson,  p.  4. 

The  pure,  simple-minded,  Ugh-feeling 
man,  made  of  the  finest  clay  of  human 
nature;  the  one  man  who,  to  Carlyle, 
uttered  a  genuine  human  voice,  and 
soothed  the  profound  glooms  of  dyspeptic 
misanthropy;  a  little  too  apt,  no  doid)t,  to 
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fall  into  the  illusion  of  taking  the  world 
to  be  as  comfortably  constituted  as  Um- 
self;  and  apt  also,  to  withdraw  from  the 
ugly  drama  in  which  the  graver  passions 
are  inextricably  mixed  up  with  the  heroic 
and  the  rational,  to  the  remote  mountain- 
tops  of  mystical  reflection.  Yet  nobody 
could  be  more  fitted  to  communicate  the 
"electric  shock"  to  his  disciples,  because  of 
his  keen  perception  of  the  noble  elements 
of  life  in  superiority  to  all  the  vulgar 
motives  and  models  of  thought,  which  were 
not  the  less  attractive  because  he  could 
not  see  his  way  to  any  harmonious  or  con- 
sistent system  of  thought.— Stephen, 
Leslie,  1901,  Emerson,  National  Review. 

That  evening  Mr.  Sanborn  took  me 
over  to  Emerson's  house.  We  awaited 
the  poet  in  the  large  drawing  room,  which, 
in  fact,  was  rather  a  sitting-room.  It  was 
not  yet  dark,  and  the  lamps  were  not 
lighted.  We  came  forward  as  he  entered. 
It  was,  indeed,  the  real,  the  living  Emerson. 
Where  another  man  would  h^dly  have 
been  recognized  in  the  dim  light,  with  him 
everything  was  accented.  His  tall,  slightly 
stooped  figure,  his  long  neck  and  slopmg 
shoulders,  his  strong  features  and  well- 
formed  head,  came  out  with  prominence  in 
the  quiet  light.  But  it  was  not  this  so 
much  as  it  was  his  large  but  simple  manner 
that  impressed  me.    I  felt  m3rself  in  the 

Presence  of  a  truly  great  man.—  Eaton, 
^TATT,   1902,  ReeoUections  of   American 
Poets,  Century  Magazine,  vol.  64,  p.  845. 

Emerson  was  then  [1853]  in  the  vigor  of 
middle  age,  just  turned  of  fifty,  in  good 
health  and  fine  color,  with  abundant  dark 
brown  hair,  no  beard,  but  a  slight  whisker 
on  each  cheek,  and  plainly  dressed.  ICs 
form  was  never  other  than  slender,  after  I 
knew  him,  and  his  shoulders,  like  Thoreau's, 
had  that  peculiar  slope  which  had  at- 
tracted notice  in  England,  where  the  New 
England  type  of  Anglo-Norman  was  not  so 
well  known  as  it  hi^  since  become.  His 
striking  features  were  the  noble  brow, 
from  which  the  hair  was  carelessly  thrown 
back,  tiiough  not  long,  and  the  mild  and 
penetrating  blue  eye,  smiling,  in  its  social 
mood,  in  the  most  friendly  manner,  but 
capable,  on  rare  occasions,  of  much  severity. 
—  Sanborn,  Frankun  Benjamin,  1903, 
The  Personality  of  Emerson,  p.  8. 
POETRY 

Emerson  himself  is  a  northern  hyper- 
borean genius — a  winter-bird  with  a  clear, 


saucy,  cheery  call,  and  not  a  passionate 
summer  songster.  His  lines  have  little 
melody  to  the  ear,  but  they  have  the  vigor 
and  d^tinctness  of  all  pure  and  compact, 
things.  They  are  like  the  needles  of  the 
pine— "the  snow-loving  pine"— more  than 
the  emotional  foliage  of  the  deciduous 
trees,  and  the  titmouse  becomes  them 
well.— Burroughs,  John,  1873,  Birds  of 
the  Poets,  Scribnefs  Monthly,  vol.  6,  p.  572. 

Here  was  more  religious  mspiration  than 
had  entered  into  more  than  a  very  few 
modem  volumes  of  poetry,  with  the  fervor 
and  power  of  the  old  prophets.  There  was, 
also,  that  rich  fulness  of  the  best  of  the 
mystics,  when  they  most  truly  rise  into  the 
height  of  spiritual  attainment.  These  two 
tendencies  were  wonderfully  combined  in 
some  of  the  poems,  making  them  unique 
in  modem  poetry.  Such  a  volume,  how- 
ever, could  not  soon  grow  into  popular 
favor,  and  perhaps  can  never  have  more 
than  a  limited  circle  of  admirers.  It  is  a 
book  for  poets  and  thinkers  more  than  for 
the  people;  yet  some  of  these  poems  will 
ever  remain  the  admiration  of  all  lovers  of 
nature  and  of  moral  inspiration.— Cooke, 
George  Wilus,  1881,  Ralph  Waldo  Emer- 
son, His  Life,  Writings  and  Philosophy, 
p.  114. 

I  can't  imagine  any  better  luck  befalling 
these  States  for  a  poetical  beginning  and 
initiation  than  has  come  from  Emerson, 
Longfellow,  Bryant,  and  Whittier.  Emer- 
son, to  me,  stands  unmistakably  at  the 
head,  but  for  the  others  I  am  at  a  loss  where 
to  give  any  precedence.  Each  illustrious, 
each  rounded,  each  distinctive.  Emerson 
for  his  sweet,  vital-tasting  melody,  rhym'd 
philosophy,  and  poems  as  amber-clear  as 
the  honey  of  the  wild  bee  he  loves  to  sing. — 
Whitman,  Walt,  1881,  Autobiographia, 
ilprine,  p.  184.. 

Here  we  conclude  what  we  had  to  say 
by  way  of  setting  forth  and  elucidating 
Emerson's  right  to  be  ranked  among  the 
tme  poets  of  this  country  and  of  all 
countries,  of  this  age  and  of  many  ages  to 
come.  We  think  it  indisputable.  Most 
likely  his  audience  at  any  one  time  will  be 
comparatively  small.  In  a  single  half- 
generation  the  platitudes  of  a  Tupper 
found  more  admirers  than  Emerson  will 
have  found  for  ages.  But  be  his  auditors 
many  or  few,  they  will  surely  be  "fit." 
If  voters  were  to  be  weighed,  not  counted, 
his  would  be  a  heavy  vote.     And,  in  the 
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long  result,  it  wOl  be  weight,  not  num- 
bers, which  will  decide  the  final  issue. — 
Guernsey,  Alfred  H.,  1881,  Ralph  Waldo 
Emerson,  Philosopher  and  Poet,  p.  327. 

In  this  book  you'U  find 
Music  of  a  prophet's  mind. 
Even  when  harsh  the  numbers  be, 
There's  an  inward  melody; 
And  when  sound  is  one  with  sense, 
Tis  a  bird's  song — sweet,  intense. 

—Gilder,  Richard  Watson,  1882,  To 
E.  W.  G.  in  England  (With  Emerson's 
Poems),  Century  Magazine,  vol  24,  p,  396. 

It  is  remarkable  enough  that  Carlyle  and 
Emerson  both  had  in  them  that  imagina- 
tive gift  which  made  them  aim  at  poetry, 
and  both  that  incapacity  for  rhythm  or 
music  which  rendered  their  verses  too 
rugged,  and  too  much  possessed  with  the 
sense  of  effort,  to  sink  as  verse  should  sink 
into  the  hearts  of  men.  Carlyle's  verse  is 
like  the  heavy  rumble  of  a  van  without 
springs;  Emerson's,  which  now  and  then 
reaches  something  of  the  sweetness  of 
poetry,  much  more  often  reaiinds  one  of 
the  attempts  of  a  seeress  to  induce  in  her- 
self tiie  ecstasy  which  wiU  not  spontane- 
ously visit  her.  Yet  the  prose,  both  of  Car- 
lyle and  of  Emerson,  falls  at  times  into 
that  poetic  rhythm  which  indicates  the 
highest  glow  of  a  powerful  imaginative 
nature,  though  of  such  passages  I  could 
produce  many  more  from  Carlyle  than 
from  Emerson.  I  should  say  that  a  littie 
of  Emerson's  verse  b  genuine  poetry, 
though  not  of  the  highest  order,  and  that 
none  of  Carlyle's  is  poetry  at  all;  but  that 
some  of  Carlyle's  prose  is  as  touching  as 
any  but  the  noblest  poetry,  while  Emerson 
never  reaches  the  same  profound  pathos. 
HuTTON,  Richard  Hoi/t,  1882-94,  CTtti- 
eiems  on  Contemporary  Thought  and  Think- 
ers,  vol.  I,  p.  46. 

It  b  impossible  not  to  be  refreshed  and 
gratified  by  Emerson's  prose;  but  perhaps 
his  poetry  more  completely  carries  the 
reader  with  it,  as  being  a  higher  and  purer 
production  of  genius.  The  best  passages 
of  it  are  indeed  as  unmitigated  poetry  as 
was  ever  written;  they  are  poetry  down  to 
the  last  syllable;  they  are  verses  which,  as 
he  himself  expresses  it,  seem  to  be  found, 
not  made.  Their  meaning  is  as  intimately 
connected  with  their  form  as  sound  is 
with  speech.  The  mystic  obscurity  of 
some  of  the  poems,  however,  and  the  im- 
familiar  subjects  treated  by  others,  have 


discouraged  or  repelled  many  from  the 
study  of  any  of  them.  .  .  .  Emerson's 
point  of  view  is  so  far  from  being  con- 
ventional or  obvious,  and  is,  besides,  so 
lofty  and  abstract,  that  the  careless  and 
hasty-glance  of  the  general  readef  can  not 
be  expected  to  apprehend  it.— Hawthorne, 
Julian,  1882,  Ralph  Waldo  Emerson, 
Harper^  s  Magazine,  vol  65,  p.  280. 

I  would  not  know  where  to  go  for  a  more 
adequate  statement  of  the  poet's  means 
and  ends  in  nature  than  Emerson's  '"Wood 
Notes."— Robinson,  Phil.,  1883,  Our 
Birds  and  Their  Poets,  Harper's  Magazine, 
vol  66,  p.  439. 

As  for  Emerson's  verse  (though  he  has 
written  some  as  exquisite  as  any  in  the 
language)  I  suppose  we  must  ^ve  it  up. 
That  he  had  a  sense  of  the  higher  har- 
monies of  language  no  one  that  ever  heard 
him  lecture  can  doubt.  The  structure  of 
his  prose,  as  one  listened  to  it,  was  as  nobly 
metrical  as  the  King  James  version  of  the 
Old  Testament,  and  this  made  it  all  the 
more  puzzling  that  he  shouU  have  been 
al^olutely  insensitive  to  tiie  harmony  of 
verse.  For  it  was  there  he  failed— single 
verses  are  musical  enough.  I  never  shall 
forset  the  good-humor^ly  puzzled  smile 
with  which  he  once  confessed  to  me  his 
inabQity  to  apprehend  the  value  of  accent 
in  verse.— Lowell,  James  Russell,  1883, 
To  James  B.  Thayer,  Dee.  24;  Letters,  ed. 
Norton,  vol  n,  p.  275. 

Where  in  the  realm  of  thought,  whose  air  is 

song, 
Does  he,  the  Buddha  of  the  West,  belong? 
He  seems  a  winged  Franklin,  sweetly  wise, 
Bom  to  unlock  the  secrets  of  the  skies; 
And  which  the  nobler  calling, — if  'tis  fair 
Terrestrial  with  celestial  to  compare, — 
To  guide  the  storm-cloud's  elemental  flame. 
Or  walk  the  chambers  whence  the  lightning; 

came. 
Amidst  the  sources  of  its  subtile  fire. 
And  steal  their  effluence  for  his  lips  and  lyre? 
If  lost  at  times  in  vague  aCrial  fli^^ts, 
None  trjsads  with  firmer  footstep  when  he  fights 
A  soaring  nature,  ballasted  with  sense, 
Wisdom  without  her  wrinkles  or  pretence, 
In  every  Bible  he  has  faith  to  read, 
And  every  altar  helps  to  shape  his  creed. 
Ask  you  what  name  this  prisoned  spirit  bears 
While  with   ourselves  this  fleeting  breath  it 

shares? 
Till  angels  greet  him  with  a  sweeter  one 
In  heaven,  on  earth  we  call  him  Emerson. 

—Holmes,  Oliver  Wendell,  1884,  At  the 
Saturday  Clvh. 
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Taken  as  a  whole,  Emerson's  poetrjr  is 
of  that  kind  which  springs,  not  from  excite- 
ment of  passion  or  feeling,  but  from  an  intel- 
lectual demand  for  intense  and  sublimated 
expression.  We  see  the  step  that  lifts  him 
straight  from  prose  to  verse,  and  that  step 
is  t^  shortest  possible.  The  flight  is 
awkward  and  even  uncouth,  as  if  nature 
had  intended  feet  rather  than  wings. 
It  is  hard  to  feel  of  Emerson,  any  more 
than  Wordsworth  could  feel  of  Goethe, 
that  his  poetry  is  inevitable.  The  measure, 
the  colour,  the  imagmative  figures,  are  the 
product  of  search,  not  of  spontaneous 
movements  of  sensation  and  reflection 
combining  in  a  harmony  that  b  delightful 
to  the  ear.  They  are  the  outcome  of  a 
discontent  with  prose,  not  of  that  high- 
strung  sensibility  which  compels  the  true 
poet  into  verse.  This  must  not  be  said 
without  exception.  "The  Threnody,"  writ- 
ten after  the  death  of  a  deeply  loved 
child,  is  a  beautiful  and  impressive  la- 
ment. Pieces  like  "Musquetaquid,"  the 
"Adirondacs,"  the  ''Snow-storm,"  "The 
Humbl&-Bee,"  are  pretty  and  pleasant 
bits  of  pastoral.  In  aU  we  feel  the  pure 
breath  of  nature,  and 

The  primal  mind, 
That  flows  in  streams,  that  bieathes  in  wind. 
There  is  a  certain  charm  of  naivett,  that 
recalls  the  unvarnished  simplicity  of  the 
Italian  painters  before  Raphael.  But  who 
shall  say  that  he  discovers  that  "sponta- 
neous overflow  of  powerful  feeling,"  which 
a  great  poet  has  made  the  fimdamental 
element  of  poetry?— Morlbt,  John,  1884, 
Ralph  Waldo  EmerMn,  An  Euay,  p.  26. 

In  truth,  one  of  the  legitimate  poets, 
Emerson,  in  my  opinion,  is  not.  His 
poetry  is  interesting,  it  nuikes  one  think; 
but  it  is  not  the  poetry  of  one  of  the  bom 
poets.  I  say  it  of  hun  with  reluctance, 
although  I  am  sure  that  he  would  have  said 
it  himself.  .  .  .  Emerson's  poetry  is  seldom 
either  simple,  or  sensuous,  or  impassioned. 
In  general  it  lacks  directness;  it  lacks  com- 
pleteness; it  lacks  energy.  His  grammar  is 
often  embarrassed;  in  particular,  the  want 
of  clearly  marked  distinction  between  the 
subject  and  the  object  of  his  sentence  is  a 
frequent  cause  of  obscurity  in  him.  A 
poem  which  shall  be  a  plain,  forcible, 
inevitable  whole  he  hardly  ever  produces. 
Such  good  work  as  the  noble  lines  graven 
on  the  Concord  Monument  is  the  exception 
with  him;  such  ineffective  work  as  the 


"Fourth  of  July  Ode"  or  the  "Boston 
Hynm"  is  the  rule.  Even  passages  and 
ringle  lines  of  thorough  plainness  and  com- 
manding  force  are  rare  in  his  poetry. 
They  exist,  of  course;  but  when  we  meet 
with  them  they  give  us  a  sense  of  surprise, 
80  littie  has  Emerson  accustomed  us  to 
them.— Arnold,  Matthew,  1884,  Emer- 
$an,  Macmillan*i  i£$gazine,  vol.  50,  pp. 
3,4. 

For  to  me  he  was  a  poet  and  much  more. 
...  It  was  among  his  gifts  that  he  could 
fed  the  poetic  impulse  not  only  in  himself 
but  in  others;  that  he  knew  and  tested 
high  poesy,  not  so  much  by  a  critical 
faculty  and  by  study,  as  by  native  inspira- 
tion and  appreciation.  ...  His  vocabu- 
lary is  rich  and  novel,  and  he  has  brought 
it  well  into  acceptance.  But  in  marshal- 
ling these  words  he  felt  his  inadequacy,  and 
in  this  was  the  "discontented  poet"  of 
whom  he  wrote.  He  bunented  his  imper- 
fect use  of  the  metrical  faculty,  which  he 
felt  all  the  more  keenly  in  contrast  with 
the  melodious  thoughts  he  had  to  utter, 
and  the  fitting  woi^  in  which  he  could 
clothe  these  thoughts.  He  would  have 
written  much  more  in  verse  if  he  had  been 
content  with  his  own  metrical  expression 
as  constantly  as  he  was  delighted  with  it 
sometimes. .  But  it  is  also  true  that  he  pur- 
posely roughened  his  verse,  and  threw  in 
supeAous  Unes  and  ill-matched  rhymes,  as 
a  kind  of  protest  against  the  smoothness 
and  jingle  of  what  he  called  "poetry  to  put 
round  frosted  cake."— Sanborn,  Frank- 
lin Benjamin,  1884,  Emerson  Among  the 
PoeU,  The  Oenius  and  Character  of  Emer- 
son,  ed.  Sanborn,  pp.  173,  211. 

Emerson's  prose  is  full  of  poetry,  and  his 
poems  are  light  as  air.  But  this  statement 
like  so  many  of  his  own,  gives  only  one  side 
of  a  truth.  His  prose  is  just  as  full  of  every- 
day sense  and  wisdom;  and  something 
different  from  prose,  however  sublunary 
and  imaginative,  is  needed  to  constitute  a 
poem.  His  verse,  often  diamond-like  in 
contrast  with  the  feldspar  of  others,  at 
times  is  Ql-cut  and  beclouded.  His  prose, 
then,  is  that  of  a  wise  man,  plus  a  poet;  and 
his  verse,  by  turns,  light  and  twilight,  air 
and  vapor.  Yet  we  never  feel,  as  in  reading 
Wordsworth,  that  certain  of  his  measures 
are  wholly  prosaic.  He  was  so  careless  of 
ordinary  standards,  that  few  of  his  own 
craft  have  held  his  verse  at  its  worth.  .  .  . 
He  knew  the  human  world,  none  better. 
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and  generalized  the  sum  of  its  attainments, 
—was  gradous,  shrewd,  and  cahn,— but 
could  not  hold  up  the  mirror  and  show 
us  to  ourselves.  He  was  that  unique  song- 
ster, a  poet  of  fire  and  vision,  quite  above 
moralist,  yet  neither  to  be  classed  as 
objective;  he  perceived  the  source  of  all 
passion  and  wisdom,  yet  rendered  neither 
the  hearts  of  others  nor  his  own.  His  love 
poetry  is  eulogized,  but  it  wants  the  vital 
grip,  wherewith  his  "Concord  Fight"  and 
''Boston  Hynm"  fastens  on  our  sense  of 
manhood  and  patriotism.  It  chants  of 
Love,  not  of  the  beloved;  its  flame  is  pure 
and  general  as  moonlight  and  as  high- 
removed.  ...  He  ranks  with  the  fore- 
most of  the  second  class,  poets  eminent 
for  special  graces,  values,  sudden  meteors 
of  thought.  In  that  gift  for  "saying 
things,"  so  notable  in  Pope  and  Tenn3rson, 
he  is  the  chief  of  American  poets.  From 
what  other  bard  have  so  many  original 
lines  and  phrases  passed  into  literature, 
— inscriptions  that  do  not  wear  out,  graven 
in  bright  and  standard  gold?— Stedman, 
E.C.,  1885,  PoeUoJAmeriea,  pp.  134, 157, 160. 

Emerson's  poetry  will  be  interpreted 
differently  according  to  the  estimation 
held  of  the  vahie  of  form  in  poetical  compo- 
sition. If  it  be  held,  as  it  surely  must, 
that  no  artist  can  be  regardless  of  form 
without  forfeiting  many  chaplets  from  his 
poetic  crown,  then  Emerson's  laurels  will 
present  a  p^niliarly  bare  and  disordered 
appearance.  He  redeems  his  reputation, 
it  is  true,  by  many  happy  touches  and 
graceful  thoughts,  but  the  instructural 
instinct.  .  .  .  seems  entirely  wanting. 
There  are  many  poets  who  run  so  easily  in 
their  self-imposed  harness,  that  only  criti- 
cism can  detect  the  strict  rules  in  accord- 
ance with  which  the  work  has  been  con- 
structed. There  are  other  poets  on  a 
lower  scale,  of  whom  we  have  abundant 
examples  in  contemporary  literature,  who 
obey  the  laws  of  their  composition  with 
such  surprising  dexterity  that,  though 
the  artifice  is  relieved,  they  almost  succcMsd 
in  concealing  their  want  of  inspiration. 
Emerson  is  certainly  not  artificial,  but  then 
he  is  not  naturally  artistic  in  his  poems. 
They  are  formless,  without  end,  beginning, 
or  middle;  inchoate,  unhewn,  unpolished; 
only  just  emerging  from  the  quarry  of 
nature.— Courtney,  William  Leonard, 
1885,  Ralph  Waldo  Emerson,  FortnigMy 
Retiew,  vol  44,  p.  329. 


The  verses  of  Emerson  are  sometimes 
difficult  to  be  understood.  He  finds  the 
subjects  of  poetry  only  in  nature,  whereas 
the  highest  poetry  leads  us  into  the  secret 
of  the  passions,  relations,  and  actions  of 
living  men  and  women.  Homer  treats  of 
men  and  women,  of  love  and  war,  of  heroes 
and  demigods,  and  of  the  gods  themselves, 
is  always  melodious,  and  is  always  clear 
even  to  a  child.  And  yet  Emerson,  though 
so  different  from  Homer,  was  a  poet;  that 
which  he  has  done  best,  and  which  will 
live  longest,  is  in  verse. — Bancroft, 
George,  1885,  Holmes's  Life  of  Emerson, 
North  American  Review,  vd.  140,  p.  138. 

We  must  confess  that  the  strength  of  his 
verse  sometimes  becomes  rudeness.  There 
is  sometimes  a  lack  of  finish  that  jars  upon 
the  sensitive  ear.  No  reader  of  Emerson 
can  f aU  to  regret  that  his  lines  are  so  often 
marred  by  imperfections.  It  seems  a  pity 
that  some  one  could  not  have  done  for  him 
what  he  is  said  to  have  done  for  Jones  Very, 
even  to  the  reminding  him  that  the  Holy 
Ghost  surely  writes  good  grammar.  .  .  . 
Some  of  Emerson's  work,  l^wever,  is  not 
appreciably  affected  by  such  faults.  The 
Threnody,  for  instance,  is  not  without 
imperfections,  but  it  overpowers  these  by 
its  great  beauty.  The  Problem  utters  lofty 
thought  and  sublime  imagery  in  a  music 
that  is  worthy  of  them.  Had  Emerson 
written  nothing  else,  his  fame  as  a  poet 
should  rest  securely  on  this.    Like  all  great 

S)ets  he  should  be  judged  by  his  best  work, 
pon  how  few  of  his  poems  does  the  fame 
of  Wordsworth  rest!  We  read  the  others 
largely  in  the  light  of  these.— Everett, 
Charles  Carroll,  1887,  The  Poems  of 
Emerson,  The  Andover  Review,  vd.  7,  p. 
235. 

If  Emerson  had  been  frequenUy  sus- 
tained at  the  heights  he  was  capable  of 
reaching,  he  would  unquestionably  have 
been  one  of  the  sovereign  poets  of  the 
world.  At  its  very  best  his  phrase  is  so 
new  and  so  magical,  includes  in  its  easy 
felicity  such  a  wealth  of  fresh  suggestion 
and  flashes  with  such  a  multitude  of  side 
lights,  that  we  cannot  suppose  that  it  will 
ever  be  superseded  or  will  lose  its  charm. 
He  seems  to  me  like  a  verv  daring  but  pur- 
blind diver,  who  flings  himself  headlong 
into  the  ocean,  and  comes  up  bearing  as  a 
rule,  nothing  but  sand  and  common  shells, 
yet  who  every  now  and  then  rises  grasping 
some    wonderful    and    unique    treasure. 
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In  his  prose,  of  course,  Emerson  was  far 
more  a  master  of  the  medium  than  in 
poetry.  .  .  .  Emerson,  as  a  verse-writer, 
is  so  fragmentary  and  uncertain  that  we 
cannot  place  him  among  the  great  poets; 
and  yet  his  best  lines  and  stanzas  seem  as 
good  as  theirs.  Perhaps  we  ought  to  con- 
sider him,  in  relation  to  Wordsworth  and 
Shelley,  as  an  asteroid  among  the  planets. 
—  GossB,  Edmund,  1888,  Has  America 
Produced  a  Paetf  The  Forum,  vol.  6. 

The  genius  of  his  verse  is  best  character- 
ized by  a  happy  phrase  of  Dr.  Holmes's 
— it  is  elemental.  It  stands  in  a  closer 
relation  to  Nature  than  that  of  almost  any 
other  poet.  He  has  an  unique  power  of 
making  us  participate  in  the  life  of  Nature 
as  it  is  in  Nature  herself,  not  as  Words- 
worth gives  it,  blended  with  the  feelings 
or  at  least  coloured  by  the  contemplations 
of  humanity.  Such  intimacy  with  Nature 
has  sometimes  all  the  effect  of  magic; 
there  are  moments  and  moods  in  which 
Emerson  seems  to  have  as  far  outflown 
Wordsworth  as  he  outflew  Thomson  and 
Collins.  But  the  inspiration  is  in  the 
highest  degree  fitful  and  fragmentary,  and 
is  but  seldom  found  allied  with  beautiful 
and  dignified  Art.  The  poems  offend 
continually  by  lame  unscannable  lines,  and 
clumsiness  and  obscurities  of  expression. — 
Garnett,  Richard,  1888,  Life  of  Ralph 
Waldo  Emerson  (Greai  Writers),  p.  130. 

The  poetry  of  Emerson  occupies  a 
peculiar  position.  It  is  obedient,  as  a  rule, 
to  the  canons  of  poetic  art;  much  of  it  is 
highly  lyrical  and  of  exquisite  finish;  but 
on  the  whole  it  is  simply  to  be  considered 
as  a  medium  for  the  expression  of  thought 
which  could  not  so  concisely  be  uttered  in 
prose.  When  Emerson  wished  to  speak 
with  peculiar  terseness,  with  unusual 
exaltation,  with  special  depth  of  meaning, 
with  the  utmost  intensity  of  conviction, 
he  spoke  in  poetic  form.  He  who  misses 
this  fact  cannot  rightly  interpret  Emerson 
the  poet.  ...  It  was  no  wonder  that 
Emerson  anticipated,  in  half-a-dozen 
poems,  the  later  conclusions  of  the  evolu- 
tionists. He  was  the  singer  of  the  upward 
march  of  nature  and  the  onward  march  of 
man.  His  poetic  field  was  too  broad  to  be 
tilled  thoroughly  in  many  parts.  He  was 
too  proverbial  to  be  a  great  constructive 
artist.  He  gives  us  saws,  sayings,  ad- 
monitions, flashes,  glimpses,  few  broad 
constructed  pictures.     With  these  we  are 


content,  and  do  not  ask  him  for  epics, 
tragedies,  or  "Excursions."— Richardson, 
Charles  F.,  1888,  American  Literature, 
1607-1885,  vol  II,  pp.  139, 168, 169. 

Potentially  the  greatest  of  American 
poets.— Sharp,  William,  1889,  ed.  Amer- 
ican Sonnets,  Introductory  Note*,  p.  xxiii. 

Though  perhaps  never  guilty  of  writing 
invita  Minerva,  he  is  naturally  more  gram- 
matic  than  lyric.  It  is  only  in  the  fusion 
of  an  emotion  or  an  ideal  that  he  flows. 
And  even  then  his  stream  is  roughened 
and  impeded  by  serious  technical  limita- 
tions. For  such  long  elemental  wave- 
sweeps  as  Milton  or  Byron  or  Shelley  or 
Keate  delighted  in,  he  was  unfit.  He 
lacked  one  essential  element,  the  sensuous 
—  and  this  includes  the  rh3rthmical  sense. 
The  form  is  slighted — the  thought  or  the 
picture  only  prized.  But  every  complete 
poet  should  be  an  artist  too,  and  know 
how  to  wed  beautiful  thoughts  to  beautiful 
forms,  and  in  the  most  harmonious  union. 
Here,  I  think,  was  Emerson's  deficiency. 
I  am  sure  that  in  all  times  of  literature, 
those  poems  will  live  longest  that  best 
fulfill  the  demand  for  a  perfect  soul  in  a 
perfect  body.  .  .  .  Whatever  the  technical 
imperfections  of  Emerson's  verse,  it  is 
beyond  question  that  we  are  lifted  by  his 
rare  though  broken  music  into  chambers 
of  thought  and  mystical  sentiment,  to 
which  few  poets  of  our  day  have  the  key. 
If  he  is  not  a  great  poetic  artist,  he  is  & 
great  seer  andf  inspurer— and  of  prose- 
poets  our  first.— Cranch,  Christopher 
Pearsb,  1889-92,  Emerson's  Limitations 
as  a  Poet,  The  Critic,  vol.  20,  p.  129. 

Of  our  New  England  poets,  I  find  myself 
taking  down  Emerson  oftener  than  any 
other;  then  Bryant;  occasionally  Long- 
fellow for  a  few  poems;  then  Whittier  for 
"The  Playmate"  or  "Snow-Bound;"  and 
least  of  all,  Lowell.  I  am  not  so  vain  as  to 
think  that  the  measure  of  my  appreciation 
of  these  poets  is  a  measure  of  their  merit; 
but  as  this  writing  is  so  largely  autobio- 
graphical, I  must  keep  to  the  facts.  As  the 
pathos  and  solemnity  of  life  deepens  with 
time,  I  think  one  finds  only  stray  poems, 
or  parts  of  poems,  in  the  New  England 
anthology  that  adequately  voice  it;  and 
these  he  finds  in  Emerson  more  plentifully 
than  anywhere  else,  though  in  certain  of 
Longfellow's  sonnets  is  adequacy  also. — 
Burroughs,  John,  1897,  On  the  Re-reading 
of  Books,  Century  Magazine,  vol.  55.  p.  150. 
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These  are  never  the  impulsive  record  of  a 
passing  mood  or  incident.  Herein  they 
differ  as  widely  as  possible  from  the  verses 
of  his  friend  Holmes,  which  are  nearly 
all  "occasional/'  Each  Emersonian  poem 
is,  rather,  the  deliberate,  labored,  final  ex- 
pression of  a  calm  philosophical  thought. — 
Lawton,  William  Cranston,  1898,  The 
New  England  PoeU,  p.  29 

Emerson's  passion  for  nature  was  not 
like  the  passion  of  Keats  or  of  Bums,  of 
Coleridge  or  of  Robert  Browning;  com- 
pared with  these  men  he  is  cold.  His  tem- 
perature is  below  blood-heat,  and  his 
volume  of  poems  stands  on  the  shelf  of 
English  poets  like  the  icy  fish  which  in 
Caliban  upon  Setebos  is  described  as  find- 
ing himself  thrust  into  the  warm  ooze  of  an 
ocean  not  his  own.  But  Emerson  is  a  poet, 
nevertheless,  a  very  extraordinary  and  rare 
man  of  genius,  whose  verses  carry  a  world 
of  theur  own  within  them.  ...  He  is  the 
chief  poet  of  that  school  of  which  Emily 
Dickinson  is  a  minor  poet.  ...  His  wor- 
ship of  the  New  England  landscape 
amounts  to  a  religion.  iSs  poems  do  that 
most  wonderful  thing,  make  us  feel  that 
we  are  alone  in  the  fields  and  with  the  trees, 
— not  English  fields  nor  French  lanes,  but 
New  England  meadows  and  uplands.  There 
is  no  human  creature  in  sight,  not  even 
Emerson  is  there,  but  the  wind  and  the 
flowers,  the  wild  birds,  the  fences,  the  trans- 
parent atmosphere,  the  breath  of  nature. 
— Chapbian,  John  Jay,  1898,  Emerson  and 
Other  Essays,  pp.  84,  85. 

There  is  something  of  the  votes  in  Mr. 
Emerson.  The  deep  intuitions,  the  original 
and  startling  combinations,  the  sometimes 
whimsical  beauty  of  his  illustrations,— 
all  these  belong  rather  to  the  domain  of 
poetrv  than  to  that  of  philosophy.  The 
high  level  of  thought  upon  which  he  lived 
and  moved  and  the  wonderful  harmony  of 
his  sympathies  are  his  great  lesson  to  the 
world  at  large.  Despite  his  rather  defective 
sense  of  rhythm,  his  poems  are  divine 
snatches  of  melody.  I  think  that,  in  the 
popular  affection,  they  may  ouUast  his 
prose.—  Howe,  Julu  Ward,  1899,  Remir 
niseenees,  1819-1899,  p.  291. 

Emerson's  poems,  for  all  their  erratic 
oddity  of  form,  prove  on  consideration  to 
possess  many  qualities  of  temper  for  which 
an  orthodox  mind  would  have  sought 
'expression  in  hymns.  They  are  designed 
not  so  much  to  set  forth  human  ^emotion 


or  to  give  sesthetic  delight  as  to  stimulate 
moral  or  spiritual  ardour.  For  all  his  indi- 
vidualism, Emerson  could  not  help  being 
a  good  old  inbred  Yankee  preacher.— 
Wendell,  Barrett,  1900,  A  LUerary 
History  of  America,  p.  317. 

There  are  many  cultivated  Americans  to 
whom  Emerson's  poems  seem  truly  great,  if 
not  the  greatest  produced  by  any  of  their 
countrymen.  Others  equally  cultivated 
maintain,  however,  that  many  of  his  poems 
are  only  versified  versions  of  his  essays,  and 
declare  that  save  in  rare  passages  he  is  de- 
ficient in  passion,  in  sensuousness,  in  sim- 
plicity, and  cramped  in  his  use  of  the  metri- 
cal and  other  technical  resources  of  the 
true  poet.  The  fact  that  save  for  a  few  per- 
fect pieces,  such  as  the  clear-cut "  Rhodora" 
and  the  impressive  "Days,"  and  a  slightly 
larger  number  of  passages,  stanzas,  and 
Imes,  Emerson  as  a  poet  has  not  made  his 
way  with  English-speaking  people  outside 
the  Northern  and  Western  States,  lends 
great  support  to  the  arguments  of  his  un- 
enthusiastic  critics.  It  can  scarcely  be  de- 
nied, furthermore,  that  poems  like  "The 
Daemon  in  Love"  deal  with  subjects  un- 
fitted for  concrete  treatment,  that  true 
poetic  glow  and  flow  are  almost  entirely  ab- 
sent from  Emerson's  verses,  and  that  his 
ever-recurring  and  often  faulty  octosyllabic 
couplets  soon  become  wearisome.  That  he 
is  at  times  irritatingly  obscure  or  else  un- 
comfortably profound,  that  he  is  given  to 
diffuseness,  that  he  is  rarely  capable  of 
sustaining  himself  at  a  high  level  of  execu- 
tion, can  almost  be  demonstrated.  Worse 
still,  he  is  prone  to  jargon,  to  bathos,  to 
lapses  of  taste.— Trent,  William  P.,  1903, 
A  History  of  American  Literature,  p.  331. 

Although  the  range  of  Emerson's  poetry 
is  narrow,  it  is  deep,  and  siiffused  with  pure 
light  of  imagination,  and  dominated  by  the 
supreme  ideality  of  a  philosophic  mind. 
Its  keynote  is  Beauty.  What  it  lacks 
in  mere  technical  excellence,  what  occa- 
sional flaws  there  may  be,  showing  the 
absence  of  the  subtie  touches  of  the  master 
verse-builder,  in  rhythm,  and  meter,  are 
compensated  for  by  the  depth  of  insight, 
by  the  soul  and  heart  uplifting  power  of 
inspiration,  which  characterize  his  best 
poems,  and  by  the  profound  truths  which 
shine  like  virgin  gold  in  his  virile  lines  .  .  . 
are  felt  by  the  student  and  the  cultured 
reader  of  Emerson's  poems— by  everyone 
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who  allows  himself  to  be  touched  and  puri- 
fied by  the  Ithuriel  spear  of  this  rare  poet. 
—  HuBNER,  Charles  W.,  1903,  Emerson 
the  Poet,  The  Book-Lover,  wi.  4,  p.  107. 
GENERAL 
We  find  beautiful  writing  and  sound  phi- 
losophy in  this  little  work,  but  the  effect  is 
injured  by  occasional  vagueness  of  expres- 
sion, and  by  a  vein  of  mysticism  that  per- 
vades the  writer's  whole  course  of  thought. 
The  highest  praise  that  can  be  accorded  to 
it  is,  that  it  is  a  tugnestive  book;  for  no  one 
can  read  it  without  taskii^  his  faculties  to 
the  utmost,  and  relapsing  into  fits  of  severe 
meditation.  But  the  effort  of  perusal  is 
often  painful,  the  thoughts  excited  are 
frequently  bewildering,  and  the  results  to 
which  they  lead  us  uncertain  and  obscure. 
The  reader  feels  as  in  a  distracted  dream, 
in  which  shows  of  surpassing  beauty  are 
around  him,  and  he  is  conversant  with 
disembodied  spirits;  yet  all  the  time  he  is 
harassed  by  an  uneasy  sort  of  consdousness 
that  the  whole  combination  of  phenomena 
is  fantastic  and  unreal. — Bowen,  Francis, 
1837,  ChrieHan  Examiner,  Jan. 

J.  Sterling  showed  me  Emerson's  book, 
and  drew  a  parallel  between  him  and  Car- 
lyle;  he  was  the  Plato,  and  Carlyle  the 
Tacitus.  Emerson  is  the  systematic  think- 
er; Carlyle  has  the  clearer  insight,  and  has 
many  deeper  things  than  Emerson. — Fox, 
Carounb,  1841,  Journal,  June  Sih;  Memr 
cries  of  Old  Friends,  ed.  Pym,  p.  140. 

Emerson's  writings  and  spealdngs  amount 
to  something:— and  yet  hitherto,  as  seems 
to  me,  this  Emerson  is  perhaps  far  less 
notable  for  what  he  has  spoken  or  done, 
than  for  the  many  things  he  has  not 
spoken,  and  has  forborne  to  do.  With 
uncommon  interest,  I  have  learned  that 
this,  and  in  such  a  never-resting  locomotive 
country  too,  is  one  of  those  rare  men  who 
have  withal  the  invaluable  talent  of  sitting 
still!  .  .  .  What  Emerson's  talent  is,  we 
wUl  not  altogether  estimate  by  this  book. 
The  utterance  is  abrupt,  fitfiil;  the  great 
idea  not  yet  embodied  struggles  towards 
an  embod3rment.  Yet  ever3rwhere  there  is 
the  true  heart  of  a  man;  which  is  the  parent 
of  idl  talent;  which  without  much  taJent 
cannot  exist.  A  breath  as  of  the  green 
country, — all  the  welcomer  that  it  is  New 
England  country,  not  second-hand  but  first- 
band  country,— meets  us  wholesomely 
everywhere  in  these  "essays :"  the  authentic 


green  Earth  is  there,  with  her  mountains, 
rivers,  with  her  mills  and  farms.  Sharp 
^eams  of  insight  arrest  us  by  their  pure 
intellectuality;  here  and  there,  in  heroic 
nistidsm,  a  tone  of  modest  manfulness, 
of  mild  invincibility,  low-voiced  but  lion- 
strong,  makes  us  too,  thrill  with  a  noble 
pride.— Garltle,  Thomas,  1841,  Essays 
hy  R.  W.  Emerson,  Preface. 

Belongs  to  a  class  of  gentlemen  with 
whom  we  have  no  patience  whatever— 
the  mystics  for  mysticism's  sake.  Quintil- 
ian  mentions  a  pedant  who  taught  obscur- 
ity, and  who  once  said  to  a  pupil:  "This 
is  exoeUent,  for  I  do  not  understand  it  my- 
self." How  the  good  man  would  have 
chuckled  over  Mr.  Emerson.  His  present 
rile  seems  to  be  the  out-CarlyUng  Carlyle. 
Lyeovkron  Tenebrosus  is  a  fool  to  him. 
The  oest  answer  to  his  twaddle  is  eui  bonol 
—a  very  little  Latin  phrase  very  generally 
mistranslated  and  misunderstood  —  eui 
5<mo7— to  whom  is  it  a  benefit?  If  not  to 
Mr.  Emerson  individually,  then  surely  to  no 
man  living.— Foe,  Edgar  AllaK,  1842, 
A  Chapter  of  Aviofgraphy,  Works,  ed.  Stedr 
man  and  Woodberry,  vol.  ix,  p.  259. 

He  has  all  the  qualities  of  the  sage,— 
originality,  spontaneity,  sagacious  obser- 
vation, delicate  analysis,  criticism,  ab- 
sence of  dogmatism.  He  collects  aU  the 
materials  of  a  philosophy,  without  reducing 
it  to  a  S3rstem;  he  thinks  a  little  at  random, 
and  often  meditates  without  finding  defi- 
nite limits  at  which  this  meditation  ceases. 
His  books  are  very  remarkable,  not  only 
for  the  philosophy  which  they  contain,  but 
also  for  the  criticism  of  our  times.  He  is 
full  of  justice  towards  the  doctrines  and 
the  society  he  criticises;  he  finds  that  the 
conservatives  have  legitimate  principles; 
he  thinks  that  the  transcendentelists  are 
probably  right;  he  does  not  look  with 
scorn  upon  our  socialistic  doctrines.  He 
searches  for  his  authorities  through  the 
entire  history  of  philosophy;  and  thus, 
after  having  listened  to  all  the  modem 
doctrines  with  complaisance  and  patience, 
he  breaks  silence  to  give  us  maxims  that 
might  have  issued  now  from  the  school  of 
the  Portico,  and  now  from  the  gardens  of 
the  Academy.— MoNTfiGUT,  Emile,  1847, 
An  American  Thinker  and  Poet,  Revue  des 
Deux  Mondes,  Aug, 

He  has  not  written  a  line  which  is  not 
conceived  in  the  interest  of  manldnd.  He 
never  writes  in  the  interest  of  a  section,  of  a 
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party,  of  a  church,  or  a  man,  always  in  the 
intereBt  irf  mankind.  Hence  comes  the 
ennobling  Uterature  of  the  times;  and, 
while  his  culture  joins  him  to  the  history 
of  man,  his  ideas  and  his  whole  life  enable 
mm  to  represent  also  the  nature  of  man 
and  so  to  write  for  the  future.  He  is  one  of 
the  rare  exceptions  amongst  our  educated 
men,  and  helps  redeem  American  litera- 
ture from  the  charge  of  imitation,  con- 
formity, meanness  of  aim,  and  hostility 
to  the  powers  of  mankind.  No  faithful 
man  is  too  low  for  his  approval  and  en- 
couragement; no  faithless  man  too  high 
and  popular  for  his  rebuke.— Parker. 
^ODORE,  1849,  Massachusetts  Qmrterly 


Emerson's  "Essays"  I  read  with  much 
interest,  and  often  with  admiration,  but 
they  are  of  mixed  gold  and  clay-deep  and 
invigorating  truth,  dreary  and  depressing 
feUacy  seem  to  me  combined  therein  — 
Bronte,  Charlotte,  1849,  ToW  S  wm- 
xaiM  Feb  i;  Charlotte  Brtmte  mi  her 
Ctrek,  ed.  Shmier,  p.  189. 

Some  things  he  has  published  will  live  as 
long  as  the  language  itself;  but  much  of  his 
veree,  constructed  upon  whims  rather  than 
under  the  influence  of  the  spirit  of  poetry 
\^11  die  out  among  the  short-lived  odditi4 
of  the  day.     Much  of  his  prose,  too,  the 
product  of  imitation,  unconscious  perhaps 
of  VICIOUS  foreign  models,  can  scarcely  be 
expected   to   survive   the   charm   which 
hangs  about  his  person  and  lingers  in  the 
magic  tones  of  his  voice.  Mr.  Emerson  is  a 
great  writer,  and  an  honest  and  independ- 
ent thmker,  on  the  whole.      He  is  not 
however,  what  one  of  the  idolaters  ha^ 
lately  called  him,  a  Phoebus  Apollo,  de- 
scended    from    Olympus    with    hurtling 
^ows  and  the  silver  twanging  bow 
His  style  is  often  musical,  clear,  and  bril^ 
hant;  words  are  selected  with  so  rare  a 
felicity  that  they  have  the  shine  of  dia- 
monds,  and  they  cut  their  meaning  on  the 
reader's  mind  as  the  diamond's  edge  leaves 
Its  trace  deep  and  sharp  on  the  surface  of 
glass.    But  by  and  by,  we  faU  upon  a  pas- 
sage   which   either   conveys   no   distinct 
sense,  or  m  which  some  very  common- 
place thought  is  made  to  sound  with  the 
clangor  of  a  braying' trumpet.    Quaintness 
of  thought  and  expression  is  his  easily 
besetting  sin;  and  here  lies  the  secret  of  his 
sympathy  with  Carlyle,  that  highly  gifted 
master  of  oddity  and  affectation.    As  a 


writer,  Mr.  Emerson  is  every  way  Carlyle's 
superior,  would  he  but  let  the  Cariylese 
dialect  alone.  He  had  more  imagination, 
more  refinement  and  subUety  of  thought, 
more  taste  in  style,  more  exquisite  sense 
of  rhythm.  Perhaps  his  range  of  intellect- 
ual vision  is  not  so  broad.  He  has  not  the 
learning  of  Carlyle,  nor  the  abundant 
humour,  which  sometimes  reconciles  us 
even  to  absurdity.  But  Mr.  Emerson  has 
a  more  delicate  wit,  a  wit  often  quite 
irresistible  by  its  unexpected  turns,  and 
the  sudden  introduction  of  effective  con- 
trasts. Carlyle  has  an  extraordinary  abun- 
dance of  words,  a  store  of  epithets,  good, 
b^d,  and  indifferent,  by  which  the  reader 
is  often  flooded;  Emerson  is  more  temperate 
and  artistic— Norton,  Charles  Eliot, 
1850,  E^son*s  Representative  Men,  North 
'       '    ^  "^^view,  vol  70,  pp.  520, 521. 

How  littlfe  the  all-important  art  of  mak- 
ing meanii^  pellucid  is  studied  now! 
Hardly  any  poRular  writer,  except  myself, 
thinks  of  it.  M^ny  seem  to  aim  at  being 
obscure.  Indeed,\they  may  be  right  enough 
in  one  sense;  for  m^^Y  readers  give  cr^t 
for  profundity  to  w&atever  is  obscure,  and 
caU  all  that  is  perspy^^^^  shallow.  But 
coraggio!  and  think  oW  A.  D.  2850.  Where 
will  your  Emersons  beV^^®^^  ^^^  Herod- 
otus will  still  be  read  P^^^  delight.— Ma- 
CAULAY,  Thomas  Babin\Pton,  1850,  Diary, 
Jan.  12;  Life  and  LettersK^-  Trevelyan,  ch. 
XIL  '^ 

Emerson  is  certainly  oV^®  ^'  ^^^  ^^^ 
original  writers  the  New  \Worid  has  pro- 
duced. He  writes  least  likV?  *^  American 
of  any  author  we  have  read.ii  ^®  ^^  ^^^ 
mean  this  disparagingly  to  V^  character 
as  a  good  and  true  republican W''^^*  ^  show 
our  opinion  of  his  greater  Pbj'eadth  and 
depth  of  appreciation  thant^  generally 
met  with  in  American  authcP'^-  •  •  •  Mr. 


Emerson's  power  has  not  its  f  foundation  in 
the  human  heart:  the  roots  of  k}^  ^^^^  ^^ 
in  the  intellect.  Consequenti  w  ^^  '^  ^^S- 
cient  in  one  of  the  two  greatL-  ^'^ments  of 

mere 
•*~"*^"«'  .  .  .  iMx.  jcjmersoiv,"*  possesses 
many  characteristics  of  gea  ^^"^  ^^^^  ^ 
want  of  universality  is  the  mf^^  to  be  re- 
gretted; the  leading  feature  or}^  ^  ™^d  ^ 
mtensity;  he  is  deficient  m  heiU^^  sympathy. 
Full  to  overflowing  with  intellectual  ap- 
preciation, he  is  incapable  of  r  that  embrac- 
ing reception  of  impulses  \\  '^hich  gives  to 
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Byron  so  large  a  measure  of  influence  and 
fame.  Emerson  is  elevated,  but  not  expan- 
sive; his  flight  is  high,  but  not  extensive. 
He  has  a  magnificent  vein  of  the  purest 
gold,  but  it  k  not  a  mine.  To  vary  our 
illustration  somewhat,  he  is  not  a  world, 
but  a  district;  a  lofty  and  commanding 
eminen$;e  we  admit,  but  only  a  very  smaU 

Eortion  of  the  true  poet's  universe.  What, 
owever,  he  has  done  is  permanent,  and 
America  will  always  in  after  time  be  proud 
of  Ralph  Waldo  Emerson,  and  consider 
him  one  of  her  noblest  sons.— PowBLL, 
Thomas,  1850,  Living  Wriier$  of  America, 
pp.  49,  54,  77. 

His  poems  are  mostly  phUosophical, 
which  is  not  the  truest  kind  of  poetry. 
They  want  the  simple  force  of  nature  and 
passion,  and,  while  they  charm  the  ear  and 
interest  the  mind,  fail  to  wake  far-off 
echoes  in  the  heart.  The  imagery  wears  a 
symbolical  air,  and  serves  rather  as  illus^ 
tration,  than  to  delight  us  by  fresh  and 
glowing  forms  of  life. — Ossou,  Margaret 
Fuller,  1850  (?),  American  Literature;  Art, 
Literature  ard  the  Drama,  p.  308. 

Very  good  scattered  thoughts  in  it 
J"RepresentativeMen"]:  but  scarcely  leav- 
mg  any  large  impression  with  one,  or  estab- 
lishing a  theory.— FitzGerald,  Edward, 
1850,  To  John  AUen,  March  9;  Letters  and 
Liierary  ReToaim,  ed,  Wright,  vol  I,  p.  202. 

An  exquisite  observer  and  very  subtle, 
often  very  profound,  thinker.— Helps, 
Arthur,  1851,  Companions  of  My  Solitude, 
eh.  XL. 

He  is  the  most  original  man  produced  by 
the  United  States  up  to  this  day.  .  .  . 
Some  of  Emerson's  poems  are  charming. 
A  little  piece  "To  the  Bee,"  delicious  in  its 
way,  is  dmost  worthy  of  MUton.— Chaslbs, 
PfflLARfiTE,  1852,  Anglo-American  Litera- 
ture  and  Manners,  pp.  192, 193. 

Fine  soul  and  brave  I 
If  quiunt  in  rhyme,  if  no  lo^dan  gave 

Laws  to  thy  thinking,  inly  sweet  and  wise, 
Long  in  these  woodlands  may  thine  image  Uve! 

And  many  a  musing  Briton's  heart 
ShaU  melt,  as  oft  with  moistening  eyes 

He  lets  his  noisy  train  depart 
To  linger  where, — O  sacred  art! 

In  yonder  grave  thy  Druid  lies. 

—Parsons,  Thomas  Whjjam,  1852,  Emer- 
son,  Poems,  p.  66. 

His  first  slim,  anonymous  duodecimo, 
''Nature,"  was  as  fair  and  fascinating  to 
the  -royal  young  minds  who  met  it  in  the 


course  of  their  reading,  as  Egeria  to  Numa 
wandering  in  the  grove.  The  essa^,  ora- 
tions, and  poems  followed,  developmg  and 
elaborating  the  same  spiritual  and  teroic 
philosophy,  applying  it  to  life,  history,  and 
fiterature,  with  a  vigor  and  richness  so 
supreme  that  not  only  do  many  account 
him  our  truest  philosopher,  but  others 
acknowledge  him  as  our  most  character- 
istic poet.  .  .  .  The  imagination  of  the 
man  who  roams  the  solitary  pastures  of 
Concord,  or  floats,  dreaming,  down  its 
river,  will  easily  see  its  landscape  upon 
Emerson's  pages.  ...  His  writings,  how- 
ever, have  no  imported  air.  If  there  be 
something  Oriental  in  his  philosophy  and 
tropical  in  his  imagination,  they  have  yet 
the  strong  flavor  of  his  mother  earth— 
the  underived  sweetness  of  the  open  Con- 
cord skv,  and  the  spacious  breadth  of  the 
Concord  horizon.— Curtis,  George  Will- 
iam, 1854,  Homes  of  American  Authors. 

If  he  cannot  interpret,  he  can  paint 
nature  as  few  else  can.  He  has  watched 
and  followed  all  her  motions  like  a  friendly 
spy.  He  has  the  deepest  egotistic  interest 
in  her.  He  appropriates  her  to  himself, 
and  because  he  loves  and  clasps,  imagines 
that  he  has  made  her.  His  better  writings 
seem  shaken,  sifted,  and  cooled  in  the 
winds  of  the  American  autumn.  The  flush 
on  his  style  is  like  the  red  hue  of  the  Indian 
summer  inscribed  upon  the  leaf.  One  of 
the  most  inconsistent  and  hopelessly  wrong 
of  American  thinkers,  he  is  the  greatest  of 
American  poets.  We  refer  not  to  his  verse 
— which  is,  in  general,  woven  mist,  in- 
volving little— but  to  the  beautiful  and 
abrupt  utterances  about  nature  in  his  prose. 
No  finer  things  about  the  outward  features, 
and  the  transient  meanings  of  creation, 
have  been  said,  since  the  Hebrews,  than 
are  to  be  found  in  some  of  his  books.  But 
he  has  never,  like  them,  pierced  to  the 
grand  doctrine  of  the  Divine  Personality 
and  Fatherhood.  —  Gilfillan,  George, 
1855,  A  Third  GaUery  of  PortraiU,  p.  289. 

The  Emerson  philosophy,  for  example,  is 
grieved  that  one  series  of  writing  should 
arrogate  inspiration  to  themselves  alone. 
It  is  obvious  that  a  ready  credence  given 
to  professed  inspiration  in  other  quarters, 
and  later  times,  must  tend  to  lower  the 
exclusive  prestige  of  the  Scriptures.  Thus 
the  mystics  may  be  played  off  against  the 
Apostles,  and  all  that  is  granted  to  mysti- 
cism may  be  considered  as  s6  much  taken. 
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from  the  Bible.  A  oertun  door  has  been 
marked  with  a  cross.  Emerson,  like  the  sly 
Abagail  of  the  Forty  Thieved,  proceeds  to 
mark,  in  like  manner,  all  the  doors  in  the 
street.  .  .  .  Whether  in  prose  or  verse  he 
is  the  chief  singer  of  his  time  at  the  high 
court  of  Mysticism.  He  belongs  more  to 
the  East  than  to  the  West— true  brother 
of  those  Su&  with  whose  doctrine  he  has 
so  much  in  common.  Luxuriant  in  fancy, 
impulsive,  dogmatic,  darkly  oracular,  he 
does  not  reason.  His  majestic  monologue 
may  not  be  interrupted  by  a  question.  His 
inspiration  disdains  argument.  He  de- 
lights to  lavish  his  varied  and  brilliant 
resources  upon  some  <lefiant  paradox— 
and  never  more  than  when  that  paradox 
is  engaged  in  behalf  of  an  optimism 
extreme  enough  to  provoke  another  Vol- 
taire  to  write  another  "Candide."  He 
Splays  in  its  perfection  the  fantastic 
incoherence  of  the  "God-intoxicated"  man. 
— Vaughan,  Robert  Alfred,  1856-60, 
Hours  trilh  the  Myttics,  vol.  i,  p.  237,  vol. 
n,  p.  7. 

I  have  been  reading  this  morning  for 
my  spiritual  good  Emerson's  "Man  the 
Reformer,"  wUch  comes  to  me  with  fresh 
beauty  and  meaning.  My  heart  goes  out 
with  venerating  gratitude  to  that  mild 
face,  which  I  dare  say  is  smiling  on  some 
one  as  beneficently  as  it  one  day  did  on  me 
years  and  years  ago.— EuoT,  George, 
1860,  To  Mus  Sara  HenneUy  Aug.  27; 
Oeorffe  Eliofs  Life  as  reUUed  in  her  Letters 
and  Journals,  ed.  Cross,  vol.  n,  p.  196. 

Emerson's  writing  has  a  cold  cheerless 
glitter,  like  the  new  furniture  in  a  ware- 
house, which  will  come  of  use  by  and  by. 
—Smith,  Alexander,  1863,  Dreamiharp, 
p.  191. 

Emerson  stands  closest  of  all  in  relation 
to  Blake,  his  verse  as  well  as  his  essays  and 
lectures  being  little  else  than  the  expression 
of  this  mjrstical  simplicity.  Were  he  gifted 
with  the  singing  voice  we  should  not  have 
to  look  to  the  future  for  its  supreme  bard. 
But  whenever  he  has  sung  a  few  clear 
sweet  notes,  his  voice  breaks,  and  he  has  to 
recite  and  speak  what  he  would  fain  chant. 
His  studies,  also,  have  somewhat  injured 
his  style  with  technicology,  making  him  in 
his  own  despite  look  at  Nature  through 
the  old  church  and  school  windows,  often 
when  he  should  be  with  her  in  the  rustic 
air.  In  some  of  his  shorter  poems,  how- 
ever, and  in 'the  snatches  of  Orphic  song 


prefixed  to  some  of  his  essays  (as  '^Compen- 
sation,"  "Arij,"  "History,"  "Heroism"), 
any  one  with  ears  to  hear  may  catch  preg- 
nant hints  of  what  poetry  possessed  by 
this  inspiration  can  accomplish,  and  there- 
fore irtU  accomplish;  for  no  pure  inspiration 
having  once  come  down  among  men  ever 
withdraws  its  influence  untO  it  bAs  attained 
(humanly)  perfect  embodiment. — Thom- 
son, James  ("B.  V."),  1864,  The  Poems  of 
WiUiam  Blake,  Biographieal  and  Critical 
Studies,  p.  267. 

The  majority  of  the  sensible,  practical 
community  regarded  him  [1836]  as  mystical, 
as  crazy  or  affected,  as  an  imitator  of  Car- 
lyle,  as  racked  and  revolutionary,  as  a  fool, 
as  one  who  did  not  himself  know  what  he 
meant.  A  small  but  determined  minority, 
chiefly  composed  of  voung  men  and  women, 
admired  him  and  believed  in  him,  took 
him  for  their  guide,  teacher,  and  master. 
I,  and  most  of  my  friends,  belonged  to  this 
class.  Without  accepting  all  his  opinions, 
or  indeed  knowing  what  they  were,  we  felt 
that  he  did  us  more  good  than  any  other 
writer  or  speaker  among  us,  and  chiefly 
in  two  waySy-'first,  by  encouraging  self- 
reliance;  and,  secondly,  by  encouraging 
(3od-reliance.— Olarke,  James  Freeman, 
1865,  The  Religious  Philosophy  of  Ralph 
Waldo  Emerson,  A  Lecture. 

His  genius  is  ethical,  literary;  he  speaks 
to  the  moral  sentiments  through  the  imagi- 
nation, insinuating  the  virtues  so,  as  poets 
and  moralists  of  his  class  are  wont.  .  .  . 
Of  Emerson's  books  I  am  not  here  design- 
ing to  speak  critically,  but  of  his  genius 
and  personal  influence  rather.  Yet,  in 
passing,  I  may  say,  that  his  book  of 
'Traits"  deserves  to  be  honored  as  one  in 
which  England,  Old  and  New,  may  take 
honest  pride,  as  being  the  liveliest  por- 
traiture of  British  genius  and  accomplish- 
ments,—a  book,  like  Tacitus,  to  be  quoted 
as  a  masterpiece  of  historical  painting,  and 
perpetuating  the  New  Englander's  fame 
with  that  of  his  race.  'Tis  victory  of  eyes 
over  hands,  a  triumph  of  ideas.  .  .  .  The 
consistent  idealist,  yet  the  realist  none  the 
less,  he  has  illustrated  the  learning  and 
thought  of  former  times  on  the  noblest 
themes,  and  comes  nearest  of  any  to  emanci- 
pating the  mind  of  his  own  time  from  the 
errors  and  dreams  of  past  ages. — Alcott, 
A.  Bronson,  1865-82,  Ralph  Waldo  Emer- 
son, An  Estimate  of  his  Character  and 
Genius,  pp.  18, 30, 31. 
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There  is  no  man  living  to  whom,  as  a 
writer,  so  many  of  us  feel  and  thankfully 
acknowledge  so  great  an  indebtedness  for 
ennobling  impulses.  ...  We  look  upon 
him  as  one  of  the  few  men  of  genius  whom 
our  *age  has  produced,  and  there  needs  no 
better  proof  of  it  than  his  masculine 
faculty  of  fecundating  other  minds.  Search 
for  his  eloquence  in  hb  books  and  you  will 
perchance  miss  it,  but  meanwhile  you  will 
find  that  it  has  kindled  all  your  thoughts. 
For  choice  and  pith  of  language  he  belongs  to 
a  better  age  than  ours,  and  might  rub 
shoulders  with  Fuller  and  Browne,— 
though  he  does  use  that  abominable  word 
rdidble.  His  eye  for  a  fine,  telling  phrase 
that  will  carry  true  is  like  that  of  a  back- 
woodsman for  a  rifle ;  and  he  will  dredge  you 
up  a  choice  word  from  the  mud  of  Cotton 
Mather  himself.  A  diction  at  once  so  rich 
and  so  homely  as  his  I  know  not  where  to 
match  in  these  days  of  writing  by  the  page; 
it  is  like  homespun  cloth-of-gold. — Lowell, 
James  Russell,  1868-71,  Emerson  the  Lec- 
turer, My  Study  Windows,  p.  376. 

Emerson  is  a  great  master  in  his  way. 
His  style  has  an  incomparable  charm.  Its 
silvery  rhythm  captivates  the  ear.  The 
afluence  of  his  illustrations  diffuses  a 
flavor  of  oriental  spicery  over  his  pages. 
...  In  thus  renewing  my  acquaintance 
with  Emerson,  I  am  struck  with  certain 
rare  combinations  which  may  serve  to 
explain  his  position.  Hb  rejection  of 
dogmas  b  cool  and  merciless;  but  he  shows 
no  sympathy  with  vulgar  and  destruct- 
ive radicalbm.  He  asserts  an  unlimited 
freedom  of  the  individual,  but  maintains 
a  moral  tone,  rigid  almost  to  asceticbm. 
With  the  wild  havoc  which  he  makes  of 
popular  opinion,  he  always  respects  the 
dignity  of  human  nature.  .  .  .  The  prac- 
tical shrewdness  interwoven  with  hb 
poetical  nature  b  one  of  the  secrets  of  hb 
power.  You  attempt  to  follow  hb  lofty 
flight  among  the  purple  clouds,  almost 
believing  that  he  has  "Utched  hb  wagon  to 
a  star,"  when  he  suddenly  drops  down  to 
earth,  and  surprises  you  with  an  utterance 
of  the  homeliest  wbdom.  On  thb  account, 
when  they  get  over  the  novelty  of  hb 
manner,  plain  men  are  apt  to  find  them- 
selves at  home  with  him.  Hb  acquaintance 
with  common  things,  all  household  ways 
and  words,  the  processes  of  every-day  lilfe 
on  the  farm,  in  the  kitchen  and  stable,  as 
well  as  in  the  drawing-room  and  library, 


engages  their  attention,  and  produces  a 
certain  kindly  warmth  of  fellowship,  which 
would  seem  to  be  incompatible  with  the 
coldness  of  hb  nature.  Emerson  b  not 
without  a  tincture  of  science.  He  often 
makes  a  happy  use  of  its  results,  in  the  way 
of  comparison  and  iUustration.  But  1  do 
not  suppose  that  he  could  follow  a  demon- 
stration of  Euclid,  or  one  of  the  fine 
analysfa  in  Physics  of  Tyndall  or  Huxley. 
Of  such  a  writer  as  Herbert  Spencer  he  has 
probably  no  more  than  a  faint  comprehen- 
sion.—Ripley,  George,  1869,  Journal; 
Oeorge  Ripley  (American  Men  of  Letters)  by 
Odaviue  Brooks  Frotkingham,  pp.  266,  267, 
268. 

Is  a  zealous  interpreter  and  proclaimer 
of  German  philosophy,  and  exceb  equally 
in  hb  characteristic  description  of  nation- 
alities as  of  poets.— ScHERR,  J.,  1874,  A 
History  of  English  LUeraturt,  tr.  M.  V., 
p.  310. 

In  philosophy,  the  name  of  Emerson  at 
once  occurs  to  the  mind;  but  with  all  hb 
excellences— and  in  some  respects  he  b 
the  most  remarkable  man  America  has  yet 

f  reduced— he  b  unable  to  stand  alone, 
t  b  questionable  if  the  world  would  have 
heard  of  Emerson  had  it  not  first  heard  of 
Carlyle;  and  in  thb  country  Emerson  could 
not  have  occupied  that  conspicuous  position 
to  which  he  can  justly  lay  claim  in  hb  own 
country.— Smith,  George  Barnett,  1875, 
Nathaniel  Hawthorne,  Poets  and  Novelists, 
p.  154. 

Emerson  . . .  gives  us  [''Englbh  Traits"] 
probably  the  most  masterly  and  startling 
analysb  of  a  people  which  has  ever  been 
offered  in  the  same  slight  bulk,  unsur- 
passed, too,  in  brilliancy  and  penetration 
of  statement.— Lathrop,Georoe  Parsons, 
1876,  A  Study  of  Hawthorne,  p.  252. 

It  b  thb  depth  of  spiritual  experience 
and  subtility  of  spiritual  insight  which 
dbtingubhes  Emerson  from  all  other 
American  authors,  and  makes  him  an 
elementary  power  as  well  as  an  elementary 
thinker.  The  singular  attractiveness, 
however,  of  hb  writings  comes  from  hb 
intense  perception  of  Beauty,  both  in  its 
abstract  quality  as  the  "awful  loveliness" 
which  such  poets  as  Shelley  celebrated, 
and  in  the  more  concrete  expression  by 
which  it  fascinates  ordinary  minds.  His 
imaginative  faculty,  both  in  the  concepti(m 
and  creation  of  beauty,  b  imoomipted  by 
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any  morbid  sentiment.  His  vision  reaches 
to  the  very  sources  of  beauty,— the  beauty 
that  cheers.— Whipple,  Edwin  Percy, 
1876-86,  American  Liieraiure  and  OOner 
Papers,  ed,  WhiUier,  p.  63. 

Emerson,  Whom  I  have  been  reading  all 
the  winter,  and  who  gives  me  immeasurable 
delight  because  he  does  not  propound  to 
me  disagreeable  systems  and  hideous 
creeds  but  simply  walks  along  high  and 
bright  ways  where  one  loves  to  go  with 
him.— Lanier,  Sidney,  1877,  To  Bayard 
Taylor,  May  25;  Letters,  p.  196. 

Or  will  I  wander  out  'neath  summer  skies, 
With  Concord's  sage  to  look  in  Nature's  eyes, 
And  find  therein  new  hopes  for  future  years, 
The  while  she  whispers  in  our  listening  ears 
Weird  sentences  and  abylline  decrees 
From  cave  and  bank  of  flowers,  rock,  fern,  and 

trees, 
And  brook  that,  singing,  through  the  green- 
wood travels, 
Whose  meanings  he — her  Priest — alone  un- 
ravels. 

—Joyce,  Robert  Dwyer,  1877,  Reflec- 
tions, Seribnefs  MontMy,  vol.  14,  p.  448. 

It  is  a  subject  of  gratulation  that  Emer- 
son, who  has  been  before  New  England  for 
the  past  half-century,  has  wielded  a 
generally  beneficial  influence.  With  his 
powers  and  opportunities  he  might  have 
done  incalculable  harm;  but  the  weight  of 
his  authority  has  been  thrown  upon  the 
side  of  general  morality  and  natural  devel- 
opment of  strength  of  character.  ...  He 
has  preached  the  purest  gospel  of  natural- 
ism, shrinldng  at  once  from  the  bold  and 
impious  counsellings  of  Goethe  and  from 
the  macularity  of  Carlyle.  He  has  given 
us,  in  himself,  glimpses  of  a  noble  char- 
acter, and  his  ideals  have  been  lofty  and 
pure.  New  England  could  not  have  had  a 
better  apostle,  humanly  and  naturally 
speaking.  Its  cultivated  and  rational 
mind  turned  in  horror  and  disgust  from 
its  rigid  Calvinism,  its  outri,  religious 
frenzies,  and  its  sordid  and  prosaic  life. 
They  found  a  voice  and  interpreter  in 
Emerson.  He  marks  the  recoil  from 
unscriptural,  irrational,  and  unnatural 
religion.— O'Connor,  Joseph,  1878,  Raiph 
Waldo  Emerson,  Catholic  World,  vol.  27, 
p.  95. 

He  was  the  Transcendentalist  par  excd- 
lenee.  .  .  .  One  certainly  envies  the  priv- 
ilege of  having  heard  the  finest  of  Emerson's 
orations  poured  forth  in  their  early  new- 
ness.     They  were  the  most  poetical,  the 


most  beautiful  productions  of  the  American 
mind,  and  they  were  thoroughly  local  and 
national.  They  had  a  music  and  a  magic, 
and  when  one  remembers  the  remarkable 
charm  of  the  speaker,  the  beautiful  modula- 
tion of  his  utterance,  one  regrets  in  especial 
that  one  might  not  have  been  present  on  a 
certain  occasion  which  made  a  sensation, 
an  era— the  delivery  of  an  address  to  the 
Divinity  School  of  Harvard  University, 
on  a  summer  evening  in  1838. —  Jaiies, 
Henrt,  Jr.,  1880,  Nathaniel  Hawthorne 
(English  Men  of  Letters),  pp.  82, 83. 

Doors  hast  thou  opened  for  us,  thinker,  seer 

Bars  let  down  into  pastures  measureless; 
The  air  we  breathe  to-day,  through  thee,  is 
freer 
Than,  buoyant  with  its  freshness,  we  can 
guess. 
— Larcom,  Luct,  1880,  R.  W.  E.,  May  25; 
WHd  Roses  of  Cape  Ann,  p.  175. 

The  mtellectual  life  of  Emerson  for 
nearly  half  a  century  has  affected  educated 
men  with  an  influence  that  is  immeasurable; 
he  is  "the  Coliunbus  of  modem  thought." 
Since  Lord  Bacon,  there  has  not  been 
another  writer  whose  resources  were  so 
wholly  in  himself.  He  belongs  with  the 
three  or  four  philosophic  minds  of  the  first 
order,  bom  of  the  Anglo-Saxon  race.  .  .  . 
There  was  a  mild  Teutonic  flavor  in  Emer- 
son's early  style;  and,  as  the  great  traits 
of  German  thought  were  then  more  notice- 
able than  now,  the  reflecting  public  at  once 
accused  our  philosopher  of  oeing  an  imi- 
tator of  Carlyle.  The  statement  was 
absurd,  because  the  native  qualities  of  the 
two  men  have  always  been  diverse.  There 
was  never  any  similarity  between  Carlyle 
and  Emerson  except  in  regard  to  acuteness, 
honesty  and  fearlessness.  If  there  was  at 
one  time  observable  in  their  writing  the 
influence  of  the  same  German  masters, 
there  has  since  been  a  growing  divergence. 
They  have  been  occupied  with  widely 
different  themes,  and  have  gone  on,  each 
in  his  own  way.  The  one  has  produced 
essays  and  poems,  dealing  mostly  with 
abstract  ideas;  the  other  has  written 
volundnous  h^tories,  biographies,  and 
reviews.  The  one  crystallizes  thought  into 
proverbs;  the  other  can  be  downright  when 
he  will,  but  often  indulges  in  long  periods, 
connected,  oratorical,  and  rising  to  cli- 
maxes. Carlyle  has  more  energy,  Emerson 
more  insight.  Carlyle  is  planted  upon  the 
actual,  in  the  domam  of  the  understanding; 
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Emerson  soars  on  the  wings  of  imagination. 
Carlyle  portrays  kings,  soldiers,  and  states- 
men, with  hard  outlines  and  abundant 
detail;  Emerson  shows  us  the  souls  of 
poets,  prophets,  and  philosophers,  and 
conveys  their  wisdom  and  love.  The  his- 
tory of  a  German  prince,  half  robber  and  half 
tyrant,  may  not  interest  future  ages;  but 
the  "Essays  on  Nature''  are  a  part  of  the 
permanent  treasures  of  thinking  men,  like 
the  "Phaedo"  of  Plato,  and  the  "Essays" 
of  Lord  Bacon.  — Underwood,  Francis 
H.,  1880,  Ralvh  Waldo  Emerson,  North 
American  Review,  vol  130,  pp.  479, 493. 

There  is,  perhaps,  no  writer  of  the  nine- 
teenth century  who  will  better  repay  a 
careful  and  prolonged  perusal  than  Emer- 
son. He  enjoys  the  rare  distinction  of 
having  ascended  to  the  highest  point  to 
which  the  human  mind  can  climb,— to  the 
point  where,  as  he  says  of  Plato,  the  poles 
of  thought  are  on  a  line  with  the  axis  on 
which  the  frame  of  things  revolve.  .  .  . 
He  stations  himself  at  the  point  where  the 
ascending  lines  of  Law  pass  into  Unity. 
Once  attoin  to  that  position,  and  every 
sentence  becomes  luminouis.  The  connec- 
tion of  ideas  becomes  apparent;  the  illus- 
trations are  seen  to  be  pertinent  and 
exact;  and  the  subject  to  be  laid  open  on 
all  sides  by  direct  and  penetrating  insight. 
We  can  then  turn  to  him,  with  the  same 
delight,  for  the  philosophical  expression  of 
the  deep  laws  of  human  life,  as  we  do  to 
Shakspeare  for  their  dramatic  representa- 
tion. For  he  is  one  of  the  profoundest  of 
thinkers,  and  has  that  universality,  seren- 
ity, and  cosmopolitan  breadth  of  compre- 
hension, that  place  him  among  the  great 
of  all  ages.  He  has  swallowed  all  his  prede- 
cessors, and  converted  them  into  nutri- 
ment for  himself.  He  is  as  subtile  and 
delicate,  too,  as  he  is  broad  and  massive, 
and  possesses  a  practical  wisdom  and  keen- 
ness of  observation  that  hold  his  feet  fast 
to  the  solid  earth  when  his  head  is  striking 
the  stars.  His  scientific  accuracy  and 
freedom  of  speculation  mark  him  out  as  one 
of  the  representative  men  of  the  nine- 
teenth century. — Crozier,  John  Beattie, 
1880,  The  Rdigion  of  the  Future. 

"Well,"  said  Tyndall  musingly,  and  half 
to  himself,  "the  first  time  I  ever  knew 
Waldo  Emerson  was  when,  years  ago,  a 
young  man,  I  picked  up  on  a  stall  a  copy 
of  his  "Nature."  I  read  it  with  much  de- 
light, and  I  have  never  ceased  to  read  it; 


and  if  any  one  can  be  said  to  have  given 
the  impulse  to  my  mind,  it  is  Emerson. 
Whatever  I  have  done^  the  world  owes  to 
him."— Sargent,  Mrs.  John  T.,  1880,  ed. 
Sketches  and  Reminiscences  of  the  Radical 
Club,  p.  ZOO. 

In  his  teachings  and  in  his  life  he  is  a 
great  moral  influence,  he  is  an  awakener 
and  stimulator  of  the  spiritiial  in  man, 
while  in  his  intellectual  convictions  he  is  a 
penetrating  spirit  of  truth.  He  is  a  lark 
that  heralds  the  coming  day,  a  sunbeam 
that  dissipates  darkness.  All  the  more 
pervasive,  because  purely  moral  and 
spiritual,  will  be  his  influence,  reaching 
all  hearts,  pervading  all  forms,  entering 
all  sanctuaries,  sustaining  all  right  moral 
considerations,  and  invigorating  every  true 
resolve.  Life  will  seem  more  sacred,  the 
world  holier,  truth  more  sure,  man  diviner, 
heaven  nearer,  whenever  we  love  the  truth 
in  that  untrammeled  spuit  he  has  sought 
to  vindicate.  Whatever  flaws  may  be 
foimd  in  his  philosophic  methods,  none 
will  be  found  in  those  moral  and  spiritual 
truths  to  which  he  has  devoted  his  life  for 
half  a  century.— Cooke,  George  Willis, 
1881,  Ralph  Waldo  Emerson,  His  Life, 
Writings  and  Philosophy,  p.  384 

O  Seer,  to  whose  ^ft 
Looms  large  the  Future's  better  part, 

What  other  prophet  voice  shall  lift 
This  burden  from  the  people's  heart  t 

—Johnson,  Robert  W.,  1881,  To  Ralph 
Waido  Emerson,  Century  Magazine,  vol.  23, 
200. 

The  most  original  and  independent 
thinker  and  greatest  moral  teacher  that 
America  has  produced.  .  .  .  Those  who 
have  felt  throughout  their  lives  the  purify- 
ing and  elevating  power  of  Emerson's 
writings,  and  who  have  recognised  in  his 
inspiring  career  the  perfect  sanity  of  true 
genius,  can  never  think  of  him  without 
affectionate  reverence.  He  now  rests,  in 
that  deep  repose  which  he  has  so  well 
earned,  and  on  laurels  that  will  never  fade. 
—Ireland,  Alexander,  1882,  Ralph  Wal- 
do Emerson,  pp.  4,  41. 

Emerson's  mission  was  to  individual 
minds.  Those  who  were  drawn  to  him,  or 
those  in  whom  he  perceived  a  tendency  of 
growth,  found  in  him  a  good  shepherd  who 
carried  them  in  his  arms.  He  did  not  like 
to  deal  with  people  on  general  principles, 
but  recognized  the  particular  talent  and 
the  state  of  each  who  sought  him,  and  was 


368 


RALPH  WALDO  EMERSON 


maternal  in  his  faithfulness  no  less  than  his 
tenderness  to  them.  He  was  the  friend  of 
souls.  For  this  reason  few  of  his  conversa- 
tions would  bear  to  be  reported.  I  was 
just  twenty-one  years  of  age  when  I  first 
met  him,  and  often  since,  reflecting  how 
crude  I  was,  his  patience  and  kindness 
have  been  remembered  with  grateful 
emotion.  —  Conway,  Moncure  Daniel, 
1882,  Emerson  at  Home  and  Abroad,  p.  363. 
Beside  the  ocean,  wandering  on  the  shore, 

I  seek  no  mecaure  of  the  infinite  sea; 

Beneath  the  solemn  stars  that  speak  to  me 
I  may  not  care  to  reason  otd  thdr  lore; 
Among  the  mountiuns,  whose  bright  summits 
o'er 

The  flush  of  morning  brightens,  there  may  be 

Only  a  sense  of  might  and  mystery, 
And  yet,  a  thriU  of  infinite  life  they  pour 
Through  aU  my  being,  and  uplift  me  high 

Above  my  little  self  and  weary  days. 

So  in  thy  presence,  Emerson,  I  hear 
A  sea-voice  sounding,  neath  a  boundless  sky, 

While  mountainous  thoughts  tower  o'er  life's 
common  ways. 

—Savage,  Minot  Judson,  1882,  Emerson, 
The  Literary  World,  vol.  13,  p.  161. 

In  essays  which  relate  to  concrete  affairs 
classification  is  possible,  and  Emerson  has 
availed  himself  of  it.  Wherever  a  genesis 
is  attempted,  logical  order  of  sequence  is 
necessary  and  is  attained.  In  ''English 
Traits"  the  matter  is  wisely  arranged. 
You  have  first  the  occasion  of  his  visit; 
then,  in  order,  follow  considerations  on  the 
land,  race,  ability,  manners,  etc.,  each  one 
lifting  us  to  the  next  without  confusion. 
Every  essay  of  Emerson  is  the  result  of 
much  sifting  and  classifying.  Seeing  every- 
thing in  its  most  universal  aspects,  as  is 
habitual  with  Mm,  it  b  quite  natural  that 
each  suggests  all  to  him.  Accordingly,  he 
resolutely  excludes,  by  successive  siftings, 
the  matter  that  is  less  directly  connected 
with  his  central  theme,  and  retains  only 
that  which  best  illustrates  his  thought, 
and  builds  it  out  into  a  solid  structure. 
...  In  seeing  and  uttering  ethical  laws 
specially  befitting  our  modified  conditions, 
he  is  the  prophet  of  our  century.  .  .  . 
No  one  has  preached  more  solemnly  to  us 
of  our  duties  in  a  free  government.  Trick- 
ery and  cunning,  demagoguery,— these 
have  received  his  rebuke,  but  their  presence 
has  never  made  him  despair  of  our  civiliza- 
tion. His  teaching  have  borne  noble 
fruit  in  this  direction,  and  I  believe  that 
every  American  has  received  some  impulse 
from   Emerson   that   ^ves   him   greater 


moral  courage  and  causes  him  to  deal  with 
his  fellow  men  more  frankly  and  generously 
than  before.  Self-respect  has  b^n  taught 
us  as  the  foundation  of  free  government.— 
Harris,  Willum  Torrey,  1882,  Ralph 
Waldo  Emerson,  Atlantic  Monthly,  vd.  50, 
pp.  247,  250. 

His  uncompromising  devotion  to  Truth 
never  hardened  into  dogmatism,  his  auda- 
cious rejection  of  all  formalism  never 
soured  into  intolerance,  his  hatred  of  sham 
never  degenerated  into  a  lip-protest  and  a 
literary  trick,  his  inflexible  moral  purpose 
went  hand  in  hand  with  unbounded 
charity.  In  him  the  intellectual  keenness 
and  profundity  of  a  philosopher,  and  the 
imagination  of  a  poet,  were  combined  with 
that  child-like  simplicity  and  almost  divine 
hmnility  which  made  him  the  idol  of  his 
fellow-townsmen  and  the  easily  accessible 
friend  of  the  ignorant  and  the  poor.  No 
discrepancy  exists  between  his  written 
words  and  the  record  of  his  life. — Lazarus, 
EiiMA,  1882,  Emerson's  Personality,  Cen- 
tury Magasine,  vol.  24,  p.  454. 

Let  me  say,  then,  that  Emerson,  in  my 

i'udgment,  stands  at  the  head  of  American 
iterature  in  two  of  its  most  important 
functions:  as  philosophical  essayist,  and  as 
lyric  poet.  As  philosophical  essayist  he  is 
marked  by  absolute  sincerity,  independent 
judgment,  and  the  freshness  of  original 
thought.  ...  I  place  Emerson  at  the 
head  of  the  lyric  poets  of  America.  In 
this  judgment  I  anticipate  wide  dissent; 
but  the  dissent,  I  think,  will  be  less  when 
I  explain  the  sense  in  wUch  the  afllirmation 
is  intended.  I  do  not  mean  that  Mr. 
Emerson  excels  his  competitors  in  poetic 
art.  On  the  contrary,  the  want  of  art  in 
his  poetry  may  once  for  all  be  conceded. 
The  verses  often  halt,  the  conclusion  some- 
times flags,  and  the  metrical  propriety  is 
recklessly  violated.  But  the  defect  is 
closely  connected  with  the  characteristic 
merit  of  the  poet,  and  springs  from  the 
same  root,  —  his  utter  spontaneity.  — 
Hedge,  Frederic  H.,  1882,  Memorial 
Address  at  the  Annual  Meeting  of  the 
American  Unitarian  Association. 

Mr.  Emerson  gained  nothing  from  his 
interpreters.  Nor  does  he  now.  The  key 
which  they  offered  did  not  fit  the  wards  of 
the  lock.  The  vagueness  of  the  oracle 
seemed  to  be  deepened  when  repeated  by 
any  other  lips  than  these  which  gave  it 
first  utterance.    In  most  of  the  recent 


RALPH  WALDO  EMERSON 


369 


references  in  the  newspapers  and  maga- 
zines to  the  opening  of  Mr.  Emerson's 
career  in  high  philosophy,  emphatic  state- 
ments are  made  as  to  the  ridicule  and  satire 
and  banter  evoked  by  the  first  utterances 
of  this  transcendentalism.  It  is  not 
impressed  upon  my  memory  that  any  of 
this  triviality  was  ever  spent  upon  Mr. 
Emerson  himself.  The  modest,  serene, 
unaggressive  attitude,  and  personal  phen- 
omena of  bearing  and  utterance  which 
were  so  winningly  characteristic  of  his 
pr^enoe  and  speech,  as  he  dropped  the 
sparkles  and  nuggets  of  his  fragmentary 
revelations,  were  ms  ample  security  against 
all  such  disrespect.— Ellis,  George  E., 
1882,  Tributes  to  Langjellaw  and  Emtnon 
by  the  MassaehiueMi  Hutorieal  Society, 
p.  23. 

He  always  talked  as  one  quite  sure  that 
the  plainest  speech,  the  most  direct  way 
of  ''putting  things,"  was  best  liked,  and  he 
thus  constantly  awakened  in  one  the  feel- 
ing, that  he  never  could  be  offended  by  the 
sharpest  antagonism  of  a  sincere  man. 
This  childlike  simplicity,  this  ^'believing 
and  therefore  speaking,''  was  of  itself  a 
life-long  power,  characterizing  not  only  the 
casual  or  private  talk,  but  also  the  set 
public  address.  .  .  The  subtle  afBnity 
between  Mr.  Emerson's  distinctive  style 
and  line  of  thought  and  the  old  Gnosticism, 
a  self-asserting  transcendental  philosophy, 
is  quite  clearly  apparent.  His  completed 
life-work  presents  him  to  the  world  as  the 
first  New  Englander,  or  rather  American 
writer,  whose  speculative  trend  of  mind 
took  sympathetically  to  the  Gnostic  ideas, 
and  whose  inherited  proclivity  as  a  bom 
New  Englander  necessitated  tiie  effort  to 
combine  those  Oriental  elements  with 
the  shrewd  conmion-sense  of  practical 
Yankee  life.  Yet,  alas,  there  is  no  vital 
unity.  The  incongruity  is  glaring  and 
balks  all  effort  to  naturalize  the  alien 
mysticism  as  an  aider  to  home-culture. 
The  American  will  live  out  his  supreme 
ideas,  whatsoever  they  may  be,  in  religion 
as  well  as  in  politics.  .  .  .  While 
musing,  as  at  the  begining,  over  the  works 
of  Ralph  Waldo  Emerson,  we  recognize 
now  as  ever  his  imperial  genius  as  one  of 
the  greatest  of  writers;  at  the  same  time, 
his  life-work,  as  a  whole,  tested  by  its 
supreme  ideal,  its  method  and  fruitage, 
shows  also  a  great  waste  of  power,  verifying 
the  saying  of  Jesus  touching  the  harvest 
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of  human  life:  "He  that  gathereth  not 
with  me  scattereth  abroad."— Hague, 
William,  1883-84,  Ralph  Waldo  Emenon, 
A  Paper  Read  Before  the  New  York  Oenea- 
logical  and  Biographical  Society,  with  After- 
thoughU,  pp.  5,  16,  30. 

I  have  never  cared  much  for  Emerson, 
he  is  little  more  to  me  than  a  clever  gossip, 
and  his  egoism  reiterates  itself  to  provoca- 
tion.—RusKiN,  John,  1883,  Letter  to  Alex- 
ander Ireland,  Feb.  9;  Literary  Anecdotes 
of  the  Nineteenth  Century,  vol.  u,  p.  448. 

Mentally,  he  is  all  force;  his  mind  acts 
without  natural  impediment  or  friction, — 
a  machine  that  runs  unhindered  by  the 
contact  of  its  parts.  As  he  was  physically 
lean  and  slender  of  figure,  and  his  face 
but  a  welding  together  of  features,  so  there 
was  no  adipose  tissue  in  his  thought.  It 
is  pure,  clear,  and  accurate,  and  has  the 
faidt  of  dryness,  but  often  moves  with 
exquisite  beauty.  It  is  not  adhesive;  it 
sticks  to  nothing  except  to  the  memory, 
nor  anything  to  it.  After  ranging  through 
the  plulosophies  of  the  world,  it  emerges 
clean  and  characteristic  as  ever.  It  has 
many  afiSnities,  but  no  adhesion;  it  is  not 
always  self-adherent.  There  are  in  many 
of  his  essays  separate  statements  presenting 
no  logical  continuity;  but  though  this  may 
cause  anxiety  to  disciples  of  Emerson,  it 
never  troubled  him.  Wandering  at  will  in 
the  garden  of  moral  and  religious  philoso- 
phvit  was  his  part  to  pluck  such  blossoms, 
as  he  saw  were  good  and  beautiful,—  not  to 
discover  their  botanical  relationship.  He 
might,  for  art  or  harmony's  sake,  arrange 
them  according  to  their  hue  or  fragrance; 
but  it  was  not  his  affair  to  go  further  in 
their  classification.  .  .  Emerson  does 
not  solve  for  all  time  the  problem  of  the 
universe.  He  solves  nothing;  but,  what  is 
more  useful,  he  gives  impetus  and  direction 
to  lofty  endeavor.  He  does  not  anticipate 
the  lessons  of  the  ages;  but  he  teaches  us 
so  to  deal  with  circumstances  as  to  secure 
the  good  instead  of  the  evil  tissue.  New 
horizons  opening  before  us  will  carry  us 
beyond  the  scope  of  Emerson's  surmise; 
but  we  shall  not  easily  improve  upon  his 
aim  and  attitude.— Hawthorne,  Julian, 
1884,  Emerson  as  an  American,  The  Genius 
and  Character  of  Emerson,  ed,  Sanborn, 
pp.  74,  77. 

I  do  not,  then,  place  Emerson  among  the 
great  poets.  But  I  go  further,  and  say 
that  I  do  not  place  him  among  the  great 
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writers,  the  great  men  of  letters.  .  .  . 
Emerson  cannot,  I  think,  be  call^  with 
justice  a  great  philosophical  writer.  He 
cannot  build;  his  arrangement  of  philo- 
sophical ideas  has  no  progress  in  it,  no 
evolution;  he  does  not  construct  a  phi- 
losophy. Emerson  himself  knew  the  de- 
fects of  his  method,  or  rather  want  of 
method^  very  well;  indeed,  he  and  Carlyle 
criticise  themselves  and  one  another  in  a 
way  which  leaves  little  for  any  one  else  to 
do  in  the  way  of  formulating  their  defects. 
...  We  have  not  in  Emerson  a  great 
poet,  a  great  writer,  a  great  philosophy- 
maker.  His  relation  to  us  is  not  that  of 
one  of  these  personages;  yet  is  it  a  relation 
of,  I  think,  even  superior  importance. 
His  relation  to  us  is  more  like  that  of  the 
Roman  Emperor  Marcus  Aurelius.  Marcus 
Aurelius  is  not  a  great  writer,  a  great  phi- 
losophy-maker; he  is  the  friend  and  aider 
of  those  who  would  live  in  the  spirit. 
Emerson  is  the  same.  He  is  the  friend 
and  aider  of  those  who  would  live  in 
the  spirit.  All  the  points  in  thinking 
which  are  necessary  for  this  purpose  he 
takes;  but  he  does  not  combine  them  into 
a  system,  or  present  them  as  a  regular 
philosophy.  Combined  in  a  system  by  a 
man  with  the  requisite  talent  for  this  land 
of  thing,  they  would  be  less  useful  than  as 
Emerson  gives  them  to  us;  and  the  man 
with  the  talent  so  to  systemise  them 
would  be  less  impressive  than  Emerson. — 
Arnold,  Matthew,  1884,  Emerson,  Mae- 
miUan's  Magazine,  vol,  50,  pp.  4,  6,  8. 

Emerson  lived  in  a  pale  moonlit  world  of 
ideality,  in  which  there  was  little  that  was 
adapted  to  tame  the  fierce  passions  and 
appease  the  agonizing  remorse  of  ordinary 
human  nature.  He  was  a  voice  to  the  pure 
intellect  and  the  more  fastidious  con- 
science of  men,  not  a  power  of  salvation  for 
their  wretchedness.  But  his  gnomic  wis- 
dom will  livelong,  and  startie many  genera- 
tions with  its  clear,  high,  thrilling  note.— 
HuTTON,  Richard  How,  1884-94,  Criti- 
eisms  on  Contemporary  Thought  and  Think- 
ers, vol  I,  p,  58. 

Everything  Emerson  wrote  belongs  to 
literature,  and  to  literature  in  its  highest 
and  most  serious  mood.  ...  All 
Emerson's  aspirations  were  toward  great- 
ness of  character,  greatness  of  wisdom, 
nobility  of  soul.  Hence,  in  all  his  writings 
and  speakings  the  great  man  shines  through 
and  eclipses  the  great  writer.    The  flavor 


of  character  is  stronger  than  the  flavor  of 
letters,  and  dominates  the  pages.— Bur- 
roughs, John,  1884,  Arnold  on  Emerson 
and  Carlyle,  Century  Magazine,  vol.  27,  p.928. 

It  is  too  soon  to  say  in  what  particular 
niche  among  the  teachers  of  the  race 
posterity  will  place  him;  enough  that  in 
our  own  generation  he  has  akeady  been 
accepted  as  one  of  the  wise  masters,  who, 
being  called  to  high  thinldng  for  generous 
ends,  did  not  fall  below  his  vocation,  but, 
steadfasUy  pursuing  the  pure  search  for 
truth,  without  propounding  a  system  or 
founding  a  school  or  cumbering  himself 
overmuch  about  applications,  Uved  the 
life  of  the  spirit,  and  breathed  into  other 
men  a  strong  desire  after  the  right  govern- 
ance of  the  soul.    All  this  is  generally 
realized  and  understood,  and  men  may 
now  be  left  to  find  their  way  to  the  Emer- 
sonian doctrine  without  the  critic's  prompt- 
ing.   Though  it  is  only  the  other  day  that 
Emerson  walked  the  earth  and  was  alive 
and  among  us,  he  is  already  one  of  the 
privileged  few  whom  the  reader  approaches 
m  the  mood  of  settled  respect,  and  whose 
names  have  surrounded  themselves  with 
an  atmosphere  of  religion.    .....  His 

books  were  for  spiritual  use,  like  maps 
and  charts  of  the  mind  of  man,  and  not 
much  for  ''excellence  of  divertisement." 
He  had  the  gift  of  bringing  his  reading  to 
bear  easily  upon  the  tenor  of  his  musings, 
and  knew  how  to  use  books  as  an  aid  to 
thinking,  instead  of  letting  them  take  the 
edge  ^  off  thought.  There  was  assuredly 
nothing  of  the  compiler  or  the  erudite 
collegian  in  him.  It  is  a  graver  defect  that 
he  introduces  the  great  names  of  literature 
without  regard  for  true  historical  perspec- 
tive in  their  place,  either  in  relation  to  one 
another,  or  to  the  special  phases  of  social 
change  and  shifting  time.  Still  let  his 
admirers  not  forget  that  Emerson  was  in 
his  own  way  Scholar  no  less  than  S^.— 
MORLEY,  John,  1884,  Ralph  Waldo  Emer- 
son.  An  Essay,  pp.  1,  25. 

Emerson's  place  as  a  thinker  is  some- 
what difficult  to  fix.  He  can  not  properly 
be  called  a  psychologist.  He  made  not^ 
and  even  deUvered  lectures  on  the  natural 
history  of  the  intellect;  but  they  seem  to 
have  been  made  up,  according  to  his  own 
statement,  of  hints  and  fragments  rather 
than  of  the  results  of  sympathetic  study. 
He  was  a  man  of  intuition,  of  in^ht,  a 
seer,  a  poet,  with  a  tendency  to  mysticism. 
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This  tendency  renders  him  sometimes 
obscure,  and  once  in  a  while  almost,  if 
notquite^unintelligible.  .  .  .  But  that 
which  is  mysticism  to  a  dull  listener  may 
be  the  highest  and  most  inspiring  imagina- 
tive clairvoyance  to  a  brighter  one.  .  .  . 
Too  much  has  been  made  of  Emerson's 
m3rsticism.  He  was  an  intellectual  rather 
than  an  emotional  mystic,  and  withal  a 
cautious  one.  He  never  let  go  the  string 
of  his  balloon.  He  never  threw  over  all 
his  ballast  of  common  sense  so  as  to  rise 
Bi\oye  an  atmosphere  in  which  a  rational 
being  could  breathe.— Holmes,  Oliver 
Wendell,  1884,  Ralph  Waldo  Emerson 
(American  Men  of  LeUen),  pp.  300,  396. 
That  gray-eyed  seer 
Who  in  pastoral  Concord  ways 
With  Plato  and  Ha&B  walked. 

— Aldrich,  Thomas  Bailey,  1884,  Monody 
on  the  Death  of  WmdeU  Phillips. 

In  his  first  work,  "Nature,"  published  in 
1836,  he  revealed  that  vigorous  idealism 
which  has  caused  him  to  be  sumamed,  in 
the  United  States,  the  Prince  of  Transcen- 
dentalists.  Notwithstanding  the  fact  that 
the  blood  of  eight  generations  of  clergy- 
men flowed  in  his  veins,  he  was  anythmg 
but  a  theologian  and  a  controversialist. 
Imagination  and  feeling  were  his  leading 
characteristics;  he  might  almost  be  called 
an  Ulumini  of  Rationalism.— D'Alviella, 
Count  Goblet,  1885,  The  Contemporary 
Evolution  of  Religious  Thought  in  Englandj 
America  arid  India,  tr.  Moden,  p.  170. 

"English  Traits,"  which  evinces  more 
genuine  insight  into  the  real  character  and 
underlying  forces  of  the  complex  English 
civilization  than  any  other  book  of  like 
character,  will  hereafter  be  regarded  as  his 
clearest  title  to  fame.  The  noble  series  of 
e3sa3rs,  "Nature,"  is  so  great,  that  humanity 
must  change  radically  if  that  book  does 
not  become  immortal.  The  connection  of 
thought  in  them  is  by  a  sort  of  mystical 
flight  which  none  but  he  can  take.  To 
complain  of  a  lack  of  unity  in  them  would 
be  like  complaining  of  the  lack  of  evolution 
in  Isaiah.— Johnson,  Charles  F.,  1885, 
Three  Americans  and  Three  Englishmen, 
p,  206. 

Crystal-sighted,  truth-voiced.  —  CouES, 
Elliott,  1^5,  The  Damon  of  Darunn,  p. 
ix. 

A  good  many  years  since,  at  the  house  of 
an  American  friend  I  happened  to  take  up 
a  volume  of  Emerson's  Essays  which  was 


lying  upon  the  table.  I  looked  into  it,^ 
read  a  page,  and  was  startled  to  find  that  I 
had  understood  nothing,  though  tolerably 
well  acquainted  with  English.  I  inquired 
as  to  the  author.  In  reply  I  was  told  that 
he  was  the  first  writer  in  America,  an 
eminently  gifted  man,  but  somewhat 
crazed  at  ^mes,  and  often  unable  to 
explain  his  own  words.  Notwithstanding, 
no  one  was  held  in  such  esteem  for  his 
character,  and  for  his  prose  writings.  In 
short,  the  opinion  fell  upon  my  ears  as  so 
strange  that  I  re-opened  the  book.  Some 
sentences,  upon  a  second  reading,  shot  like 
a  beam  of  light  into  my  very  soul,  and  I 
was  moved  to  put  the  book  into  my  pocket, 
that  I  might  read  it  more  attentively  at 
home.  I  find  it  is  a  great  deal  to  begin 
with  if  a  book  so  far  attracts  us  that  we 
resolve,  without  urging,  to  look  it  through; 
since,  as  a  measure  of  self-preservation,  it 
is  necessary  to  stand  on  the  defensive  now- 
a-days  against  books  and  people,  if 
we  would  reserve  time  and  inclination 
for  our  own  thoughts.  I  took  Webster's 
Dictionary  and  began  to  read.  The 
construction  of  the  sentences  struck  me 
as  very  extraordinary.  I  soon  discovered 
the  secret;  they  were  real  thoughts,  an 
individual  language,  a  sincere  man,  that  I 
had  before  me;  naught  superficial— second- 
hand. Enough!  I  bought  the  book! 
From  that  time  I  have  never  ceased  to 
read  Emerson's  works,  and  whenever  I 
take  up  a  volume  anew  it  seems  to  me  as  if 
I  were  reading  it  for  the  first  time.  .  .  . 
We  feel  that  Emerson  never  wished  to  say 
more  than  just  what  at  the  moment  pre- 
sented itself  to  his  soul.  He  never  set  up 
a  system;  never  defended  himself.  He  is 
never  hasty,  and  always  impartial.  He 
labors  after  no  effects  in  style.  He 
speaks  with  perfect  composure,  as  if  trans- 
lating from  a  language  understood  only  by 
himself.  He  always  addressed  the  same 
public,— the  unknown  multitude  of  those 
who  buy  and  read  his  works  and  wish  to 
listen  to  him, — and  ever  in  the  same  tone 
of  manly  affability.— Grimm,  Herman, 
1886,  Ralph  Waldo  Emerson,  Literature, 
tr.  Adams,  pp.  1, 38. 

One  of  the  few  higher  spiritual  voices 
of  the  century  that  have  spoken  in  clear, 
unmistakable  tones  of  hopefulness  and 
cheer.  His  coming  was  as  the  breaking 
of  the  sun  through  the  clouds  to  a  people 
long  living  under  dreary  skies.    The  power 
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of  the  man  was  felt  by  all.  Not  only 
America,  but  England,  the  world,  recog- 
nized a  new  and  telling  force.  .  .  . 
One  thing  Emerson  possessed,  which  was 
to  him  all4ndispensable,  and  without 
which,  in  his  age,  he  could  never  have 
exert^  the  influence  he  unmistakably 
did.  His  mind  was  essentially  faithful, 
truthful,  exact.  With  all  his  tendency  to 
idealism  and  rapture,  to  abstraction  and 
mysticism,  he  never  wholly  forgot  the 
necessity  of  clinging  to  the  /oc/.— Dana, 
William  F.,  1886,  The  Optimim  of  Ralph 
Waldo  Emersorij  pp,  40,  45.  • 

Emerson's  works,  like  the  Bible  or 
Shakespeare  or  those  collections  of  proverbs 
in  which  in  every  language  are  summed  up 
the  wit  and  wisdom  of  unnumbered  name- 
less poets  and  philosophers,  might  furnish 
texts  for  sermons  of  any  color.  Theist  or 
pantheist  or  agnostic  might  bind  his  argu- 
ments with  quotations  from  the  many- 
sided  Essays.  Nay,  at  different  times 
Emerson  tells  a  different  story  to  the  same 
person, — as  I  have  experienced  in  reading 
his  essay  on  Fate,  for  instance,  which  has 
seemed  to  me  an  inspiring  assertion  of  the 
freedom  of  the  will  and  an  unanswerable 
argument  for  fatalism.  This  apparent 
shifting  is  the  obstacle  that  prevents 
many  persons  from  understanding  Emerson. 
...  If  in  one  place  Emerson  makes  a 
half-statement,  be  sure  that  somewhere 
else  its  complement  and  corrective  have 
been  recorded.  He  can  be  understood 
only  by  those  who  seek  for  the  spirit  of  all 
his  worL  To  single  out  a  paragraph  or 
chapter  as  representative,  generally  mis- 
represents him.  .  .  Emerson  is  the 
unwearied  champion  of  Individuals.  All 
his  sentences  are  addressed  to  them. 
He  reveals  to  them  the  possibUities  lying 
within  reach  of  all.  Mere  bigness  and 
burly  multitudes  get  no  praise  from  him. 
The  glib  cant  of  the  demagogue  issues  not 
from  his  lips.— Thayer,  William  R.,  1886, 
The  Influence  of  Emerson,  pp.  6,  8,  12. 

Emerson  had  at  one  time  a  great  in- 
fluence on  me  that  was  good  in  some  ways, 
but  not  in  all.  His  pMlosophy  b  stimu- 
lating and  encouraging,  but  not  quite  true, 
because  it  is  too  optimistic  for  real  truth. 
He  encourages  young  readers  in  the  desire 
to  be  themselves  and  develop  their  own 
faculties,  which  is  very  good,  but  at  the 
same  time  he  encourages  a  degree  of  self- 
confidence  which  is  not  always  good  either 


for  young  people  or  old  ones.— Hamerton, 
Phiup  Gilbert,  1887,  Boakz  which  Have 
Influenced  Afe,  p.  57. 

It  was  Emerson's  experience,  both  in 
Europe  and  in  America,  so  far  as  people 
gave  his  work  serious  consideration,  to  be 
regarded  as  one  of  the  authors  whom 
Groethe  would  have  included  in  his  world- 
literature.  ...  He  sees  everything  as 
if  he  were  the  sole  person  in  the  universe, 
but  this  is  united  with  the  capacity  to 
grasp  things  as  wholes,  to  feel  atmospheres, 
to  measure  life  and  force  through  the 
imagination.  The  real  and  the  ideal 
meet  in  him  in  such  equal  proportions  as 
they  have  met  in  few  men  at  any  time. 
It  is  as  if  Plato  and  Aristotie  had  wrought 
at  their  best  in  imparting  to  him  their 
characteristic  qualities.  There  is  no  boy- 
hood, no  youthful  period  in  Emerson; 
he  is  a  man,  and  has  the  thought  and 
expression  of  his  ripest  years  almost  from 
the  start.— Ward,  Julius  H.,  1887,  ErMT- 
eon  in  New  England  Thought,  Andover 
Review,  vol.  8.  pp.  381,  383. 

In  literature,  as  in  life,  his  um  was 
spiritual  manhood,  and  he  valued  books 
and  men  mainly  as  he  found  or  deemed 
them  to  conduce  to  it.  .  .  Diamonds, 
however,  are  no  material  for  statues;  and 
Emerson's  writings,  some  short  poems 
excepted,  prefer  no  claim  to  the  yet  higher 
grace  of  logical  unity  and  symmetrical 
completeness.  His  usual  method  of  liter- 
ary work,  already  described,  precluded  the 
composition  of  an  es!3ay  in  the  proper  sense 
of  the  term.  The  thought  that  came  to 
him  today  generally  bore  slight  aflinity 
to  the  thought  of  yesterday  or  tomorrow. 
In.  exploring  the  notebooks  where  these 
casual  visitations  of  the  Spirit  lay  stored 
like  autumn  leaves  heaped  in  a  forest 
dingle,  Emerson  might  find  numerous 
ansJogies,  but  to  fashion  these  into  a 
coherent  whole  were  a  task  akin  to  that 
which  Michael  Scott  rightly  judged  too 
hard  for  the  devil  himself.  There  is  just 
enough  unity  of  purpose  and  endeavour 
after  artistic  construction  in  each  several 
Essay  to  raise  it  from  the  category  of 
Table-Talks,  the  desultory  record  of  the 
wisdom  of  an  Epictetus,  a  Luther,  a  Cole- 
ridge, and  to  inscribe  the  collection  upon 
the  roll  of  a  great  unsystematic  book, 
along  with  Marcus  Aurelius  and  Thomas 
k  Kempis,  Pascal  and  Montugne.  . 
Emerson   is  rarely  sublime  like  Marcus 
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Aurelius,  but  he  disposes  of  a  wealth  of 
varied  illustration  of  which  Marcus  Au- 
relius  knew  nothing;  and  he  has  turned 
every  page  of  the  book  of  Nature,  which, 
until  these  latter  ages,  it  has  been  the 
fault  of  ethical  writers  to  neglect.  .  .  . 
Emerson  was  a  connoisseur  in  style,  and 
said  there  had  never  been  a*  time  when  he 
would  have  refused  the  offer  of  a  professor- 
ship of  rhetoric  at  his  Alma  Mater.  The 
secret  of  his  own  method  is  incommunic- 
able; for  it  is  even  truer  in  his  case  than  in 
Carlyle's  that  the  style  is  the  man.  To 
write  as  Emerson,  one  must  be  an  Emerson. 
His  precepts,  nevertheless,  may  be  studied 
by  artists  in  all  literary  manners.  They 
seem  especially  aimed  at  the  crying  sin  of 
nineteenth  century  authorship,  its  diffuse- 
ness.  .  .  .  More  than  any  of  the  other  great 
writers  of  the  age,  he  is  a  Voice.  He  b 
almost  impersonal.  He  is  pure  from  the 
taint  of  sect,  clique,  or  party.  He  does 
not  argue,  but  announces;  he  speaks  when 
the  Spuit  moves  him,  and  not  longer. 
Better  than  any  contemporary,  he  ex- 
hibits the  might  of  the  spoken  word.  He 
helps  us  to  understand  the  enigma  how 
Confucius  and  Buddha  and  Socrates  and 
greater  teachers  still  should  have  produced 
such  marvellous  effects  by  mere  oral 
utterance.— Garnett,  Richard,  1888,  Life 
of  Ralph  Waldo  Emerson  (Great  Writers), 
pp.  109,  116,  170,  188. 
To  the  prayer  of  all  was  granted — Light! 

Thou  hast  felt  Ufe-wannth  through  the  age's 
rime, 

Hast  pierced  the  mask  of  flesh,  the  vol  of 
time. 
That  heart  from  heart  and  soul  from  soul  be- 
night. 
And  who  so  kens  thy  word  to  man  aright 

Finds  in  the  worid  a  spiritual  clime, 

Beholds  the  Present  as  a  land  sublime, 
Peopled  with  beings  of  heroic  height. 

— Larremorb,  Wilbur,   1888,  Emersony 
Mother  Carey's  Chickens. 

It  is  weU  that  we  American  students 
of  philosophy  should  seek  to  learn  and  to 
teach  the  doctrine  of  this  greatest  master 
of  ours,  and  greatest—perhaps  the  only 
great — American  philosopher,— for,  much 
more  than  philosopher,— so  much  more 
that  the  philosopher  is  but  one  simple 
element  in  the  harmonious  man,  in  no  wise 
monopolizing  or  tyrannizing  over  tem- 
perament and  powers, — yet  is  Emerson 
truly  one  of  the  greatest  philosophers  of  all 
time,  and  has  given  the  deepest  answers 


in  his  time  to  the  soul's  Whence?  and 
What?  and  Whither?  So  harmonious 
and  synthetic  is  he,  so  interfused  in  his 
philosophy  with  life  and  poetry  and  beauty 
and  counsel,  that  it  is  not  a  wholly  fateful 
task  to  discuss  him  in  that  analytic  and 
departmental  manner  which  our  programme 
imposes.  —  Mead,  Edwin  Doak,  1888, 
Emerson's  Ethics,  The  Oenius  and  Character 
of  Emerson,  ed.  Sanborn,  p.  233. 

Mr.  Emerson  protested,  set  up  human 
reason,  and  a  low  phase  of  it  at  that,  and 
with  varying  consistency  assailed  revela- 
tion and  exaggerated  human  self-sufficiency 
in  all  his  writings,  both  verse  and  prose; 
with  occasional  misgivings  wrung  from 
him  by  the  sorrows  of  human  infirmity, 
which  human  reason  had  no  power  to 
console.  He  failed;  we  know  it  and  the 
world  knows  it.— Hecker,  I.  T.,  1888, 
Two  Prophets  of  this  Age,  Catholic  World, 
vol.  47,  p.  685. 

As  regards  Emerson,  it  seems  to  be  this 
consideration  alone  which  brings  out  his 
true  greatness— that  he  discerned  the  uni- 
verse as  divine  to  its  inmost  core.  We 
rightly  call  him  a  seer.  And  what  did  he 
see?  God,  ever3rwhere.  It  is  the  sight  of 
God  that  he  helps  us  to,— the  sense  of  God 
that  he  wakes  in  us.  The  truest  lover  of 
Emerson  loves  him  best  for  making  an 
access  into  heaven,— a  heaven  both  present 
and  eternal;  and  it  is  not  Emerson's  per- 
sonality, dear  though  that  be,  on  which 
his  thought  most  rests,  but  that  vision  of 
the  heavenly  reality  to  which  the  poet  has 
helped  him.— Merriam,  George  S.,  1888, 
Emerson's  Message,  Open  Letters,  Century 
Magazine,  vol.  36,  p.  155. 

Certain  men,  themselves  writing-masters 
in  the  highest  sense,  such  as  Henry  James, 
the  late  Matthew  Arnold  and  David  A. 
Wasson,  have  criticised  Mr.  Emerson  as 
having  so  failed  of  achieving  a  style  for 
himself  as  to  threaten  the  permanence  of 
his  literary  work.  But  style  is  of  many 
kinds,  and  Emerson  has  one  of  his  own, 
lawful,  memorable  and  characteristic.  There 
is  a  style  of  reasoned  truth  like  that  of 
Plato,  Socrates,  Aristotle,  and  of  authors 
not  a  few  beside.  There  is,  too— and  quite 
legitimate — the  oracular  style,  the  style  of 
intuition  and  ejaculation.  Has  Solomon 
no  style  in  the  Proverbs,  and  David  none 
in  the  Psalms,  because  neither  of  them 
has  any  logical  continuity  on  the  page? 
Is  PaiU,— that,  "double  and  twisted  old 
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Calvinist"  as  a  friend  of  mine  affronted  Mr. 
Lyman  Beecher  with  calling  him, — to  be 
rather  credited  with  a  style  through  the 
labyrinth  of  his  epistles,  in  which  it  is 
sometimes  so  hard  to  find  the  clew?  In 
prose  and  in  poetry  there  may  be  too  much 
of  what  is  called  style,  like  a  rocking-horse 
that  does  not  get  on,  or  a  stream  flowing 
so  smooth  it  lulls  us  to  sleep.  Emerson's 
expression  answers  to  the  stylus  once  used 
to  cut  the  thought  into  letters,  not  on  a 
paper-surface  but  sunk  into  substantial 
and  enduring  form.  If  the  style  be  the 
man,  the  man  in  this  case  was  in  his  style, 
which  will  not  shorten  but  perpetuate  by 
so  sharply  marking  what  he  had  to  say. — 
Bartol,  Cyrus  Augustus,  1888,  Emerson's 
Style,  The  Critic,  June  2. 

As  a  man  grows  older  he  cares  less  and 
less  for  other  people's  mental  processes. 
He  must,  for  better,  for  worse,  rely  oli 
the  tools  he  has.  And,  year  by  year,  he 
comes  to  closer  reliance  on  the  eternities. 
It  has  been  the  great  good-fortune  of  us 
who  write  more  or  less  now,  that  we  have 
been  contemporaries  of  Mr.  Emerson.  Of 
course,  we  cannot  say  how  largely  we  are 
indebted  to  him.  If  the  obligation  is  not 
direct,  it  is  none  the  less  an  obligation 
because  the  gift  came  from  him  indirectly. 
—Hale,  Edward  Everett,  1888,  Books 
That  Have  Helped  Me,  p.  13. 

I  have  listened  to  him  with  much  pleas- 
ure, and  have  felt  the  genuineness  of  his 
mind.  And  yet,  his  sudden  insight  and 
prophetic  anticipation  have  always  lacked 
for  me  that  clear,  extended,  inner  coher- 
ence which  no  intensity  of  light  can  replace. 
This  sufficient  possession  of  the  entire 
territory  occupied,  this  extension  of 
thought  within  itself,  by  which  we  lay 
down  the  bounds  of  our  spiritual  inherit- 
ance, are  something  far  more  than  mere 
logic— a  chain  of  fortresses  stretching  over 
a  territory  witUn  easy  range  of  each  other. 
They  may  better  be  likened  to  the  diffused, 
unequal,  but  marvelously  united  light 
which  falls,  in  a  moment  of  creation,  on  a 
landscape.  Everything  is  coherent,  inter- 
dependent, but  with  the  most  subtile 
interplay  of  a  thousand  variable  relations. 
Such  a  landscape  is  far  more  than  detached 
gleams  of  revelation;  it  is  a  complete 
presentation,  palpitating  with  its  own 
unity.  The  tendency  of  Emerson,  not  so 
much  to  dwell  in  a  land  of  ideas  as  to  move 
continually  through  it,  made  him  too  mi- 


gratory for  my  intellectual  household.  I 
could  hardly  keep  even  a  chamber  for  him, 
as  did  the  Shunammite  woman  for  Elisha. 
— Bascom,  John,  1888,  Books  Thai  Have 
Helped  Me,  p.  33. 

There  can  be  no  greater  mjsfortu^ie  for 
a  sincere  and  truthf d  mind  like  Emerson's 
than  to  have  to  ^et  a  living  by  "orating." 
This  was  his  position,  however;  and  there 
can  be  no  doubt  that  his  mind  and  his 
writings  were  the  worse  for  this  necessity. 
His  philosophy  afforded  him  only  a  very 
narrow  range  of  subject.  In  all  his  essays 
and  lectures  he  is  but  ringing  the  changes 
upon  three  or  four  ideas— wMch  are  really 
commonplace,  though  his  sprightly  wit  and 
imagination  give  them  freshness;  and  it  is 
impossible  to  read  any  single  essay,  much 
more  several  in  succession,  without  feeling 
that  the  licence  of  tautology  is  used  to  its 
extremest  limits.  In  a  few  essays— for 
example,  "The  Poet,"  "Character,"  and 
"Love"— the  writer's  heart  is  so  much  in 
the  matter  that  these  endless  variations 
of  one  idea  have  the  effect  of  music  which 
delights  us  to  the  end  with  the  reiteration 
of  an  exceedingly  simple  theme;  but  in 
many  other  pieces  it  is  impossible  not  to 
detect  that  weariness  of  the  task  of  having 
to  coin  dollars  out  of  transcendental  senti- 
ments to  which  Emerson's  letters  and 
journals  often  bear  witness.  But,  whether 
he  were  delighted  with  or  weary  of  his 
labour,  there  is  no  progress  in  his  thought, 
which  resembles  the  spinning  of  a  cock- 
chafer on  a  pin  rather  than  the  flight  of  a 
bird  on  its  way  from  one  continent  to 
another —Patmore,  Coventry,  1889-98, 
Principle  in  Art,  etc.,  p.  118. 
His  soul  was  one  with  Nature  everywhere; 
Her  seer  and  prophet  and  interpreter, 
He  waited  in  her  courts  for  love  of  her, 
And  told  the  secrets  that  he  gathered  there, — 
What  flight  the  wild  birds  dared;  why  flowers 
were  fair; 
The  sense  of  that  divine,  tumultuous  stir 
When  spring  awakes,  and  all  sweet  things 
confer, 
And  youth  and  hope  and  joy  are  in  the  air. 

— MouLTON,  Louise  Chai«)Ler,  1890, 
Emerson,  The  Garden  of  Dreams,  p.  137. 

From  his  neighbourhood,  one  always 
returned  reinvigoratcd,  with  choice  moods, 
and  sometimes  even  ecstades,  which 
carried  those  of  extreme  aesthetic  sym- 
pathies and  deficient  ratiodnative  powers 
quite  off  their  feet.  He  knew  well  the 
wear3ring  and  prostrating  moments   that 
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assault  and  often  destroy  intellectual  life 
at  its  very  birth,  the  haunting  longing  and 
aspirations,  the  vague  unrest  and  insur- 
rections which  characterize  the  passage 
forth  from  immaturity;  and  he  condensed 
the  vapour  into  rain;  his  presence  broke 
the  sluurds  of  the  will  and  concentrated  the 
man.  Nothing  came  afterwards  precisely 
as  it  had  come  before;  and  our  new  eyes 
saw  that  things  are  not  entitled  to  respect 
simply  because  they  are.  It  may  be  that 
too  often  the  old  become  obsolete,  but  this 
could  be  corrected.  With  his  coming, 
adolescence  ended  and  virility  began.  He 
aroused  the  best  elements  of  the  soul, 
agitated  it  to  its  depth  and  precipitated  all 
it  had  of  intellectual  principle.  He  first 
taught  us  to  think,  and  who  can  forget  the 
opener  of  that  door?  The  dawn  of  life  to 
the  mind— is  there  a  greater  boon  one 
being  can  receive  from  another?  Is  there 
one  like  unto  it,  except  the  dawn  of  love 
to  the  heart?' WooDBXJRT,  Charles  J., 
1890,  Talki  trith  Ralph  Waldo  Emenan,  p. 
10. 

A  most  winning  and  delightful  person- 
ality on  the  side  of  the  affections  and 
conscience,  he  somewhat  disappoints  me 
intellectually.  With  deep  and  lovely 
flashes  of  insight,  characteristic  of  real 
genius,  I  find  mixed  many  dicta  which, 
though  striking  in  their  epigrammatic  form, 
do  not  speak  to  me  as  tnu.  And  in  the 
fulure  of  coherent  continuity  of  thought, 
apparently  commended  to  hmi  by  a  mis- 
taken interpretation  of  the  Kantain  dis- 
tinction of  Underiianding  and  Reoion, 
leave  his  fine  materials  in  an  unorganised 
and  pattemless  condition.  Much  as  I  love 
the  man,  I  seek  in  vain  to  learn  from  him. 
The  fault  is  probably  in  me.  I  do  not  mean 
to  critidse  him,  but  only  to  describe  my 
felt  relation  to  him.— Martineau,  James, 
1890,  To  R.  C.  Hall,  Jan,  6;  Li/c  and 
Letter$,  ed.  Drummond,  vol.  n,  p,  313. 

In  this  country  Mr.  Emerson  led  the 
dance  of  the  hours.  He  was  our  poet,  our 
philosopher,  our  sage,  our  priest.  He  was 
the  eternal  man.  If  we  could  not  go  where 
he  went,  it  was  because  we  were  weak  and 
unworthy  to  follow  the  steps  of  such  an 
emancipator.  His  singular  genius,  his 
wonderful  serenity  of  disposition  inherited 
from  an  exceptional  ancestry  and  seldom 
rufiled  by  the  ordinary  passions  of  men, 
143  curious  felicity  of  speech,  his  wit,  his 
practical  wisdom  raised  him  above  all  his 


contemporaries.  His  infre^ent  contact 
with  the  world  of  affairs,  his  seclusion  in 
the  country,  his  apparitions  from  time 
to  time  on  lecture  platforms  or  in  conven- 
tion halls,  gave  a  far  off  sound  to  his  voice 
as  if  it  fell  from  the  clouds.  Some  among 
his  friends  found  fault  with  him  for  being 
bloodless  and  ethereal,  but  this  added  to 
the  effect  of  his  presence  and  his  word. 
The  mixture  of  Theism  and  Pantheism  in 
his  thoughts,  of  the  personal  and  the  im- 
personal, of  the  mystical  and  the  practical, 
fascinated  the  sentiment  of  the  generation, 
while  the  lofty  moral  strain  of  his  teachings 
awakened  to  increased  energy  the  wills  of 
men.— FROTfflNGHAM,  OcTAVius  Brooks, 
1891,  RecoUecHoru  and  Impresiions,  p.  48. 
He  was  sometimes  superficial,  but  never 
flippant.  He  never  argued;  he  never  even 
unfolded  truths;  he  formulated  and  de- 
clared ex  cathedra  dogmas,  and  gathered 
together,  without  sequence  of  s^^m,  a 
number  of  apposite  apothems  in  a  sinde 
theme.  In  common  with  Longfellow,  he 
was  often  ledtosay  whatsound^  well  and 
meant  little,  but  unlike  Longfellow  he  was 
seldom  commonplace  at  once  in  manner  and 
matter.  Although  no  writer  is  in  reality 
more  provincial  than  Emerson,  no  writer 
has  such  a  sembhmce  of  superiority  to  all 

Erejudices  of  race,  nation,  religion,  and 
ome  training  as  he.  But  if  there  was 
much  that  was  factitious  in  Emerson, 
there  was  also  much  that  was  genuine.  He 
had  at  times  an  illuminating  insight  into 
the  heart.  His  essays  are  elevating  and 
suggestive.  He  was  gifted  with  great 
powers  of  ima^nation.  His  severity  had 
its  source  in  his  innermost  character,  and 
was  more  effectual  against  the  storms  of 
life  than  was  the  stoicism  of  the  Romans, 
or  the  light-headedness  of  the  Greeks.  He 
was  so  free  from  all  worldliness  in  motives 
or  in  tastes  that  he  seemed  immaculate. 
He  had  that  courage  in  his  faiths  which 
only  purity  can  give.  He  lived  as  in 
another  world.  If  not  quite  the  seer  he 
purports  to  be,  he  was  unquestionably  a 
genius.— Mabie,  Hamilton  W.,  1892,  The 
Memorial  Story  of  America,  p,  594. 

''Can  you  emit  sparks?"  said  the  cat  to 
the  ugly  duckling  in  the  fairy  tale,  and 
the  poor  abashed  creature  had  to  admit  it 
could  not.  Emerson  could  emit  sparks 
with  the  most  electrical  of  cats.  He  is  all 
sparks  and  shocks.  If  one  were  required 
to  name  the  most  non-sequacious  author 
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one  had  ever  read,  I  do  not  see  how  he 
could  help  nominating  Emerson.  .  .  . 
The  unparalleled  non-sequaciousness  of 
Emerson  is  as  certain  as  the  Correggiosity 
of  Correggio.  You  never  know  what  he 
will  be  at.  His  sentences  fall  over  you  in 
glittering  cascades,  beautiful  and  bright, 
and  for  the  moment  refreshing,  but  after  a 
brief  while  the  mind,  having  nothing  to  do 
on  its  account  but  to  remain  wide  open, 
and  see  what  Emerson  sends  it,  grows 
quite  restive  and  then  torpid.  Admiration 
gives  way  to  astonishment^  astonishment 
to  bewilderment,  and  bewilderment  to 
stupefaction.— BiRRELL,  Augustine,  1892, 
fies  Judicata. 

Emerson,  as  I  read  him,  had  no  self- 
suiBciency.  He  lived  and  felt  with  the 
minimum  of  personal  color,  reflecting 
nature  and  man;  and  the  study  of  the 
guide,  the  savage  man  thrown  out  of 
society  like  a  chip  from  a  log  under  the  ax 
of  the  chopper,  returning  to  the  status  of 
pure  individuality,— men  such  as  our 
guides  were,— aroused  in  the  philosopher 
the  enthusiasm  of  a  new  fact.  He  often 
spoke  of  it,  and  watched  the  men  as  a 
naturalist  does  the  animals  he  classifies.  I 
remember  Longfellow's  once  sa3dng  of 
Emerson  that  he  used  his  frien<^  as  he 
did  lemons— when  he  could  squeeze  nothing 
more  from  them,  he  threw  them  away;  but 
this,  while  in  one  sense  true,  does  Emerson 
a  radical  injustice.  He  had  no  vanity,  no 
self-importance;  truth  and  philosophy  were 
so  supreme  in  their  hold  on  him  that  neither 
himself  or  any  other  self  was  worth  so 
much  as  the  solution  of  a  problem  in  life. 
To  get  this  solution  he  was  willing  to 
squeeze  himself  like  a  lemon,  if  need  were; 
and  why  should  he  be  otherwise  disposed 
to  his  neighbor?— Stillman,  W.  J.,  1893, 
The  Philoiophers'  Camp,  Century  MagoMne, 
vol  46,  jp.  601. 

If  we  hold  ourselves,  in  a  definition  of 
unity,  to  meaning  by  the  word  oneness  of 
subject,  we  may  admit  Emerson's  para- 
graphs to  have  unity.  More  than  half  the 
time,  at  least,  every  sentence  bears  on  the 
point  concerned.  Sequence  in  the  analytic 
(t.  e.,  redintegrating)  sense  he  had  none. 
There  is  no  tracking  him.  You  are  con- 
scious that  he  has  arrived,  and  from  a 
place  worth  coming  from,  for  his  hands  are 
full  of  gems;  but  no  other  man  can  find 
out  his  way,  nor  can  he.  He  was  always 
complaining  that  he  had  no  system;  speaks 


of  his  own  ''impassable  paragraphs,  each 
sentence  an  infinitely  repellent  particle/' 
He  has  little  close  ordering  of  words  for 
coherence,  few  inversions,  few  paraUelisms 
of  structure.  Out  of  a  desperate  desire  to 
indicate  relations,  he  uses  49  sentence- 
connectives  to  300  periods;  but  not  always 
do  they  catch  and  hold  the  true  relation. 
.  .  .  How  then,  without  sequence,  does 
our  author  make  himself  clear?  His  state- 
ments are  intuitive;  but  we  shall  find  that 
he  has  a  curious  alternating  method  of 
intuitive  statement  which  amounts  to 
resolution  of  the  main  idea.  The  para- 
graph contains  a  half-dozen  intuitive  sen- 
tences, each  stating  the  main  idea  from  a 
different  point  of  view;  so  that  perforce 
some  of  the  steps  omitted  in  one  statement 
are  supplied  in  another,  if  only  by  the  great 
variety  of  associations.  Emerson  must 
state  the  point  intuitively;  but  he  does  so 
under  so  many  metaphors  that  he  is  sure 
somewhere  to  hit  your  experiences,  your 
quickest  road  to  apprehension. — Lewis, 
Edwin  Herbert,  1894,  The  History  of  the 
English  Paragraph,  pp.  152,  153. 

I  have  had  a  high  joy  in  some  of  the 
great  minor  poems  of  Emerson,  where  the 
goddess  moves  over  Concord  meadows  with 
a  gait  that  is  Greek,  and  her  sandaled 
tread  expresses  a  high  scorn  of  the  india- 
rubber  boots  that  the  American  muse  so 
often  gets  about  in.— Howells,  William 
Dean,  1895,  My  Literary  Passions,  p.  238. 

Emerson  was  not,  indeed,  a  man  of 
letters  in  the  narrowest  sense.  He  was 
more  than  that.  He  was  a  prophet,  a  sage, 
an  inspirer  of  other  men,  who  used  litera- 
ture, sometimes  a  little  impatiently,  as  an 
imperfect  instrument  for  imparting  the 
truths  he  felt  himself  destined  to  convey. 
But  he  had  many  qualities  the  man  of 
letters  would  do  well  to  imitate.  He  was 
essentially  a  modem  man.  He  was  familiar 
with  the  past  and  loved  many  things 
about  it;  but  he  was  "up  to  the  times"  in 
the  fullest  sense,  in  science,  in  theology, 
in  politics.  He  looked  forward  and  not 
back;  it  cannot  be  too  often  emphasized.— 
Bradford,  Gamaliel,  Jr.,  1895,  The 
American  Man  of  Letters,  Types  of  Ameri- 
can Character,  p.  145. 

Different  as  they  are,  Franklin  and 
Emerson  are  both  t3rpical  Americans- 
taken  together  they  give  us  the  two  sides 
of  the  American  character.  Franklin 
stands  for  the  real,  and  Emerson  for  the 
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ideal.  Franklin  represents  the  prose  of 
Amaican  life,  and  Emerson  the  poetry. 
Franklin's  power  is  limited  by  the  bounds 
of  common  sense,  while  Emerson's  appeal 
is  to  the  wider  imagination.  Where 
Emerson  advises  you  to  ''hitch  your  wagon 
to  a  star/'  Franklin  is  ready  with  an  im- 
proved axle-grease  for  the  wheels.  Frank- 
lin declares  that  honesty  is  the  best  policy; 
and  Emerson  insists  on  honesty  as  the  only 
means  whereby  a  man  may  be  free  to  under- 
take higher  things.  Self-reliance  was  at 
the  core  of  the  doctrine  of  each  of  them,  but 
one  urged  self-help  in  the  material  world 
and  the  other  in  the  spiritual.  Hopeful 
they  were,  both  of  them,  and  kindly,  and 
shrewd;  and  in  the  making  of  the  American 
people,  in  the  training  and  in  the  guiding 
of  this  immense  population,  no  two  men 
have  done  more  than  these  two  sons  of  New 
England.— Matthews,  Branbbr,  1896,  An 
IntoducHon  to  the  Study  of  American 
Literaturey  p.  108. 

Emerson  stalks  like  a  giant  from  moun- 
tain peak  of  thought  to  mountain  peak, 
while  the  reader  \s  often  sorely  puzzled  to 
know  how  to  cross  the  deep  gullies  between. 
Emerson  was  a  genius,  and  prophesied  so 
gloriously  on  his  mountain-tops,  that  we 
struggle  forward  after  him  despite  all 
difficulties.  Those  who  are  not  geniuses 
cannot  hope  that  readers  will  follow  their 
lead  unless  the  road  is  shown  and  the 
chasms  bridged.— Bates,  Arlo,  1896, 
Talks  on  Writing  English,  p.  142. 

Compare  for  one  moment  the  style  of 
Emerson  with  that  of  Wendell  Holmes. 
The  style  of  one  represents  him  as  much 
as  the  style  of  the  other  represents  that 
other.  The  style  of  Emerson  is  manly, 
clear,  deep,  and  direct;  full  of  verve  and 
poetical  energy:  it  reflects  the  writer.  The 
style  of  Wendell  Holmes  is  subtle,  charm- 
ing, full  of  opalescent  colour,  witty,  bril- 
liant, and  caustic:  it  also  reflects  the 
author.  ...  His  grand  work,  "Repre- 
sentative Men,"  which  is,  for  its  power  of 
intellectual  stimulation,  of  the  greatest 
possible  value.— FoRSTER,  Joseph,  1897, 
Greai  TeaeherSy  pp.  274,  293. 

In  Emerson,  we  have,  if  not  an  acknowl- 
edged master,  yet  a  poet  whose  l3nricism  is 
so  strange  and  rare  as  to  defy  the  critics. 
They  can  compare  him  to  nobody,  measure 
him  by  nothing,  and  are  sometimes  driven 
by  sheer  perplexity  to  pronounce  him  not  a 
poet  at  all.     They  accuse  him,  justly 


enough,  of  abstract  themes,  irregular 
rhymes  and  rh}rthms,  bewildering  pas- 
sages and  unearthly  ecstasies,  a  passion  too 
"thin-piercing."  Yet  many  readers  find 
a  unique  and  unwithering  charm  in  his 
ethereal  notes.  It  seems  to  such  that  here, 
as  nowhere  else  in  American  poetry,  may 
be  felt  the  thrill  of  a  spiritual  secret,  a 
whisper  from  beyond.— Bates,  Kathar- 
ine Lee,  1897,  American  LOeraiure,  p.  167. 

But,  be  it  said,  in  the  year  of  1837,  on 
the  last  day  of  August,  Ralph  Waldo 
Emerson  spoke  at  Cambridge  what  for 
sixty  years  has  been  known  as  his  Phi 
Beta  Kappa  address.  Its  subject  was  "The 
American  Scholar.''  It  was  the  first  of  the 
great  addresses  which  the  great  man  made. 
In  his  published  works  it  stands  next  the 
essay  on  "Nature,"  which  was  his  first 
noteworthy  volume.  It  was  a  great 
address.  Oliver  Wendell  Holmes  calls  it 
our  "Intellectual  Declaration  of  Inde- 
pendence"; we  might  denominate  it  our 
Declaration  of  Intellectual  Independence. 
.  .  .  For  two  generations  this  oration 
has  been  the  intellectual  bread  for  college 
and  other  folk.  Like  so  many  other  first 
addresses  and  works,  it  seems  to  be  a 
microcosm  of  the  whole  message  which  the 
great  author  subsequently  thought  or 
spoke.  He  who  would  be  moved  by  the 
best  of  the  early  Emerson  must  stoop  and 
drink  of  this  early  and  steadily  flowing 
spring.— Thwing,  Charles  F.,  1897,  Em- 
erson's "The  American  Scholar"  Sixty 
Years  After,  The  Forum,  vol.  23,  pp.  661, 
662. 

His  freshness  and  his  courage  remained 
undamped  by  the  failures  of  others,  and 
his  directness  of  judgment  and  poetical 
intuition  had  freer  scope  in  his  rhapsodies 
than  it  would  have  had  in  learned  treatises. 
I  do  not  wonder  that  philosophers  by  pro- 
fession had  nothing  to  say  to  his  essays 
because  they  did  not  seem  to  advance  their 
favorite  inquiries  beyond  the  point  they 
had  reached  before.  But  there  were  many 
people,  particularly  in  America,  to  whom 
these  rhapsodies  did  more  good  than  any 
learned  disquisitions  or  carefully  arranged 
sermons.  There  is  in  them  what  attracts 
us  so  much  in  the  ancients,  freshness, 
directness,  self-confidence,  unswerving  loy- 
alty to  truth,  as  far  as  they  could  see  it. 
He  had  no  one  to  fear,  no  one  to  please. 
Socrates  or  Plato,  if  suddenly  brought  to 
life  again  in  America,  might  have  spoken 
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like  Emerson,  and  the  effect  produced  by 
Emerson  was  certainly  like  that  produced 
by  Socrates  in  olden  times.— Muller, 
Friederich  Max,  1897,  Literary  Reeolko- 
tions,  CoBtnopolis,  p.  629. 

In  1837  he  was  asked  to  deliver  the  Phi 
Beta  Kappa  oration  at  Cambridge.  This 
was  the  opportunity  for  which  he  had  been 
waiting.  The  mystic  and  eccentric  young 
poet-preacher  now  speaks  his  mind,  and 
he  turns  out  to  be  a  man  exclusively  in- 
terested in  real  life.  This  recluse,  too 
tender  for  contact  with  the  rough  facts  of 
the  world,  whose  conscience  hsis  retired 
him  to  rural  Concord,  pours  out  a  vial  of 
wrath.  This  cub  puts  forth  the  paw  of  a 
full-grown  Uon.  Emerson  has  left  behind 
him  nothing,  stronger  that  this  address, 
"The  American  Scholar."  It  was  the  first 
application  of  his  views  to  the  events  of 
his  day,  written  and  delivered  in  the  heat 
of  early  manhood  while  his  extraordinary 
powers  were  at  their  height.  It  moves 
with  a  logical  progression  of  which  he  soon 
lost  the  habit.  The  subject  of  it,  the 
scholar's  relation  to  the  world,  was  the 
passion  of  his  life.  The  body  of  his  belief 
is  to  be  found  in  this  address,  and  in  any 
adequate  account  of  him  the  whole  address 
ought  to  be  given.  .  .  .  Emerson  is 
never  far  from  his  main  thought. — Chap- 
man, John  Jat,  1898,  Emer$on  and  other 
Eiiays,  pp.  17,  23. 

The  divine  spirit  of  gentle  peace  and 
loving  faith  abiding  in  the  man  is  even 
better  than  any  direct  teachings  in  his 
books.  We  of  to-day  find  it  simply  im- 
possible to  imagine  what  the  spiritual 
air  of  New  England  was  before  Emerson 
breathed  his  message  and  lived  his  life. — 
Lawton,  William  Cranston,  1898,  The 
New  England  PoetSy  p.  46. 

But  here  in  thb  same  day  is  Emerson, 
the  good  morning  shepherd  of  pale  mead- 
ows, green  with  a  new  optimism  that  is 
natural  and  sensible.  He  does  not  lead 
us  to  the  edge  of  the  abyss.  He  does  not 
take  us  away  from  the  humble  and  familiar 
close,  for  the  glacier,  the  sea,  the  eternal 
snows,  the  palace,  the  stable,  the  pauper's 
funeral  pall,  the  invalid's  pallet,  are  all 
to  be  found  beneath  the  same  heaven, 
purified  by  the  same  stars,  and  subject  to 
the  same  infinite  energies.  He  comes' to 
many  at  the  moment  when  he  ought  to 
come,  and  in  the  very  instant  when  they 
were  in  mortal  need  of  new  interpretations. 


Heroic  moments  are  less  obvious,  those  of 
abnegation  have  not  yet  returned;  only 
daily  life  remains  to  us,  and  yet  we  cannot 
live  without  grandeur.  He  has  given  to 
life,  which  had  lost  its  traditional  horizon, 
an  almost  acceptable  meaning,  and  per- 
haps he  has  even  been  able  to  show  us 
that  it  is  strange  enough,  profound  enough, 
great  enough,  to  need  no  other  end  than 
itself.  He  does  not  know  any  more  of  it 
than  the  others  do;  but  he  afiirms  with 
more  courage,  and  he  has  confidence  in 
the  mystery.  You  must  live,  all  you  who 
travel  through  days  and  years,  without 
activities,  without  thought,  without  light, 
because  your  life,  despite  everything,  i^ 
incomprehensible  and  divine.  You  must 
live  because  no  one  has  a  right  to  subtract 
any  commonplace  weeks  from  their  spirit- 
ual sequence.  You  must  live  bemuse 
there  is  not  ian  hour  without  intimate 
miracles  and  ineffable  meanings.  You  must 
live  because  there  is  not  an  act,  not  a 
word,  not  a  gesture,  which  is  free  from 
inexplicable  claims  in  a  world  "where  there 
are  many  things  to  do,  and  few  things  to 
know."— Maeterlinck,  Maurice,  1898, 
Emerton^  tr.  Porter  and  Clarke,  PoetrLore, 
vol.  10,  p.  82. 

Emerson  was  pure  in  thought  as  he  was 
high  in  thought,  and  his  thought  often 
reached  spiritual  altitudes  where  even  the 
front  rank  of  preachers  never  climbed: 
hence  there  was  lacking  that  high  fellow- 
ship which  might  have  strengthened  and 
stayed  him,  and  the  want  of  which  some- 
times broke  over  him  with  a  blighting 
sense  of  loneliness. — Mitchell,  Donald  G., 
1899,  American  Lands  and  Letters,  Leather- 
Stocking  to  Poe's  ''Raven/'  p.  150. 

Who  is  not  his  debtor  who  has  ever  held 
converse  with  that  virile  and  inspiring 
personality?  Who  has  not  gathered  from 
his  page  mental  booty  and  intellectual 
enrichment  such  as  he  has  derived  from 
few  other  masters?  A  profound  and 
original  thinker  himself,  he  has  set  up 
many  other  thinkers.  A  seer,  he  has 
taught  many  others  to  see.  Rich  with 
a  Califomian  wealth  of  thought  and  illus- 
tration, which  he  has  dealt  out  with  spend- 
thrift profusion,  he  has  supplied  intellectual 
capital  sufficient  to  endow  a  whole  crowd 
of  mediocrities.  .  .  .  When  he  approach- 
es the  momentous  question  of  God's  exist- 
ence, he  denies  the  validity  of  all  the 
customary  arguments,  such  as  are  usually 
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fonnulated  in  theological  text-books,  on 
the  ground  that  they  all  share  the  fatal 
defect  of  being  based  on  logical  processes. 
He  substitutes  a  shorter  and  more  expedi- 
tious method  of  reaching  the  same  great 
conclusion.  While  others  are  climbing  with 
slow  and  toilsome  effort  Nature's  ladder 
up  to  Nature's  God,  or  the  equally  tedious 
ladd^  of  syllogism,  Emerson  sees  God  by 
immediate  perception,  knows  Him  by  di- 
rect cognition.  By  an  adle  mental  leap,  he 
vaults  at  a  single  bound  into  a  knowledge 
of  the  Divine  existence,  using  as  his  only 
spring-board  the  native  intuitions  of  his 
own  soul.  What  others  reach  only  after 
long  and  laborious  courses  of  reasoning,  he 
reaches  by  a  flash  of  intelligence.— Wilson, 
8.  Law,  1899,  The  Theology  of  Modem 
Literature,  pp.  97,  102. 

It  may  be  fearlessly  said  that,  within  the 
limits  of  a  single  sentence,  no  man  who 
ever  wrote  the  English  tongue  has  put 
more  meaning  into  words  than  Emerson. 
In  his    hands,  to  adopt    Ben   Jonson's 

Shrase,  words  ''are  ramnoed  with  thought.'' 
To  one  has  reverenced  the  divine  art  of 
speech  more  than  Emerson,  or  practiced 
it  more  nobly.  "The  Greeks,"  he  once 
said  in  an  unpublished  lecture,  "antici- 
pated by  their  very  language  what  the 
bc»t  orator  could  say";  and  neither  Greek 
precision  nor  Roman  vigor  could  produce 
a  phrase  that  Emerson  could  not  match. 
Who  stands  in  all  literature  as  the  master 
of  condensation  if  not  Tacitus?  Yet  Emer- 
son, in  his  speech  at  the  anti-Kansas 
meeting  in  Cambridge,  quoted  that  cele- 
brated remark  by  Tacitus  when  mentioning 
that  the  effigies  of  Brutus  and  Cassius  were 
not  carried  at  a  certain  state  funeral:  and 
in  translating  it,  bettered  the  original. — 
HiGGiKSON,  Thomas  Wentworth,  1899, 
Contemporariee,  p.  16« 

A  veritable  prophet,  telling  each  indi- 
vidual that  being  is  better  than  seeing; 
telling  the  orator  and  publicist  that  it  is 
good  for  a  man  to  have  a  hearing,  but 
better  for  him  to  deserve  the  hearing; 
telling  the  reformer  that  the  single  man, 
who  mdomitably  plants  himself  upon  his 
divine  instincts  and  there  abides,  will  find 
the  whole  world  coming  around  to  him.— 
HiLLis,  Newell  Dwight,  1899,  Great 
Books  as  Life^Teaehers,  p.  26. 

Emerson's  work  is  so  individual  that 
you  can  probably  get  no  true  impression 
of  it  without  reading  deeply  for  yourself. 


To  many  this  may  be  irksome.  Like  all 
powerful  individualities  his  can  hardly 
leave  a  reader  indifferent;  you  will  be 
either  attracted  or  repelled,  and  if  repelled, 
the  repulsion  will  very  likely  make  the 
reading  demand  a  strenuous  act  of  will. 
But  any  student  of  American  letters  must 
force  himself  to  the  task;  for  Emerson, 
thinking,  talking,  writing,  lecturing  from 
that  Concord  where  he  lived  during  the 
greater  part  of  his  life,  produced,  in  less 
than  half  a  century,  work  which  as  time 
goes  on  and  as  the  things  which  other  men 
were  making  begin  to  fade,  seem  more  and 
more  sure  of  survival.  America  produced 
him;  and  whether  you  like  him  or  not,  he 
is  bound  to  live.— Wendell,  Barrett, 
1900,  A  Literary  History  of  America,  p,  315. 

A  certain  disquiet  mingled  in  the  minds 
of  Emerson's  contemporaries  with  the 
admiration  they  felt  for  his  purity  and 
genius.  They  saw  that  he  had  forsaken 
the  doctrines  of  the  Church;  and  they  were 
not  sure  whether  he  held  quite  unequivo- 
cally any  doctrine  whatever.  We  may  not 
all  of  us  share  the  concern  for  orthodoxy 
which  usually  caused  this  puzzled  alarm: 
we  may  understand  that  it  was  not  Emer- 
son's vocation  to  be  definite  and  dogmatic 
in  religion  any  more  than  in  philosophy, 
yet  that  disquiet  will  not,  even  for  us, 
wholly  dbappear.  It  b  produced  by  a 
defect  which  naturally  accompanies  im- 
agination in  all  but  the  greatest  minds.  I 
mean  disorganization.  Emerson  not  only 
conceived  things  in  new  ways,  but  he 
seemed  to  think  the  new  ways  might  cancel 
and  supersede  the  old.  His  imagination 
was  to  invalidate  the  understanding. 
That  inspiration  which  should  come  to 
fulfil  seemed  too  often  to  come  to  destroy. 
If  he  was  able  so  constantly  to  stimulate 
us  to  fresh  thoughts,  was  it  not  because 
he  demolished  the  labour  of  long  ages  of 
reflection?  Was  not  the  startling  effect  of 
much  of  his  writing  due  to  its  contradiction 
to  tradition  and  to  common  sense  7— 
Santatana,  Gibobob,  1900,  InterprdaHons 
of  Poetry  and  Religion,  p.  223. 

Mr.  Emerson's  way  of  looking  at  things 
was  certainly  just  the  opposite  of  Carlyle's 
and  of  Ruslan's  too.  To  him  the  universe 
was  in  good  health,  if  some  of  its  denizens 
were  not.  His  diagnosis  was  always  made 
on  affirmative  lines,  and  justified  the 
highest  hopes.  His  critics  said  that  he 
left  out  of  the  equation  the  forces  of  evil, 
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and  brushed  away  from  his  vision  the  per- 
sistence and  ubiquity  of  sin.  What  the 
Creator  is  reported  in  Genesis  to  have  seen, 
that  all  that  he  had  made  was  good,  Emer- 
son continued  to  believe.  In  his  vernacular 
even  Sheol  had  its  benefits.— Benton,  Joel, 
1901,  Emerson's  Optimism,  The  Outlook, 
vol  68,  p.  407. 

If  you  draw  a  mark  of  equality  between 
^'Representative  Men"  and  seventy-five 
cents  you  will  see  how  much  richer  I  was  with 
the  book  than  with  the  money.  This  was 
the  first  volume  that  I  bought  with  my 
own  money,  and  none  since  has  educated 
me  so  much  and  none  now  pleases  me  so 
well  to  see  with  its  broken  back  and  bent 
corners,  its  general  look  of  shabbiness, 
worn  with  much  packing  and  travel,  and 
its  scribblings  on  the  wide  margins  made  in 
the  days  when  I  read  it  with  ambitious  zeal 
and  began  to  feel  wise  and  melancholy,  and 
even  to  think  I  could  piece  out  Emerson's 
sentences  with  reflections  of  my  own.  I 
read  this  book  until  I  had  drawn  out  as 
muich  as  there  was  for  me  at  that  time. 
It  seemed  to  be  written  for  me.  .  .  . 
With  Emerson  one  never  sees  anything  less 
than  a  vision,  hears  no  voice  but  tb^t  of 
the  soul;  yes,  and  beyond  that  the  Over 
Soul.  All  is  in  the  distance,  a  vast  perspec- 
tive lined  with  majestic  figures  of  men  and 
women  as  they  would  be  fi  they  but  knew 
their  own  worth;  and  at  the  end  a  lofty 
temple  consecrated  to  the  moral  sentiments. 
In  reading  "English  Traits"  I  cannot  divest 
myself  of  the  feeling  that  I  am  reading  of 
a  people  much  further  removed  than 
England  and  in  no  way  related  to  our  time 
and  coimtry;  they  seem  as  distant  and  in 
truth  as  dead  as  Greeks  or  Romans,  with 
such  a  cool,  remote  and  contemplative 
pencil  does  he  paint  them.  Is  it  his  im- 
agination that  produces  this  effect  or  is 
it  that  he  sees  things  never  before  dis- 
closed  and  hence  the  illusion  of  distance 
and  unfamiliarity?  The  essential,  national 
qualities  are  there,  but  abstracted  in  such 
a  manner  that  they  stand  out  like  a  scien- 
tific diagnosis;  the  diagnosis  is  so  interest- 
ing and  acute  that  the  poor  patient  is 
forgotten.  .  .  .  The  "Essays"  contain  the 
harvests  of  Emerson's  lifetime;  plain  food 
for  daily  life,  rare  fruit  and  dainties  for 
life's  holidays.  The  quality  is  as  the  pro- 
ducts of  the  sun's  light  and  warmth;  the 
form  is  spontaneous  and  simple,  and  every- 
where expressive  of  the  man.    He  wrote 


when  he  felt  inspired;  when  not,  he  sought 
in  right  living  and  high  thinking  the  re- 
newal of  the  sources  of  inspiration.  The 
reserve  of  Emerson's  Essa3rs  is  one  of  their 
most  notable  and  instructive  character- 
istics. He  sees  more  than  he  says.  He  is 
like  a  general  overlooking  the  field  of 
battle,  determining  the  strategical  points 
and  concentrating  his  forces  upon  them. 
What  he  does  not  heed  is  not  important  for 
a  comprehension  and  complete  grasp  of 
the  situation.—ALBEE,  John,  1901,  Re- 
memhranees  of  Emerson,  pp,  10,  45,  152. 

One  charm  of  Emerson  is  due  to  this 
affable  reception  of  all  opinions.  On  his 
first  appearance  in  a  pulpit  he  is  described 
as  "the  most  gracious  of  mortals,  with  a 
face  all  benignity,"  and  preached  with  an 
indefinite  air  of  simplicity  and  wisdom. 
His  lectures  radiate  benignity  and  sim- 
plicity. He  had  no  dogmas  to  proclaim 
or  heretics  to  denounce.  He  is  simply 
uttering  an  inspiration  which  has  come  to 
him.  He  is  not  a  mysta^ogue,  affecting 
superinducal  wisdom  and  m  possession  of 
the  only  clue  to  the  secret.  If  you  sym- 
pathize, well  and  good;  if  you  cannot  you 
may  translate  his  truth  into  your  own. 
The  ascent  into  this  serene  region,  above  all 
the  noise  of  controversy,  has  its  disadvan- 
tages. —  Stephen,  Lesue,  1901,  Emerson, 
National  Review,  vol.  36,  p.  885. 

The  gentle  simplicity  of  the  man,  his 
unswerving  faith  in  humanity,  in  Nature, 
in  the  unseen  Powers  that  guide  the  uni- 
verse, must  count  for  more  than  any  mere 
piece  of  literary  art  he  has  left  behind  him. 
He  certainly  created  no  philanthropic  sys- 
tem, perhaps  taught  no  absolutely  novel 
truth.  He  had  literally  no  dramatic  power, 
or  large  constructive  imagination.  His 
utterance  is.alwa3rs  direct  and  personal,  as 
it  were  in  his  own  calm,  natural  voice.  His 
essays  are  not  only  without  rigid  local 
cohesion,  they  are  often  mere  loose  series 
of  more  or  less  kindred  thoughts,  and  at 
times  justify  the  extravagant  legends 
which  are  current  as  to  their  haphazard 
growth.  He  has  no  painful  or  scholastic 
accuracy.  He  quotes  or  refers  offhand  to 
authors  of  all  ages,  with  some  of  whom  he 
had  but  nodding  acquaintance.  Least  of 
all  men  would  he  desire  his  own  books  to 
be  studied  critically  and  accepted  as 
authoritative.— Lawton,  William  C^ians- 
TON,  1902,  Introduction  to  the  Study  of 
American  Literature,  p,  135. 
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Bom,  at  Portland,  Maine,  27  Feb.  1807.  At  school  there.  To  Bowdom  Coll!,  1822; 
B.  A.,  1825.  Contrib.  to  various  periodicals  while  at  college.  Elected  Prof,  of  Mod. 
Languages,  Bowdoin,  1825.  Travelled  in  Europe,  June  1826  to  Aug.  1829.  Began  pro- 
fessional duties  at  Bowdoin,  Sep.  1§29.  Contrib.,  to  "North  American  Rev.,"  April  1831 
to  Oct.  1840.  Married  (i.)  Mary  Storer  Potter,  Sept.  1831.  Smith  Prof,  of  Mod.  Lan.,. 
Harvard  Univ.,  Dec.  1834.  Travelled  in  Europe,  April  1835  to  Dec.  1836;  wife  died,  at 
Rotterdam,  29  Nov.,  1835.  Began  professional  duties  at  Harvard,  Dec.  1836.  Contrib. 
"  The  Psalm  of  life  "  to '  'Knickerbocker  Mag.,"  June  1838.  In  Europe,  for  health,  autumn 
of  1842.  Married  (ii.)  Frances  Elizabeth  Appleton,  13  July  1843.  Resigned  Professor- 
ship, 1854.  Active  literary  life.  Contrib.,  to  "Atlantic  Monthly,"  1857-76.  Wife 
burnt  to  death,  9  July  1861.  Visit  to  Europe,  May  1868  to  1869.  Hon.  LL.  D.,  Camb., 
16  June,  1868.  Received  by  Queen  at  Windsor,  July  1868.  Hon.  D.  C.  L.,  Oxford,  27 
July  1869.  Died,  at  Cambridge,  Mass.,  24  March  1882.  Buried  at  Mount  Auburn  Ceme- 
tery, Cambridge.  Works: " Syllabus de la  Grammaire  Italienne  "  (in  French),  1832; " Outre- 
Mer"  (2 vols.),  1835;  "Hyperion"  (2  vols.),  1839;  "Voices  of  the  Night,"  1839;  "Ballads 
and  other  Poems,"  1841;  "Poems  on  Slavery,"  1842;  "The  Spanish  Student,"  1843; 
"The  Belfry  of  Bruges,"  1846;  "Evangeline,"  1847;  "Kavanagh,"  1849;  "The  Seaside 
and  the  Fireside, *'  1850;  "The  Golden  Legend,"  1851;  "The  Song  of  Hiawatha,"  1855; 
"The  Courtship  of  Miles  Standish,"  1858;  "Tales  of  a  Wayside  Inn,"  1863;  "Flower-de- 
Luce,"  1867;  "The  New  England  Tragedies,"  1868;  "The  Divine  Tragedy,"  1871; 
"Christus,"  (consisting  of:  "Divine  Tragedy,"  "Golden  Legend,"  and  "New  England 
Tragedies"),  1872;  "Three  Books  of  Song,"  1872;  "Aftermath,"  1873;  "The  Hanging  of 
the  Crane,"  1874;  "The  Masque  of  Pandora,"  1875;  "Poems  of  the  'Old  South'  "  (with 
Holmes,  Whittier,  and  others),  1877;  "The  Skeleton  in  Armor,"  1877;  "Kfiramos,"  1878; 
"Ultima Thule,"  1880.  Poithumous:  "In  the  Harbour,"  1882;  "Michael  Angelo,"  1884. 
He  translated:  L'Homond's  "Elements  of  French  Grammar,"  1830;  J.  Manrique's  ''C!o- 
plas,"  1833;  Dante's  "Divine  Comedy,"  (3  vols.),  1867-70;  and  edited:  "Manuel  de  Pro- 
verbesDramatiques,"  1830;  "Novelas  Espafiolas,"  1830;  "Cours  de  Langue  Francaise, 
1832;  "S^gi  de'  Novellieri  Iteliani  d'ogni  Secola,"  1832;  "The  Waif,**  1845;  "The  Poets 
and  Poetry  of  Europe,"  1845;  "The  Estray,"  1847;  "Poems  of  Places,"  (31  vols.),  1876- 
79.  CoUeded  Works:  in  1 1  vols.,  1866.  Li/e:  "  Life, "  by  his  brother,  Samuel  Longfellow, 
1886;  "Final  Memorials,"  by  same,  1887.— Sharp,  R.  Farquharson,  1897,  A  Dictionary 
of  English  Authors,  p.  172. 

PERSONAL  I  need  not  praise  the  sweetness  of  his  song, 
Is  a  native  of  the  State  of  Maine,  and  one  Where  limpid  verse  to  limpid  verse  succeed 

of  the  Professors  in  Bowdoin  a)llege.   He  is  ^^^oth  as  our  Charles,  when,  fearing  lest  he 

now  in  Europe.— Kettell,  Samuel,  1829,  -,       "^^^     ,  ^    u-«    u      rj 

Specimens  of  American  Pietry,  vol  m,  p.  ^^  ""ZnT      "" 
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Full  without  noise,  and  whispers  in  his  reeds. 


I  cannot  forbear  saying  how  much  pleas-  with  loving  breath  of  all  the  winds,  his  name 

ure  it  gave  me  to  see  your  few  words  about  is  blows  about  the  world;  but  to  his  friends 

Longfellow.     He  cares  not  at  all  for  politics  A  sweeter  secret  hides  behind  his  fame, 

or  statistics,  for  the  Syrian  question,  or  the  And  Love   steals   shyly  through  the   loud 

disasters  of  Afghanistan.     But  to  him  the  ^     acclaim 

magnificent  world  of  literature  and  Nature  T^^^'^f.£^j'^!!!l^'  ^i^m"^  um 

is  ^n;  every  beauty  of  sentiment  and  7^^'i^^t?^f  ^iV^^^'/^?^' ^^ 

truth  and  language  has  for  him  a  relish;  and  f ''  %  ^f  ^'"l^  WadfnooHh  LongfeUow,  ed, 

every  heart  that  feels  is  sure  of  a  response  I^<^f^^^f  ^ol.  m,  p.  84. 

from  him.    I  feel  for  his  genius  and  worth  I  suppose  you  don't  remember  Long- 

the  greatest  reverence,  as  for  him  person-  fellow,  though  he  remembers  you  in  a  black 

ally  the  warmest  love. — Sumner,  Charles,  velvet  frock  very  well.     He  is  now  white- 

1842,  Letter  to  George  Sumner y  July  8;  Mewr  haired  and  white-bearded,  but  remarkably 

oirs  and  Letters  of  Sumrier,  ed.  Pierce,  vol  u,  handsome.    He  still  lives  in  his  old  house, 

p,  215.  where  his  beautiful  wife  was  burnt  to  deaths 
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I  dined  with  him  the  other  day,  and  could 
not  get  the  terrific  scene  out  of  my  imagina- 
tion. 6he  was  in  a  blaze  in  an  instant, 
rushed  into  his  arms  with  a  wild  cry, 
and  never  spoke  afterwards.— Dickens, 
Charles,  1867,  To  Charles  Dickens,  Jr,, 
Nov,  30;  Letters,  ed.  Hogarth  and  Dickens, 
vol.  n,  p.  362. 

In  1843  the  stately  mistress  of  the  old 
house  died,  and  Professor  Longfellow 
bought  the  homestead  of  Andrew  Craigie, 
with  eight  acres  of  land,  including  the 
meadow,  which  sloped  down  to  the  pretty 
river.  There  have  been  very  few  prouder 
or  happier  moments  in  his  life  than 
that  in  which  he  first  felt  that  the  old 
house  under  the  elms  was  his.  Yet  he 
must  have  missed  the  stately  old  lady 
who  first  had  admitted  him  to  a  place 
in  it,  and  whom  he  had  grown  to  love  as 
a  dear  friend.  She  seem^  so  thoroughly 
a  part  and  parcel  of  the  place,  that  he 
must  have  missed  the  rustle  of  her  heavy 
silks  along  the  wide  and  echoing  halls,  and 
have  listened  some  time  for  the  sound  of  her 
old-fashioned  spinet  in  the  huge  drawing- 
room  below,  and,  entering  the  room  where 
she  was  wont  to  receive  her  guests,  he  must 
have  missed  her  from  the  old  window  where 
she  was  accustomed  to  sit,  with  the  open 
book  in  her  lap,  and  her  eyes  fixed  on  the 
far-off  sky,  thinking,  no  doubt,  of  the  days 
when  in  her  royal  beauty  she  moved  a 
queen  through  the  brilliant  home  of  An- 
drew Oaigie.  A  part  of  the  veneration 
which  he  felt  for  the  old  house  had  settled 
upon  its  ancient  mistress,  and  the  poet 
doubtless  felt  that  the  completeness  of  the 
quaint  old  establishment  was  broken  up 
when  she  passed  away. — McGabe,  James 
D.,  Jr.,  1870,  Great  Fortunes  and  How  They 
Were  Made,  p.  568, 

You  have  sent  me  a  Christmas  greeting: 
more  than  that,  a  Christmas  gift  in  the  shape 
of  a  very  perfect  flower  from  your  own 
spacious  garden:  wherefore  I  exult  and 
stick  it  in  my  cap  and  defy  my  foes. .  I  and 
wife  and  sons  salute  you  and  thank  you  and 
wish  all  happiness  to  you  and  yours  here 
and  hereafter.— Tennyson,  Alfred  Lord, 
1877,  Letter  to  Longfellow;  Alfred  Lord 
Tennyson,  A  Memoir  by  his  Son,  p.  220. 

If  asked  to  describe  Longfellow's  appear- 
ance, I  should  compare  him  to  the  ideal 
representations  of  early  Christian  saints 
and  prophets.  There  is  a  kind  of  a  halo  of 
goodness  about  him,  a  benignity  in  his  ex- 


pression, which  one  associates  with  St. 
John  at  Patmos  saying  to  his  followers  and 
brethren,  ''Little  children,  love  tme  an- 
other!"—Gower,  Lord  Ronald,  1878-83, 
My  Reminiscences,  vol  n,  p.  265. 

If  this  be  dying,  fair  it  is  to  die: 

Even  as  a  garment  weariness  lays  by, 
Thou  layest  down  life  to  pass,  as  Time  hath 
passed, 

From  wintry  rigors  to  a  Springtime  sky. 

Are  there  tears  left  to  give  thee  at  the  last, 

Poet  of  spirits  crushed  and  hearts  down-cast, 
Loved  of  worn  women  who,  when  work  is  done. 

Weep  o'er  thy  page  in  twilights  fading  fast? 

Oh,  tender-toned  and  tender-hearted  one. 

We  give  thee  to  the  season  new  begun; 
Lay  thy  white  head  within  the  arms  of  Spring — 

Thy  song  had  all  her  shower  and  her  sim. 

Nay,  let  us  not  such  sorrowful  tribute  bring. 

Now  that  thy  lark-like  soul  hath  taken  wing: 
A  grateful  memory  fills  and  more  endears 

The  silence  when  a  bird  hath  ceased  to  sing. 
-BuNNER,  Henry  C,  1882,  LongfeUow,  Airs 
from  Aready  and  Elsewhere,  p.  96. 

His  natural  dignity  and  grace,  and  the 
beautifid  refinement  of  his  countenance, 
together  with  his  perfect  taste  in  dress  and 
the  exquisite  simplicity  of  his  manners, 
made  him  the  absolute  ideal  of  what  a  poet 
should  be.  His  voice,  too,  was  soft,  sweet, 
and  musical,  and,  like  his  face,  it  had  the 
innate  charm  of  tranquility.  His  eyes  were 
bluish  gray,  very  bright  and  brave,  change- 
able under  the  influence  of  emotion,  (as, 
afterward,  I  often  saw,)  but  mostly  calm, 
grave,  attentive,  and  gentle.  The  habitual 
expression  of  his  face  was  not  that  of  sad- 
ness; and  yet  it  was  sad.  Perhaps  it  may 
be  best  described  as  that  of  serious  and  ten- 
der thoughtfulness.— Winter,  Wiluam, 
1882,  New  York  Tribune,  March  30. 

The  last  time  he  was  in  Europe  I  was  there 
with  him,  and  I  was  a  witness  to  not  a 
few  of  the  honors  which  he  received  from 
high  and  low.  I  remember  particularly 
that  when  we  were  coming  away  from  the 
House  of  Lords  together,  where  we  had  been 
hearing  a  fine  speech  from  his  friend  the  Duke 
of  Argyll,  a  group  of  the  common  people 
gathered  around  our  carriage,  calling  him 
by  name,  begging  to  touch  his  hand,  and  at 
least  one  of  them  reciting  aloud  one  of  his 
most  familiar  poems.  No  poet  of  our  day 
has  touched  the  common  heart  like  Long- 
fellow. The  simplicity  and  purity  of  his 
style  were  a  part  of  his  own  character.  He 
had  nothing  of  that  irritabilitv  which  is  one 
of  the  proverbial  elements  of  the  poetic  tem- 
perament, but  was  always  genial,  gen«t>us, 
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lovely.— WiNTHROP,  Robert  C,  1882,  Let- 
ter to  George  E.  Ellu,  TribuU$  to  Longfellow 
and  Emerson  by  the  Massaehtuetis  HiUoried 
Society,  p.  10. 

To  my  boyish  fancy,  the  name  Longfel- 
low had  a  strange,  unfamiliar,  foreign  sound 
as  that  of  some  inhabitant  of  a  distant 
sphere;  but  a  sight  of  its  owner  dispelled 
any  such  whimsical  vagarities.  It  was  a 
clear-cut  figure,  of  middle  size,  handsome, 
erect,  the  countenance  cheerful,  the  step 
buoyant,  the  manner  cordial,  the  voice  mel- 
low and  musical;  a  melodious  voice,  edu- 
cated, coming  from  the  depths  of  the  man, 
with  character  and  cultivation  in  it,— the 
voice  of  a  gentleman  and  a  scholar.  His 
conversation  has  a  jocund  flavor,  as  if  he 
enjoyed  his  thoughts  about  books  and  the 
men  who  wrote  them.  It  was  pleasant;  not 
deep,  but  hearty  and  appreciative;  flowing 
in  a  full,  easy  stream  along  the  channels  of 
literature,  making  music  as  it  flowed.  The 
great  masters  of  song  he  loved  without  re- 
spect to  their  nationality,  their  age,  or  their 
creed;  taking  them  on  their  merits,  and 
rendering  heart  honor  to  their  genius,  it 
mattering  little  to  him  whether  they  wrote 
in  English,  French,  German,  Italian,  Span- 
ish. When  the  youth  met,  a  few  years  later, 
at  Harvard  College,  the  professor  of  modern 
languages  and  literatures,  he  found  the 
same  delightful  person.  The  ordinary 
lecture-rooms  being  occupied,  Longfellow 
met  his  classes  in  a  kind  of  parlor,  carpeted 
and  furnished  with  comfortable  chairs.  The 
comparative  elegance  was  so  completely  in 
keeping  with  the  teacher  and  his  topics  that 
the  peculiarity  was  not  noticed  at  the  time, 
and  for  the  hour  seemed  to  be  no  peculiarity 
at  all.  The  professor  sat  and  read  his  lec- 
tures in  a  simple  manner,  showing  an  en- 
tire familiarity  with  whatever  concerned  the 
literature  of  the  subject;  never  discussing 
the  points  of  the  philosophical  dilRculty, 
never  diving  into  abysses  of  abstraction  or 
rising  to  heights  of  speculation,  but  fully 
equipped  for  the  task  of  translation  and  ex- 
position, especially  the  former,  in  which  he 
excelled.  His  style  of  writing  was  flowing, 
picturesque,  abounding  in  literary  illustra- 
tion, exuberant  in  imagery;  more  than 
pleased  the  prosaic  members  oi  the  class, 
but  none  too  florid  for  the  imaginative  and 
enthusiastic.  —  Frothingham,  Octavius 
Brooks,  1882,  Henry  Wadiworth  Longjdlow, 
AUantie  Monthly,  vol  49,  p.  819. 

In  his  youth,  and  during  middle  age,  our 


poet  was  noted  for  his  remarkable  taste  in 
dress,  and  in  the  arrangement  of  his  fine 
hair.  Indeed,  he  gave  to  the  last  the  im- 
pression of  a  perfectly  dressed  man.  Later, 
when  the  hair  whitened,  it  was  allowed  to 
grow  and  disport  itself  at  pleasure;  and  it 
often  made  one  think  of  the  loosely  piled 
crown  of  an  ancient  prophet.  He  was  of 
middle  height,  certainly  not  more;  but  al- 
most everyone  who  saw  him  for  the  first 
time  thought  him  taller.  .  .  .  Rather  too 
much  emphasis  is  laid  upon  the  expression 
of  sadness.  One  saw  in  looking  at  Long- 
fellow that  he  was  a  man  of  deep  and  tender 
feelings,  but  his  habitual  expression  was  far 
from  sad.  It  was  grave  at  times,  but  often 
lighted  up  with  smiles;  and  the  consider- 
ation for  others,  which  always  distinguishes 
noble  natures,  gave  to  Ms  speech  and 
manners  an  indescribable  charm. — Under- 
wood, Francis  H.,  1882,  Henry  Wadtworth 
Longfellow,  A  Biographical  Sketch,  pp,  252, 
255. 

His  face,  filled  with  rugged  lines,  pre- 
sents a  contour  of  great  firmness  and  in- 
telligence. The  nose  is  Roman  rather  than 
Greek,  with  the  very  slightest  aquiline 
tendency.  His  eyes  are  clear,  straight- 
forward, almost  proud,  yet  re-assuring. 
They  are  rather  deeply  set,  and  shaded  by 
overhanging  brows.  In  moments  of  lofty 
and  inspired  speech  they  have  an  eagle-like 
look;  the  orbs  deepen  and  scintillate  and 
flash;  like  the  great  bird  of  prey,  they  seem 
to  soar  off  into  endless  space,  grasping  in 
the  talons  of  the  mental  vision  things  un- 
attainable to  less  ambitious  flight.  With 
his  moods  they  vary,  and  when  calm  noth- 
ng  could  exceed  the  quietness  of  their  ex- 
pression. If  sad,  an  infinite  tenderness  re- 
poses in  their  depths;  and,  if  merry,  they 
sparkle  and  bubble  over  with  fun.  In 
fact,  before  the  poet  speaks,  these  traitor- 
ous eyes  have  already  betrayed  his  humor. 
I  must  not  forget  the  greatest  of  all  expres- 
sions, humility.  To  one  whose  soul  and 
mind  are  given  to  divine  thought,  it  is  in 
the  eye  that  this  sentiment  finds  its  natural 
outcome;  and  the  world  knows  that  Long- 
fellow's faith  is  the  crowning  gem  in  a  dia- 
dem of  virtues.  His  face  is  not  a  mask,  but 
an  open  book, — a  positive  index  to  his  char- 
acter.—Macchetta,  Blanche  Roosevelt, 
1882,  Reminiscences  of  a  Poets  Life, 

The  regret  for  his  loss  was  universal;  for 
no  modem  man  was  ever  better  loved  or 
better  deserved  to  be  loved. — Davidson, 
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Thomas,   1882,  Eneydopctdia  Britanniea, 

Ninth  Ed.,  vol  xiv,  p.  873. 

Kind,  soft-voiced,  gentle,  in  his  eye  there  shines 

The  ray  serene  that  filled  Evangeline's. 

Modest  he  seems,  not  shy;  content  to  wait 

Amid  the  noisy  clamor  of  debate 

The  looked-for  moment  when  a  peaceful  word 

Smooths  the  rough  ripples  louder  tongues  have 

stirred. 
In  every  tone  I  mark  his  tender  grace 
And  all  his  poems  hinted  in  his  face; 
What  tranquil  joy  his  friendly  presence  gives  I 
How  could  I  think  him  dead?    He  lives  I  He 

lives! 
— HOLBIES,  OUVER  WENDELL,  1884,  At  the 
Saturday  Cliib. 

The  same  gentle  and  humane  spirit  which 
characterized  his  writings  showed  itself  also 
in  the  manners  of  the  man.  He  had  the 
simplicity  which  belongs  to  strong  and 
true  natures.  He  never  remembered,  and 
his  affability  made  you  forget  that  you  were 
in  the  presence  of  one  of  the  most  eminent 
of  living  men.  His  fine  sympathy  prompted 
him  to  meet  people  on  their  own  groimd 
of  thought  and  interest,  and  to  anticipate 
their  wishes.  His  ways  with  children  were 
delightful.  ...  He  was  hospitable  and 
helpful  to  other  and  younger  writers.  How 
many  are  indebted  to  him  for  words  of  en- 
couragement and  cheer!  The  last  letter  I 
ever  received  from  him  was  written  during 
his  illness  in  the  winter,  when  he  took  the 
trouble  to  send  me  an  exceedingly  kind 
word  regarding  something  of  mine  he  had 
just  seen  in  a  magazine,  and  which  had 
chanced  to  please  Imn.  He  was  tolerant  to 
the  last  degree  of  other  people's  faults.  I 
never  heard  him  speak  with  anything  like 
impatience  of  anybody,  except  a  certain 
class  of  critics  who  injure  reputations  by 
sitting  in  judgment  upon  works  they  have 
not  the  heart  to  feel,  or  the  sense  to  imder- 
stand.— Trowbridge,  John  Townsend, 
1885,  Henry  Wadtvoarth  Longfellow;  Some 
Noi&d  Poets,  Authors  and  Statesmen  of  Our 
Tim£,  ed.  Parton,  pp.  293,  294. 

He  touched  life  at  many  points;  and 
certainly  he  was  no  book-worm  or  dry-as- 
dust  scholar  shut  up  in  a  library.  He  kept 
the  doors  of  his  study  always  open,  both 
literally  and  figuratively.  But  literature, 
as  it  was  his  earliest  ambition,  was  always 
his  most  real  interest;  it  was  his  constant 
point  of  view ;  it  was  his  chosen  refuge.  His 
very  profession  was  a  literary  one.  ...  A 
man  of  letters  who  was  a  worker,— a  fwth- 
ful  user  of  his  powers;  one  who  had  too 


much  respect  for  his  art  ever  to  permit  any 
carelessness  in  the  execution  or  unworthi- 
ness  in  the  theme.  His  art  he  valued,  not 
for  its  own  sake,  but  as  a  vehicle  for  noble, 
gentle,  beautiful  thought  and  sentiment.  If 
he  spoke  of  things  common,  it  was  to  invest 
them  with  that  charm  of  saying,  or  show 
that  poetic  element  in  them,  wUch  should 
lift  them  above  the  commonplace.— Long- 
fellow, Samuel,  1886,  Life  of  Henry  Wads- 
worth  Longfellow,  vol.  I,  pp.  vii,  viii. 

Ere  long  I  paced  those  cloisteral  aisles,  ere  long 
I  mbved  where  pale  memorial  shapes  convene, 
Where  poet,  warrior,  statesman,  king  or  queen 
In  one  great  elegy  of  sculpture  throng, 
When  suddenly,  with  beart-beats  glad  and 

strong, 
I  saw  the  face  of  that  lost  friend  serene 
Who  robed  Hiawatha  and  Evangeline 
In  such  benign  simplicity  of  song  I 
Then,  swift  as  light  haze  on  a  morning  lea, 
All  history,  legend,  England,  backwa^  drawn. 
Vanished  like  vision  to  incorporate  air; 
And  in  one  sweet  colonial  home  o'er  sea 
I  saw  the  lamp  shine  out  across  the  lawn, 
I  heard  the  old  clock  ticking  on  the  stairl 
— Fawcett,  Edgar,  1886,  Longfellow  in 
Westminster  Abbey,  Romance  and  Revery,  p. 
181. 

Longfellow's  true  life  was  that  of  a 
scholar  and  a  dreamer;  and  everything  be- 
sides was  a  duty,  however  pleasurable  or 
beautiful  the  experience  might  become  in 
his  gentle  acceptation.  He  was  seldom  stim- 
'ulated  to  external  expression  by  others. 
Such  excitement  as  he  could  express  again 
was  always  self-excitement;  anything  ex- 
ternal rendered  him  at  once  a  listener  and 
an  observer.  For  this  reason  it  is  peculiarly 
difficult  to  give  any  idea  of  his  lovely  pres- 
ence and  character  to  those  who  have  not 
known  him.  He  did  not  speak  in  epigrams. 
It  could  not  be  said  of  him : 

"His  mouth  he  could  not  ope, 
But  out  there  flew  a  trope." 
Yet  there  was  an  exquisite  tenderness  and 
effluence  from  his  presence  which  was  more 
humanizing  and  elevating  than  the  elo- 
quence of  many  others.— Fhelds,  Annie, 
1886,  Glimpses  of  Longfellow  in  Social  Life, 
Century  Magazine,  vol.  31,  p.  888. 

We  gsdned  a  great  deal  from  Longfellow. 
He  came  to  Cambridge  m  our  first  year. 
He  was  not  so  much  older  than  we  as  to  be 
distant,  was  always  accessible,  friendly,  and 
sympathetic.  All  poor  teachers  let  "the 
book"  come  between  them  and  the  pupil. 
Great  teachers  never  do;  Longfellow  never 
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did.  When  the  government  acted  like 
fools,  as  governments  do  sometimes,  he  al- 
ways smoothed  us  down,  and,  in  general, 
kept  us  in  good  temper.  We  used  to  call 
him  ''the  Head, "  which  meant,  head  of  the 
Modem  Language  Department.  —  Hale, 
Edward  Everett,  1886,  Haw  I  was  Edu- 
cated, The  Forum,  td.  1,  p.  61. 

His  interests  were  chiefly  domestic  and 
social;  his  pursuits  were  the  labors  and  the 
pleasures  of  a  poet  and  a  man  of  letters.  His 
hospitality  was  large  and  gracious,  cordial 
to  old  friends,  and  genial  to  new  acquaint- 
ances. His  constantiiy  growing  fame  bur- 
dened him  with  a  crowd  of  visitors  and  a 
multitude  of  letters  from  "  entire  strangers." 
They  broke  in  upon  his  time,  and  made  a 
vast  task  upon  his  good  nature.  He  was 
often  wearied  by  the  incessant  demands, 
but  he  regarded  them  as  largely  a  claim  of 
humanity  upon  his  charity,  and  his  charity 
never  failed.  He  had  a  kind  word  for  all, 
and  with  ready  sacrifice  of  himself  he  dis- 
pensed pleasure  to  thousands.  .  ,  .  No 
poet  was  ever  more  beloved  than  he;  none 
was  ever  more  worthy  of  love.  The  expres- 
sions of  the  feeling  toward  him  after  death 
were  deep,  affecting,  and  innumerable.  One 
of  the  most  striking  was  the  placing  of  his 
bust  in  the  Poet's  Comer  in  Westminster 
Abbey  in  March,  1884.  It  was  the  first  in- 
stance of  such  an  honor  being  paid  to  an 
American  poet.  His  bust  stands  near  the 
tomb  of  Chaucer,  between  the  memorials  to 
Cowley  and  Dryden.— Norton,  Charles 
EuoT,  1888,  ippZeton'a  Cyclopedia  of 
ATneriean  Biography,  vol  TV,  pp.  14, 15. 

Who  was  as  dear  to  England  as  to  his 
native  land,  and  under  whose  bust,  glim- 
mering at  the  comer  of  the  south  transept 
of  Westminster  Abbey,  thousands  pause 
with  a  sigh  of  regret  for  the  loss  of  a  life 
stainless  as  that  white  marble.—FARRAR, 
Frederic  William,  1891,  An  English 
Estimate  of  Lowell,  The  Forum,  wl,  12,  p. 
141. 

Longfellow  was  my  friend  for  a  great 
many  years,  and  one  of  the  most  amiable 
men  I  have  ever  known.  His  home  being 
near  Boston,  I  saw  him  oftenest,  and  al- 
ways when  I  was  there,  but  for  two  sum- 
mers he  took  a  charming  old-fashioned 
country  house  on  the  outskirts  of  the  beauti- 
ful village  of  Pittsfield,  six  miles  from  my 
own  summer  residence  in  Lenox,  and  dur^ 
ing  those  seasons  I  saw  him  and  his  wife 
very  frequently,  and  was  often  in  that 


house,  on  the  stdrcase  landing  of  which 
stood  the  famous  clock  whose  hourly  song, 
"Never— for  ever;  evei^-never, "  has  long 
been  familiar  to  all  English  speaking  people. 
Fanny  Longfellow,  the  charming  Mary  of 
the  poet's  "Hyperion,"  had  a  certain  re- 
semblance to  myself,  which  on  one  occa- 
sion caused  some  amusement  in  our  house, 
my  father  coming  suddenly  into  the  room 
and  addresang  her  as  "Fanny,"  which 
rather  surprised  her,  as,  though  it  was  her 
name,  they  were  not  sufficiently  intimate 
to  warrant  his  so  calling  her.  She  was 
seated,  however,  otherwise  he  could  not 
have  made  the  mistake,  as  besides  being 
very  much  handsomer  than  I,  she  had  the 
noble  stature  and  bearing  of  "a  daughter  of 
the  gods  divinely  tall. "— Kebible,  Fran- 
ces Ann,  1891,  Further  Records,  p.  172. 

The  class  of  1825  became  distinguished 
in  the  annals  of  Bowdoin  for  those  of  its 
graduates  of  that  year  who  ultimately  at- 
tained high  rank  in  literature,  theology,  and 
politics.  .  .  .  One  of  the  youngest  was 
Henry  W.  Longfellow,  who  entered  college 
when  only  fourteen.  He  had  decided  per- 
sonal beauty  and  most  attractive  manners. 
He  was  frank,  courteous,  and  affable,  while 
morally  he  was  proof  against  the  tempta- 
tions that  beset  lads  on  first  leaving  the 
salutary  restraints  of  home.  He  was  dili- 
gent, conscientious,  and  most  attentive  to 
all  his  college  duties,  whether  in  the  recita- 
tion-room, the  lecture-hall,  or  the  chapel. 
The  word  "student"  best  expresses  his 
literary  habit,  and  in  his  intercourse  with 
all  he  was  conspicuously  the  gentleman. 
His  studious  habits  and  attractive  mien 
soon  led  the  professors  to  receive  him  into 
their  society  almost  as  an  equal,  rather 
than  as  a  pupil;  but  this  did  not  prevent 
him  from  being  most  popular  among  the 
students.  He  had  no  enemy.— Bridge, 
Horatio,  1893,  Personal  Recollections  of 
Nathaniel  Hawthorne,  p.  16. 

I  met  Longfellow  during  his  last  visit  to 
England  at  the  house  of  Jfr.  Wynne-Finch. 
His  large,  leonine  head,  surmounted  at  that 
date  by  a  nimbus  of  white  hair,  was  very 
striking  indeed.  I  saw  him  standing  a  few 
moments  alone,  and  ventured  to  introduce 
myself  as  a  friend  of  his  friends,  the 
Apthorps,  of  Boston,  and  when  I  gave  my 
name  he  took  both  my  hands  and  pressed 
them  with  delightful  cordiiJity. — Cobbe, 
Frances  Power,  1894,  Life  hy  Herself,  vol 
n,  p,  458. 
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The  poet  Longfellow  was  such  a  thor- 
oughbred gentleman,  that  the  most  timid 
were  at  ease  in  his  society,  and  the  pre- 
sumptuous were  held  in  check.  ''All  the 
vulgar  and  pretentious  people  in  the 
world,"  exclaimed  a  young  man,  fascinated 
by  the  elegant  simplicity  of  the  poet's  man- 
ners, "ought  to  be  sent  to  see  Mr.  Long- 
fellow, to  learn  how  to  behave  1"  The  poet 
was  gifted  with  rare  insight  into  character, 
and  always  said  the  right  word  to  the  right 
person.  On  being  introduced  to  the  late 
Nicholas  Longworth,  of  Cincinnati,  a  quick- 
witted old  gentleman,  who  dearly  loved  a 
joke,  reference  was  made  to  the  similarity 
of  the  first  syllables  of  their  names.  ''Worth 
makes  the  man,  and  want  of  it  the  fellow, '' 
replied  Mr.  Longfellow,  quoting  Pope's 
favorite  line,  and  making  one  of  the  best 
repartees  on  record.  Probably  no  Ameri- 
can, unless  it  was  the  President  of  the 
(Tnited  States,  received  so  many  visitors  as 
the  poet.  They  came  from  all  parts  of  the 
world,  were  received — even  the  humblest— 
with  gracious  kindness,  which  said  "The 
man  who  wishes  to  see  me  is  the  man  I  wish 
to  see."— Miles,  Alfred  H.,  1894,  ed.  One 
Thousand  and  One  Anecdotes,  p.  322. 

His  endowment  of  personal  culture  was 
so  generous  as  to  give  one  in  contact  with 
it  the  keenest  delight.  He  seemed  to  me  a 
man  cultivated  almost  to  the  capacity  of 
his  nature.  It  was  inconceivable  that  he 
could,  under  any  stress,  slip  into  rudeness  of 
view,  or  do  the  incomplete  thing.  He  was 
finished  well-nigh  to  elaboration.  Yet,  as  I 
say,  he  stopped  this  side  of  gold-leaf.  For 
he  had  retiuned  his  sincerity  almost  to  the 
point  of  naivete ;  he  had  preserved  the 
spontaneity  which  a  lesser  man  under  his 
attrition  with  the  world  would  have  lost. 
—Phelps,  Elizabeth  Stuart,  1896,  Chap- 
ters from  a  Life,  p.  154. 

If  we  judge  from  his  diary,  LongfeUow 
was  never  subject  to  overmastering  im- 
pulses, but  always  acted  with  foresight,— 
not  from  selfish  calculations,  but  from  a 
sane  and  temperate  judgment.  He  was 
as  trustworty  at  nineteen  as  if  years  of  ex- 
perience had  molded  his  character  and 
settled  his  prindples  of  conduct.  In  fact, 
he  negatives  the  theory  of  original  sin, — 
the  flower  of  Puritanism  disproves  the 
cherished  Puritan  dogma.  This  quality  of 
radical  goodness  of  heart  is  reflected  in  his 
verse.  The  ardor  of  soul,  the  deep  dejec- 
tion and  despair,  the  rebellion,  of  the  revo- 


lutionary natures  are  entirely  unknown  to 
him.  He  is  the  poet  of  the  well-disposed, 
the  virtuous  and  intelligent  New-Englander. 
—Johnson,  Charles  F.,  1897,  Library  of 
the  Worlds s  Best  Literature,  ed.  Warner,  vol. 
XVI,  p.  9144. 

A  part  of  Mr.  Longfellow's  charm  was  his 
way  of  listening;  another  charm  was  his 
beauty,  which  was  remarkable.  His  kind- 
ness to  young  authors  has  passed  into  a 
proverb,  and  he  was  a  natund-bom  gentle- 
man.—Sherwood,  Mary  E.  W.,  1897,  An 
Epistk  to  Posterity,  p.  131. 

His  adoration  of  his  wife  was  fully  justi- 
fied, for  rarely  have  I  seen  a  woman  in 
whom  a  Juno-like  dignity  and  serenity  were 
so  wedded  to  personal  beauty  and  to  the 
fine  culture  of  brain  and  heart,  which  com- 
manded reverence  from  the  most  ordinary 
acquaintance,  as  in  her.  No  one  who  had 
seen  her  at  home  could  ever  forget  the  splen- 
did vision,  and  the  last  time  I  ever  saw  her, 
so  far  as  I  remember,  was  in  the  summer 
time,  when  she  and  her  two  daughters,  all 
in  white  muslin,  like  creatures  of  another 
world,  evanescent,  translucent,  stood  in  the 
doorway  to  say  good-by  to  me.  In  the 
same  costume,  a  little  later,  she  met  death. 
She  was  making  impressions  in  sealing-wax, 
to  amuse  her  daughters,  when  a  &ming 
drop  fell  on  the  inflammable  stuff,  and  in  an 
instant  she  was  in  flames,  burned  to*  death 
before  help  could  come.  It  was  then  that 
they  found  that  Longfellow  was  not  the 
cold  man  they  had  generally  believed  him. 
He  never  recovered  from  the  bereavement, 
and  shortiy  after  he  became  a  Spiritualist, 
and,  until  he  in  his  glad  turn  passed  the 
gat^  of  death,  he  lived  in  what  he  knew  to 
be  the  light  of  her  presence.  And  certainly 
if  such  a  thing  as  communion  across  that 
grim  threshold  can  be,  this  was  the  occa- 
sion which  made  it  possible.  There  was 
something  angelic  about  them  both,  even 
in  this  life, — a  natural  innocence  and  large 
beneficence  and  equanimity  which,  in  the 
chance  and  contradiction  of  life,  could 
rarely  be  found  in  wedded  state. — Still- 
man,  WiLUAM  jABfES,  1901,  The  Autobiog- 
raphy of  a  Joumdist,  vol  i,  p.  234. 

I  succeeded  at  my  first  sitting  in  getting 
what  I  thought  to  be  a  characteristic,  if  not 
a  poetic,  pose.  I  was  struck  by  the  great 
intentness,  almost  a  stare,  with  which  he 
looked  at  one  in  pauses  of  the  conversation. 
His  eyes  were  so  brilliant  that  he  really 
seemed  to  be  looking  one  through.    It  was 
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this  gaze  that  I  tried  to  get  in  my  portrait. 
—  Eaton,  Wyatt,  1902,  ReeoUeetioM  of 
American  PoeU,  Century  Magazine^  vol.  64, 
p.  844. 

His  place  of  residence  was  so  accesBible 
and  so  historic,  his  personal  demeanor  so 
kindly,  his  life  so  open  and  transparent, 
that  everything  really  conspired  to  give 
him  the  highest  accessible  degree  of  con- 
temporary fame.  There  was  no  literary 
laurel  that  was  not  his,  and  he  resoluteiv 
declined  all  other  laureal;  he  had  wealth 
and  ease,  children  and  grand  chUdren, 
health  and  stainless  conscience;  he  had  also 
in  a  peciOiar  degree, ijie  W<iBgings  that  be- 
long to  Shakesphere's  estimate  of  old  age, — 
honour,  love,  obedience,  troops  of  friends. 
Except  for  two  great  domestic  bereave- 
ments, Ins  life  would  have  been  one  of  ab- 
solutely unbroken  sunshine;  in  his  whole 
career  he  never  encountered  any  serious  re- 
buff, while  such  were  his  personal  modesty 
and  kindliness  that  no  one  could  long  re- 
gard him  with  envy  or  antagonism.  Among 
all  the  sons  of  song  there  has  rarely  been 
such  an  instance  of  unbroken  and  unstained 
success.— Hioginson,Thomas  Wentworth, 
1902,  Henry  Wadiworth  LongJeUow  (Amerir 
can  Men  of  Letters),  p.  1. 

OUTBE-MER 
1884 

His  rich  and  poetical,  and  yet  graphic 
description,  and  the  true  feeling  with  which 
he  looks  on  nature  and  on  social  life,  are  the 
qualities  which  most  attract  us  in  his  writ- 
ings, because  they  are  not  precisely  those  in 
which  travellers  are  most  apt  to  abound.— 
Peabody,  W.  B.,  0.,  1834,  Onire-Mer,  North 
American  Review,  vol.  39. 

It  could  not  flourish  now,  nor  can  it 
flourish  hereafter,  but  it  delighted  a  literate 
and  sympathetic  class  of  readers  forty  years 
ago  to  whom  it  was  a  pleasant  revealment 
of  Old  World  places,  customs,  stories  and 
fiteratures.  It  was  quietly  humorous,  it 
was  prettily  pathetic,  and  it  was  pensive 
and  poetical.— Stoddard,  Richard  Henry, 
1878,  Henry  WadeworOi  Longfellow,  Seriih 
nefi  Monthly,  vol  17,  p.  4. 

Of  the  work  itself  I  need  add  but  littie  to 
wlutt  has  already  been  said  in  this  chapter. 
It  is,  confessedly,  not  much  more  than  a 
book  of  travels  through  France,  Spain, 
Italy,  Germany,  and  Holland;  though  the 
last  twocounides  named  are  barely  noticed. 
Around  his  descriptions  of  scenery,  and  the 


various  incidents  which  pleased  his  youth- 
ful fancy,  the  author  throws  a  halo  of  im- 
agination,—a  sort  of  dreamy  atmosphere 
which  at  times  makes  what  is  real  seem 
quite  the  opposite.  Poesy,  art,  romance, 
and  life  are  beautifully  intermingled;  and 
the  generous  feeling  and  true  philosophy 
evinced  by  the  pilgrim  of  the  Land  beyond 
the  Sea  throws  a  mild,  yet  most  attractive, 
coloring  over  all  the  objects  encountered, 
and  all  the  scenes  passed  through.  Whether 
we  walk  with  him  through  the  valley  of 
Loire,  take  passage  by  night  in  the  stage- 
coach from  Paris  to  Bordeaux,  or  par- 
take of  the  somewhat  doubtful  welcome  of 
the  inn  of  old  Castile,  we  feel  that  we  are  in 
the  company  of  a  person  of  talent  and  of 
cultivated  taste.— Austin,  George  Low- 
ell, 1883,  Henry  Wadiworth  Longfellow, 
Hit  Life,  Hii  Worki,  His  Friendships,  p. 
186. 

HYPERION 
1889 
Its  quiet,  delicate,  and  beautiful  pictures 
.contrast  with  the  terrific  scenes  of  old  ro- 
mance, like  a  soft,  autumnal  scene,  com- 
pared with  the  landscape  swept  by  the  trop- 
ical hurricane.  .  .  .  The  sentimental  and 
melancholy  tone  that  pervades  it  will  not  be 
listened  to  by  many,  in  the  throng,  and 
pressure,  and  stirring  practical  interests  of 
the  present  age.  The  scenery  and  embellish- 
ments are  remote  as  possible  from  the  circle 
of  American  life ;  and  the  thoughts  and  feel- 
ings are  too  ethereal  to  be  readily  grasped 
by  minds  intent  upon  the  exciting  themes 
of  the  day.  The  impassioned  part  of  the 
romance  partakes  of  the  same  general  char- 
acter. It  is  a  book  for  minds  attuned  to 
sentiments  of  tenderness;  minds  of  an  im- 
aginative turn,  and  willing  and  ready  to  in- 
terest themselves  in  reveries  as  gorgeous  as 
morning  dreams,  and  in  the  delicate  per- 
ceptions of  art  and  poetry ;— minds  tried  by 
suffering,  and  sensitively  aliv«  to  the  in- 
fluence of  the  beautiful.— Felton,  Cor- 
nelius Conway,  1840,  Hyperion,  North 
American  Review,  vol.  50,  pp.  145, 161. 

You  should  read  Lon^ellow's  '^  Hy- 
perion," which  is  an  imitation  of  Jean  Paul 
Richter,  in  the  same  degree,  perhaps,  that 
"  Evangeline  "  is  an  imitation  of  Voss.  It  is 
extremely  refined  and  pleasing.  It  is,  how- 
ever, a  collection  of  miseeUanea  strung  to- 
gether on  a  thread  of  a  Rhine  tour,  with 
very  little  of  a  story,  only  an  event 
to   begin  with,   and  an    event   to  end 
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with.  — CoLERiDGB,  Sara,  1848,  To  Aubrey 
De  Vere,  Sep.;  Memoir  and  Letten,  ed.  her 
Daughter,  p.  355. 

We  shall  never  forget  the  circumstance  of 
its  first  perusal.  We  took  it,  as  our  pocket 
companion,  with  us  on  our  first  walk  down 
the  Tweed,  by  Peebles,  Inverleithen,  Qo- 
venford,  Ashestiel,  and  Abbotsford.  It 
was  fine  at  any  special  bend  of  the  stream, 
or  any  beautiful  spot  along  its  brink,  taking 
it  out  and  finding  in  it  a  conductor  to  our 
own  surcharged  emotions.  In  our  solitude 
we  felt.  We  are  not  alone,  for  these  pages 
can  sympathize  with  usl  The  course  of 
Hyperion,  indeed,  is  that  of  a  river,  wind- 
ing at  its  own  sweet  will,  now  laughing  and 
singing  to  itself  in  its  sparkling  progress, 
and  now  slumbering  in  still,  deep  pools; 
here  laving  cornfields  and  vineyards,  and 
there  lost  in  wooded  and  sounding  glens. 
Interest  it  has  much, — incident,  little:  its 
charm  is  partly  in  the  ''Excelsior"  progress 
of  the  hero's  mind,  partly  in  the  sketches  of 
the  great  German  authors,  and  principally 
in  the  sparkling  imagery  and  waving,  bil- 
lowy language  of  the  book.  Longfellow  in 
this  work  is  Jean  Paul  Richter  without 
his  grotesque  extravagancies,  or  riotous 
humour,  or  turbulent  force. — Gilfillan, 
George,  1849-52,  Second  Gallery  of  Literary 
Portraits. 

Independently  of  its  literary  merits, 
which  were  highly  considered,  it  had  in  it 
a  personal  element  which  awakened  much 
discussion  and  interest.  Prominent  among 
the  personages  introduced  was  one  whose 
traits  suggested  one  of  the  most  eminent 
young  ladies  of  the  time,  while  the  care  and 
feeling  shown  in  the  portraiture  made  it 
evident  that  the  heart  of  the  writer  had 
entered  deeply  into  his  work.  It  was  known 
that  Mr.  Longfellow  had  met  Miss  Apple- 
ton,  the  supposed  prototype  of  Mary  Ash- 
burton,  while  travelling  in  Europe,  and  con- 
jectures were  not  wanting  as  to  the  possible 
progress  and  dinov^ment  of  the  real  ro- 
mance which  seemed  to  underlie  the  grace- 
ful fiction.  This  romance  indeed  existed, 
and  its  hopes  and  aspirations  were  crowned 
in  due  time  by  a  marriage  which  led  to 
years  of  noble  and  serene  companionship. — 
Howe,  Julia  Ward,  1882,  Reminisceneee 
of  Longfellow,  The  Critic,  vol,  2,  p.  115. 

A  poetical  account  of  his  travels,  had  at 
the  time  of  its  publication  an  immense 
popularity,  due  mainly  to  its  sentimental 
romanticism.     At  present  few  persons  be- 


yond their  teens  would  care  to  read  it 
through,  so  unnatural  and  stilted  is  its 
language,  so  thin  its  material,  and  so  con- 
sciously meditated  its  sentiment.  Never- 
theless it  has  a  certain  historical  impor- 
tance, for  two  reasons— (1)  because  it  markd 
that  period  in  Longfellow's  career  when, 
though  he  had  left  nature,  he  had  not  yet 
found  art,  and  (2)  because  it  opened  the 
sluices  through  wUch  the  flood  of  German 
sentimental  poetry  flowed  into  the  United 
States— a  flood  whose  waters,  after  forty 
years,  are  not  yet  assuaged.— Davidson, 
Thomas,  1882,  Encydoptxdia  Britannica, 
Ninth  Ed.,  vol.  xiv,  p.  871. 

The  portrait,  the  feelings  recorded  in  the 
story  are  undoubtedly  true.  The  incidents 
are  imaginary.  Into  this  romance  the  au- 
thor put  the  glow,  the  fervor,  the  fever  of 
hish^urt.  He  wove  into  it  some  pages  of  his 
own  travels,  modified,  and  some  pages  of 
literary  criticism,  as  has  been  said,  from  his 
lectures.  This  Romance  has  a  perennial 
charm  for  those  who  read  it  in  their  youth, 
and  to  whom  it  seemed  a  revelation  of  the 
new  worid.  Many  a  phrase  and  passage  re- 
main fixed  in  their  memories.  More  than 
one  6f  them,  in  afterwards  visiting  Europe, 
has  taken  pains  to  follow  the  very  steps  of 
Paul  Flemming;  has  sought  out  the  very 
inns  where  he  dined  or  slept;  the  Star  at 
Salzig,  the  White  House  at  Bingen;  has 
turned  aside  to  rest  a  Sunday  at  St.  Gilgen, 
and  read  with  his  own  eyes  the  inscription 
on  the  tablet  above  the  dead  which  had  be- 
come a  motto  for  his  own  life;  has  lingered 
with  an  inexplicable  feeling,  that  seemed 
as  if  the  memory  of  a  previous  existence, 
under  the  wahut-trees  of  Interlaken  or  the 
lindens  that  crown  the  Rent  Tower  of 
Heidelberg  CasUe,— looking  "at  all  things 
as  they  are,  but  through  a  kind  of  glory," 
the  glory  with  which  poetry  and  romance 
indue  a  place  even  beyond  lustory. — Long- 
fellow, Samuel,  1886,  Life  of  Henry  Wad^ 
tDorih  LimgfeUow,  vol.  i.  p.  309. 

The  autobiographical  element  in  "Hy- 
perion" is  unmistakable,  though  not  to  be 
hunt'Cd  into  its  fastnesses.  We  have  in 
these  pages  the  record  of  some  of  the  for- 
eign travels,  experiences,  and  musings  of  a 
thoughtful  mind,  touched  with  the  gentle 
but  irresistible  lessons  of  an  old  land  of  ro- 
mance and  tender  passion.  The  view  of  life 
here  presented  is  optimistic,  yet  overhung 
with  a  purple  melancholy,  and  affected  by 
that  feeling  of  sadness,  not  akin  to  pain,  of 
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which  Longfellow  elsewhere  sings  in  a  well- 
known  poem.  We  have  in  this  world— the 
book  seems  to  remind  na—the  lessons  of  the 
past,  the  wealth  of  the  present,  and  the 
hope  of  the  future.  Life  is  a  rich  possession. 
in  which  joy  and  pathos  are  fitly  blent,  and 
in  which  pure  love  sanctifies  manly  duty. 
—Richardson,  Charles  F.,  1888,  Ameri- 
can  Likraiure,  1607-1885,  vol  n,  p.  55. 

There  is  no  doubt  that  under  the  sway  of 
the  simpler  style  now  prevailing,  much  of 
the  rhetoric  of  "  H3rperion  "  seems  turgid, 
some  of  its  learning  obtrusive,  and  a  good 
deal  of  its  emotion  forced;  it  was,  never- 
theless, an  epoch-making  book.— Higgin- 
SON,  Thomas  Wbntworth,  and  Botnton, 
Henry  Walcott,  1903,  A  Reader's  Hit- 
tory  of  American  Literature,  p.  141. 

THE  SKELETON  IN  ARMOR 
1841 

A  pure  and  perfect  thesis  artistically 
treated.— PoB,  Edgar  Allan,  1844,  Long- 
fellow's Ballads,  Works,  ed.  Stedman  and 
Woodberry,  vol.  VI,  p,  128. 

This  vigorous  poem  opens  with  a  rare  ab- 
ruptness. The  author,  full  of  the  Norse- 
land,  was  inspirited  by  his  novel  theme, 
and  threw  off  a  ringing  carol  of  the  sea- 
lover's  training,  love,  idventure.  The  ca- 
dences and  imagery  belong  together,  and  the 
measure,  that  of  Drayton's  "Agincourt," 
b  better  than  any  new  one  for  its  purpose. 
—Stedman,  Edmund  Clarence,  1885, 
Poets  of  America,  p.  191. 

"Skeleton  in  Armor"  rightfully  takes  a 

high  place  among  the  finest  ballads  in  the 

language.— Pancoast,  Henry  S.,  1898,  An 

Introduction  to  American  Literature,  p.  189. 

THE  SPANISH  STUDENT 

1848 

Upon  the  whole,  we  regret  that  Profes- 
sor Longfellow  has  written  this  work,  and 
feel  especially  vexed  that  he  has  com- 
mitted himself  by  its  republication.  Only 
when  regarded  as  a  mere  poem  can  it  be 
said  to  have  merit  of  any  kind.  For,  in 
fact,  it  is  only  when  we  separate  the  poem 
from  the  drama  that  the  passages  we  have 
commended  as  beautiful  can  be  understood 
to  have  beauty.  ...  Its  thesis  is  unorig- 
inal; its  incidents  are  antique;  its  plot  is 
no  plot;  its  characters  have  no  character; 
in  short,  it  is  little  better  than  a  play  upon 
words  to  style  it  "A  Play"  at  all.— PoB, 
Edgar  Allan,  1845,  The  American  Drama, 
Works,  ed.  Stedman  and  Woodberry,  vol  VI. 


As  a  dramatist  he  has  signally  failed. 
He  lacks  nerve  and  condensation.  The 
story  is  very  prettily  told  by  the  actors,  but 
beyond  the  dialogue  form  it  has  no  pre- 
tensions to  be  called  a  Drama. — Powell, 
Thomas,  1850,  The  Living  Authors  of 
America,  p.  143. 

Of  Longfellow's  more  extensive  works 
his  so-called  dramas  are  failures.  The 
Puritan  plays  in  particular  are  common- 
place in  matter  and  bald  in  versification. 
The  "Spanish  Student,"  more  graceful 
than  impressive,  is  made  musical  by  the 
songs,  and  disfigured  by  an  absurd  close.— 
NiCHOL,  John,  1882-85,  American  Liter- 
ature, p.  200. 

I  could  not  hold  out  long  against  the 
witchery  of  his  verse.  "  The  Spanish  Stu- 
dent" became  one  of  my  passions;  a  minor 
passion,  not  a  grand  one,  like  Don  Quixote 
and  the  "Oonquest  of  Granada,"  but  still 
a  passion,  and  I  should  dread  a  little  to 
read  the  piece  now,  less  I  should  disturb  my 
old  ideal  of  its  beauty.  The  hero's  rogue 
servant,  Chispa,  seemed  to  me,  then  and 
long  afterward,  so  fine  a  bit  of  Spanish 
character  that  I  chose  his  name  for  my 
first  pseudonym  when  I  began  to  write  for 
the  newspapers,  and  signed  my  legislative 
correspondence  for  a  Cincinnati  paper  with 
it.  I  was  in  love  with  the  heroine,  the  lovely 
dancer  whose  cachucha  turned  my  head, 
along  with  that  of  the  cardinal,  but  whose 
name  even  I  have  forgotten,  and  I  went 
about  with  the  thought  of  her  burning  in 
my  heart,  as  if  she  had  been  a  real  per- 
son.—Howells,  William  Dean,  1895,  My 
Literary  Passions,  p.  39. 

EVANGELINE 
1847 

By  this  work  of  his  maturity  he  has 
placed  himself  on  a  higher  eminence  than  he 
hiad  yet  attained,  and  beyond  the  reach  of 
envy.  Let  him  stand,  then,  at  the  head  of 
our  list  of  native  poets,  until  some  one  else 
shall  break  up  the  rude  soil  of  our  American 
life,  as  he  has  done,  and  produce  from  it  a 
lovelier  and  nobler  flower  than  this  poem  of 
"Evangeline."— Hawthorne,  Nathaniel, 
1847,  Salem  Advertiser. 

As  it  is  the  longest,  so  it  is  the  most  com- 
plete, the  most  artistically  finished,  of  all 
your  poems.  I  know  notMng  better  in  the 
language,  than  all  the  landscape  painting. 
The  Southwestern  pictures  are  strikingly 
vigorous  and  new.  The  story  is  well  handled 
and  the  interest  well  sustained.     Some  of 
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the  images  are  as  well  conceived  and  as 
statuesquely  elaborated  as  anything  you 
have  ever  turned  out  of  your  atelier, — 
which  is  saying  a  great  deal.  You  must  per- 
mit me,  however,  to  regret  that  you  have 
chosen  hexameters, — for  which  I  suppose 
you  will  think  me  a  blockhead.  Although 
yours  are  as  good  as,  and  probably  a  great 
deal  better  than,  any  English  hexameters 
(of  which  I  have,  however,  but  small  ex- 
perience), yet  they  will  not  make  music  to 
my  ear,  nor  can  I  carry  them  in  my  memory. 
There  are  half  a  dozen  particular  passages 
in  which  the  imagery  is  chiselled  like  an 
intaglio,  which  would  make  a  permanent 
impression  on  my  memory  if  it  were  not  for 
the  length  of  the  metre;  as  it  is,  I  only  re- 
member the  thought  without  the  diction, — 
which  is  losing  a  great  deal— Motlet, 
John  Lothrop,  1847,  To  LongJeUow,  Dee. 
18 ;  Life  of  Henry  Wadstoorth  Longfellow,  ed. 
LongfeUoWj  vol.  n,  p.  104. 

I  did  not,  I  am  sure,  make  any  such  com- 
parison of  Longfellow's  "Evangeline" 
with  other  American  poems  as  you  have 
ascribed  to  me.  What  I  said  was,  that  it 
had  given  me  altogether  more  pleasure  in 
the  reading  than  any  poem  which  had  lately 
appeared—than  any  poem  which  had  been 
puolished  within  several  years.  And  this  is 
true.  I  have  never  made  any  attempt  to 
analyze  the  sources  of  this  pleasure.  The 
poem  interested  and  affected  me  strangely. 
Whatever  may  be  said  of  the  parts,  they  are 
all  harmonized  by  a  poetic  feeling  of  great 
sweetness  and  gentleness  which  belongs  to 
the  author.  My  ear  admits,  nay,  delights  in, 
the  melody  of  the  hexameter  as  he  man- 
aged it.  I  no  doubt  expressed  my  satisfac- 
tion with  the  poem  in  warm  terms,  but  the 
idea  of  brining  its  poetic  merits  into  com- 
parison with  whatever  had  been  written  in 
America  never  entered  into  my  head.— • 
Bryant,  William  Cullen,  1848,  Letter  to 
Richard  H.  Dana;  A  Biography  of  William 
Cullen  Bryant  hy  Godwiny  vol.  n,  p.  26. 

I  have  just  been  reading  a  poem  by  Mr. 
Longfellow  which  appears  to  be  more  re- 
plete with  genuine  beauties  of  American 
growth  than  any  other  production  of  your 
poets  which  I  have  seen.  The  story  refers 
to  Acadie,  and  one  of  the  incidents  is  the 
deportation  of  a  whole  village  of  peaceful  in- 
habitants (the  village  is  called  Grand  Pr6) 
by  the  soldiers  and  sailors  of  "King 
George."  I  am  afraid  that  Mr.  Longfellow 
had  some  historical  ground  for  this  event. 


.  .  .  Will  you  have  the  kindness  to  teD  me 
—no  one  can  do  it  so  well— what  this  his- 
tory is,  and  where  I  shall  find  it?  No  doubt 
many  incidents  in  our  treatment  of  our 
colonies  have  left  deep  memories  on  your 
side  of  the  Atlantic  which  we  know  little 
about.— Whewell,  William,  1848,  Letier 
to  George  Bancroft,  Feb.  4;  Life  of  Henry 
WadsvHfrth  Longfellow,  ed.  LongfeUow,  vol. 
n,  p.  108. 

Is  full  of  the  beautiful,  and  is  most  deeply 
pathetic,  as  much  so  as  the  story  of  Mar- 
garet in  the  "Excursion."  .  .  .  "Evange- 
Une"  seems  to  be,  in  some  sort,  an  imita- 
tion of  Voss's  "Luise,"  The  opening, 
especially,  would  remind  any  one  who  had 
read  the  "Luise,"  of  that  remarkable 
idyl.  It  is  far  inferior  to  that,  I  think, 
both  in  the  general  conception  and  in  the 
execution.  Voss's  hexameters  are  perfect. 
The  German  language  admits  of  that  metre, 
the  English  hardly  does  so.  Some  of  Long- 
fellow's lines  are  but  quasi-metre,  so  utterly 
inharmonious  and  so  prosaic  in  regard  to  the 
diction,— Coleridge,  Sara,  1848,  To  Au- 
bery  De  Vere,  Sep.;  Memoir  and  Letter i,  ed. 
her  Daughter,  p.  354. 

Had  Theocritus  written  in  English,  not  Greek, 

I  believe  that  his  exquisite  sense  would  scarce 
change  a  line 

In  that  rare,  tender,  virghi-like  pastorial  Evan- 
geline. 

That's  not  ancient  nor  modem,  its  place  is 
apart 

Where  time  has  no  sway,  in  the  realm  of  pure 
Art, 

Tis  a  shrine  of  retreat  from  ESarth's  hubbub 
and  strife 

As  quiet  and  chaste  as  the  author's  own  life. 

—Lowell,  James  Russell,  1848,  A  Fable 
for  Critici. 

Is  this  natural  poetry?  Does  the  nar- 
rative require  these  "djfing  falls?"  We 
answer,  no;  the  measure  jars  upon  us;  it  is 
as  though  we  were  reading  intense  prose  be- 
fore a  slowly  nodding  China  mandarin.  The 
face  falls  at  the  end  of  every  line.  Where 
was  the  necessity  for  choosing  such  a 
form?  It  cannot  be  that  the  idea  of  its  ap- 
propriateness rose  up  spontaneously  in  the 
author's  mind  on  his  first  conceiving  the 
piece,  and  that  he  used  it  because  he  fdt  it 
to  be  the  best;  at  least  it  is  to  be  hoped  it  did 
not.  . .  .  Butitmaybeurged,'TEvangeline" 
is  in  a  walk  of  art  to  which  strictness  of 
criticism  should  not  be  applied.  It  is  not 
attempted  to  make  the  characters  natural, 
but  only  to  make  them  in  harmony  with 
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each  other.  It  is  raised  very  high  into  the 
poetic  region;  and  the  mind  which  ap- 
proaches it  must  for  the  nonce  lay  aside  com- 
monsense  and  put  on  spectacles  which  turn 
aU  things  to  gold.  To  appreciate  such  con- 
stancy as  Evangeline's,  one  must  be  very 
refined  indeed.  The  whole  work,  in  short, 
is  so  ivM  that  it  required  these  awkward  in- 
clined planes  of  lines,  that  perpetually 
carry  the  reader  down^and  down— and 
down-ar-in  order  to  make  it  sufficiently 
remote  and  strange.  .  .  .  Now  to  this  we 
must  answer,  and  this  conducts  us  to  the 
f/enerd  style  of  the  piece,  the  clothing  is  not 
toourtaste.  It  is  not  really  fine,  but  tawdry; 
not  neat,  but  gaudy.  It  pains  the  eye  for 
want  of  harmony,  and  for  ostentatious 
showiness  in  the  coloring.  To  read  the 
whole  book  cloys  the  fancy.  The  figures 
and  comparisons  seldom  come  in  naturally, 
but  are  the  offspring  of  conscious  choice. 
The  poet  has  always  left  him  a  ''conceit,  a 
miserable  conceit."— Peck,  G,  W.,  1848, 
Evangeline,  The  American  Review,  vol  7,  pp. 
162, 163.  • 

In  "Evangeline,"  Mr.  Longfellow  has 
managed  the  hexameter  with  wonderful 
skill.  The  homely  features  of  Acadian  life 
are  painted  with  Homeric  simplicity,  while 
the  luxuriance  of  a  Southern  climate  is 
magnificently  described  with  equal  fidelity 
and  minuteness  of  finish.  The  subject  is 
eminently  fitted  for  this  treatment;  and  Mr. 
Longfellow's  extraordinary  command  over 
the  rhymatical  resources  of  language  has 
enabled  him  to  handle  it  certainly  with  as 
perfect  a  mastery  of  the  dactylic  hexameter 
as  any  one  has  ever  acquired  in  our  lan- 
guage. Of  the  other  beauties  of  the  poem 
we  have  scarcely  left  ourselves  space  to  say 
a  word;  but  we  cannot  help  calling  our 
readers'  attention  to  the  exquisite  char- 
acter of  Evangeline  herself.  As  her  virtues 
are  unfolded  by  the  patience  and  religious 
trust  with  which  she  passes  through  her 
pilgrimage  of  toil  and  disappointment  she 
becomes  invested  with  a  beauty  as  of 
angels.  Her  last  years  are  made  to  har- 
monize the  discords  of  a  life  of  sorrow  and 
endurance.  The  closing  scenes,  though  in- 
formed with  the  deepest  pathos,  inspire  us 
with  sadness,  it  is  true,  but  at  the  same  time 
leave  behind  a  calm  feeling  that  the  highest 
aim  of  her  existence  has  been  attained. — 
Felton,  Cornelitjs  Conway,  1848,  Lan^f- 
feUoto^e  Evangeline,  Nmih  American  Re- 
view, vol.  66,  p.  240. 


Next  to  "ExceWor"  and  the  "Psalm  of 
life"  we  are  disposed  to  rank  "Evange- 
line." Indeed,  as  a  work  of  art,  it  is  su- 
Erior  to  both,  and  to  all  that  Longfellow 
8  written  in  verse.  .  .  .  Nothing  can  be 
more  truly  conceived  or  more  tenderly  ex- 

E'essed  than  the  picture  of  that  primitive 
ova  Scotia  and  its  warm-hearted,  hospit- 
able, happy  and  pious  inhabitants.  We 
feel  the  air  of  the  fore-world  around  us. 
The  light  of  the  Golden  Age— itself  joy, 
music,  and  poetry— is  shining  above.  There 
are  evenings  of  summer  or  autumntide  so 
exquisitely  beautiful,  so  complete  in  their 
own  charms,  that  the  entrance  of  the  moon 
IS  felt  almost  as  a  painful  and  superflous  ad- 
dition :  it  is  like  a  candle  dispelling  the  weird 
darkness  of  a  twilight  room.  So  we  feel  at 
first  as  if  Evangeline,  when  introduced, 
were  an  excess  of  loveliness,— an  amiable 
eclipser  of  the  surrounding  beauties.  But 
even  as  the  moon  by-and-by  vindicates  her 
intrusion  and  creates  her  own  "holier  day" 
80  with  the  delicate  and  lovely  herome  of 
this  simple  story:  she  becomes  the  centre  of 
the  entire  scene.— Gilfillan,  George, 
1849-52,  Second  Gallery  of  Literary  For- 
iraiU. 

It  is  somewhat  unfortunate  for  Mr.  Long- 
fellow that  he  has  thrown  by  far  the  great- 
est part  of  his  poetical  treasure  into  the 
most  thankless  of  all  forms,  the  hexameter. 
A  long  acquaintance  justifies  us  in  the  as- 
sertion, that  there  are  few  American  poems 
where  so  much  fine  thought  and  tender  feel- 
ing are  hid  as  in  "Evangeline."  .  .  .  The 
opening  sketch  of  the  tranquil  lives  of  the 
French  Acadians,  on  the  Gulf  of  Minas,  b 
truly  idyllic;  but  the  peculiarity  of  the 
measure— to  which  the  English  language  is 
so  little  adapted— renders  it  very  difficult  to 
do  justice  in  it  even  to  the  finest  poetry. 
The  hexameter  is  the  grave  of  poetry.  It  is 
the  crowning  monotony  of  writing.  A  sort 
of  stale  prose.  An  author  like  Mr.  Long- 
fellow should  not  deprive  himself  of  so 
much  fame,  by  pushing  to  the  utmost  a 
peculiarity  by  which  he  had  attained,  in  so 
many  quarters,  a  somewhat  undeserved 
reputation.  .  .  .  The  Beautiful  is  his  idol; 
his  commonest  thought  is  an  anthem  to  her 
praise;  and,  like  a  true  disciple,  he  insen- 
sibly adopts  the  manner  of  the  priest  he  has 
confessed  to,  till  he  himself  becomes  one  of 
the  elect.  .  .  .  Into  "Evangeline"  Mr. 
Longfellow  has  thrown  more  of  his  own 
individual  poetry  than  mto    any  other 


392 


HENRY  WADSWORTH  LONGFELLOW 


production.— Powell,  Thomas,  1850,  The 
Living  Authors  of  America^  pp.  135, 136, 137. 

"Evangeline"  is  a  romance,  written  in 
hexameter  verse  and  in  EngUsh  upon  a 
subject  historical  and  French,  and  adorned 
with  romantic  and  metaphysical  colors  by 
an  American  of  the  United  States.  It  is  the 
end  and  the  beginning  of  two  literatures; 
the  cradle  and  decline  of  two  poetries;  a 
faint  new  dawn  above  an  ancient  ruin. — 
Chasles,  Philarete,  1852,  Anglo-Amerir 
can  Literature  and  Manners^  p.  195. 

He  must  not  follow  the  model  offered  by 
Mr.  Longfellow  in  his  pleasing  and  popular 
poem  of  ''Evangeline;"  for  the  merit  of 
the  manner  and  movement  of  "Evange- 
line," when  they  are  at  their  best,  is  to  be 
tenderly  elegant;  and  their  fault,  when  they 
are  at  their  worst,  is  to  be  lumbering. — 
Arnold,  Matthew,  1861,  Lectures  on  Hom- 
er, p.  80. 

One  cannot  read  this  delightful  poem 
without  feeling  that  the  heart  of  the  writer 
is  in  it,  not  less  than  in  the  "  Psalm  of  life. " 
While  in  the  delineation  of  natural  scenery, 
and  of  the  simplicity  of  rural  life  and  man- 
ners, it  is  minutely  faithful  and  distinct; 
while  its  characters  are  so  well  conceived, 
and  so  graphically  drawn,  that  in  the  prog- 
ress of  the  piece  they  become  to  one  as 
familiar  friends;  the  highest  power  of  the 
story  results  from  the  fact  that  the  author 
was  so  possessed  by  his  theme  that  he  wrote 
almost  as  if  narrating  a  personal  experience. 
Every  line  throbs  with  vitality,  and  the 
whole  is  suffused  with  a  glow  of  genuine 
feeling.  The  result  is  originality,  fascina- 
tion, pathos.  Evangeline  has  become  as 
much  a  real  person  to  the  reading  world  as 
Joan  of  Arc;  and  the  incidents  of  her  his- 
tory hold  the  attention,  and  are  believed  in, 
like  those  of  Robinson  Crusoe.— Palmer, 
Ray,  1875,  Henry  Wadsworth  Longfellow 
and  His  Writings^  International  RevieWj  vol, 
2,  p.  736. 

It  is  impossible  to  give  an  idea  of  the 
genius  of  Longfellow  without  insisting  On 
the  joy  with  which  he  revels  among  im- 
aginary beauties  of  nature.  It  is  to  him  a 
nature  of  his  own,  not  requiring  the  suste- 
nance of  an  outside  world  before  his  eyes,  as 
was  to  Hawthorne  the  weird  mysticism  of  a 
world  which  was  only  present  to  him  in  his 
fancy.  There  was  notning  special  in  Haw- 
thorne's personal  experiences  to  have  pro- 
duced such  dread  ideas;  and,  though  Long- 
fellow has  traveled  in  the  course  of  an  en- 


joyable life  through  scenes  of  much  Euro- 
pean beauty,  not  to  that  is  to  be  attributed 
the  luxuriance  of  the  charm  of  description 
by  which  the  readers  of  ''Evangeline"  are 
delighted.  It  is  not  necessary  to  produce 
such  description  that  with  the  poet's  fancy 
should  be  combined  a  reality  of  poetic 
scenery.  Without  the  fancy,  the  scenery 
would  he  nothing.  All  the  Alps  with  aU 
their  glory  do  not  create  for  us  a  great 
Swiss  poet.  But,  without  the  Alps  or  any 
of  their  glory,  the  classical  but  not  par- 
ticularly beautiful  town  of  Cambridge,  and 
the  somewhat  sterile  region  of  Massachu- 
setts, suffice,  when  the  man  comes  to  whom 
God  has  given  the  genius  of  Longfellow. — 
Trollope,  Anthony,  1881,  Henry  Wads- 
worth  Longfellow,  North  American  Review, 
vol.  132,  p.  392. 

It  is  what  the  critic  had  been  so  long  de- 
manding and  clamoring  for— an  American 
poem— and  it  is  narrated  with  commend- 
able simplicity,  and  a  fluency  which  is  not 
so  commendable.  Poetry,  as  poetry  merely, 
is  kept  in  the  background;  the  descriptions, 
even  when  they  appear  redimdant,  are 
subordinated  to  the  main  purpose  of  the 
poem,  out  of  which  they  rise  naturally;  the 
characters,  if  not  clearly  drawn,  are  dis- 
tinctly indicated,  and  the  landscapes 
through  which  they  move  are  perfectly 
characteristic  of  the  New  World.— Stod- 
dard, Richard  Henrt,  1882,  Henry  Wads- 
worth  Longfellow,  A  Medley  in  Prose  and 
Verse,  p.  130. 

This  work  did  more  to  establish  Long- 
fellow's reputation  than  any  of  his  previous 
ones,  and  if,  as  has  been  said  by  one  of  the 
profoundest  of  critics,  poems  are  to  be 
judged  by  the  state  of  mind  in  which  they 
leave  the  reader,  the  high  place  which 
"Evangeline"  occupies  in  popular  esteem 
is  justly  awarded  to  it;  for  its  chaste  style 
and  homely  imagery,  with  its  sympathetic 
and  occasionally  dramatic  story,  produce 
a  refined  and  elevated  impression,  and 
present  a  beautiful  and  invigorating  pic- 
ture of  "affection  that  hopes  and  endures, 
and  is  patient,"  of  the  beauty  and 
strength  of  woman's  devotion.— Norman, 
Henrt,  1883,  A  Study  of  Longfellow,  FoH- 
nightly  Review,  vol  39,  p.  108. 

A  beautiful,  pathetic  tradition  of  Ameri- 
can history,  remote  enough  to  gather  a 
poetic  halo,  and  yet  fresh  with  sweet  hu- 
manities; tinged  with  provincial  color 
which  he  knew  and  loved,  and  in  its  cour^ 
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taking  on  the  changing  atmospheres  of  his 
own  land;  pastoral  at  f^t,  then  broken  into 
action,  and  afterward  the  record  of  shifting 
scenes  that  made  life  a  pilgrimage  and 
dream.  There  are  few  dramatic  episodes; 
there  is  but  one  figure  whom  we  follow,— 
that  one  of  the  most  touching  of  iJl,  the 
betrothed  Evangeline  searching  for  her 
lover,  through  weary  years  and  over  half 
an  unknown  world.  There  are  chance 
pictures  of  Acadian  fields,  New  World 
rivers,  prairies,  bayous,  forests,  by  moon- 
light and  starlight  and  midday;  glimpses, 
too,  of  picturesque  figures,  artisans,  farm* 
ers,  solcUery,  trappers,  boatmen,  emigrants 
and  priests.  But  the  poem  ahready  is  a 
little  classic,  and  will  remain  one,  just  as 
surely  as  "The  Vicar  of  Wakefield,"  the 
"Deserted  Village,"  or  any  other  sweet 
and  pious  idyl  of  our  English  tongue;  yet 
we  find  its  counterpart  more  nearly,  I  think, 
in  some  faultless  miniature  of  Uie  purest 
French  school.— Stedman,  Edmund  Clar- 
ence, 1885,  PoeU  of  America,  p.  200. 

"Evangeline"  is  as  interesting  as  anovel. 
Try  it  on  those  acute,  unbiased  critics,  the 
children.  It  fascinates  them,  for  there  is 
just  description  enough  to  make  a  back- 
ground, and  then  the  incidents  follow 
naturally,  and  cumulate— each  succeeding 
picture  adding  to  the  effect,  brought  in  at 
just  the  right  time  and  dwelt  on  just  long 
enough,  with  fine,  unconscious  art. — John- 
son, Charles  F.,  1885,  Three  Amerieane 
and  Three  Englithmen,  p.  230. 

"Evangeline,"  in  which  he  sweeps  on 
broad  csBsural,  hexameter  pinions,  from  the 
fir-fretted  valleys  of  Acadia  to  the  lazy,  lan- 
guorous tides,  which  surge  silentiy  through 
the  bayous  of  Louisiana.  There  was  an  out- 
cry at  first— that  this  poem  showed  classic 
s^ectation;  but  the  beauty  and  the  pathos 
carried  the  heroine  and  the  metre  into  all 
hearts  and  homes  in  all  EngUsh-speaking 
lands.— Mitchell,  Donald  G.,  1899,  Amer- 
ican Lands  and  Lettere,  Leather-Stocking  to 
Foe's  "flawn,"  p.  294. 

The  instant  popularity  of  "Evangeline" 
demonstrated  that  the  form  commended 
itself  to  the  masses  as  well  as  to  the  cul- 
tured few,  and  that  previous  failures  were 
due  to  unskilfulness  m  use  rather  than  to 
any  inherent  obstacles  in  the  form  itself.  In 
the  hands  of  an  unskilful  versifier  nothing 
can  be  more  wretched.  When  controlled  by 
a  master,  nothing  can  be  more  melodious. 
It  is  the  rhythm  of  passion,  emotion,  and 


delicate  fancy,  and  therefore,  in  this  in- 
stance, best  adapted  to  the  poet's  concep- 
tion of  his  theme.  .  .  .  "Evangeline"  was 
published  October  30, 1847,  one  of  the  de- 
cisive dates  in  the  history  of  American 
literature.  It  was  the  first  narrative  poem 
of  considerable  length  by  an  American 
showing  genuine  creative  power.  Its  pur- 
ity of  Action  and  elevated  style,  its  beau- 
ties of  description,  its  tenderness,  pathos, 
and  simplicity,  its  simUes  and  metaphors  at 
once  true,  poetic,  and  apt,  its  frequent  pas- 
sages betokening  imaginative  power,  all 
embodied  in  a  form  unconventional  yet 
peculiarly  appropriate,  stamped  it  as  a  new 
and  individual  creation.  It  was  the  highest 
inspiration  in  idyllic  poetry  product  in 
America.  The  impression  left  by  a  perusal 
of  the  poem  is  like  that  attributed  to  the 
passing  of  its  heroine.  It "  seemed  like  the 
ceasing  of  exquisite  music."  American 
literature  had  proved  its  right  to  recogni- 
tion, and  in  at  least  this  one  instance  the 
world  at  large  has  not  been  slow  to  bear 
tribute  of  admiration.—ONDERDONK,  Jaues 
L.,  1899-1901,  Hiitory  of  American  Verse, 
pp.  219, 221. 

EAVANAGH 

1847 

All  who  love  purity  of  tone,  tenderness, 
and  pictm'esque  simplicity,  have  incurred 
a  new  obligation  to  the  author  of  "Kav- 
anagh."  ...  In  "Kavanagh"  as  in 
"Evangeline,"  we  conceive  it  to  be  a  pecu- 
liar merit  that  the  story  is  kept  down  with 
so  rigid  a  self-denial.  The  brass  of  the 
orchestra  is  not  allowed  an  undue  prom- 
inence. .  .  .  "Kavanagh"  is,  as  far  as  it 
goes,  an  exact  daguerreotype  of  New  Eng- 
land life.  We  say  (2a{^tt€rreo<ype,  because  we 
are  conscious  of  a  certain  absence  of  mo- 
tion and  color,  which  detracts  somewhat 
from  the  vivadty,  though  not  from  the 
truth,  of  the  representation.  From  Mr. 
Pendexter  with  his  horse  and  chaise,  to 
Miss  Manchester  painting  the  front  of  her 
house,the  figures  are  faithfuUy  after  nature. 
— Lowell,  James  Russell,  1849,  Long- 
fellow's Kavanagh,  North  American  Review, 
vd.  69,  pp.  214,  215. 

Those  who  expected  a  novel  which  would 
illustrate  New  England  character  and  life 
have  not  been  gratified.  "  Kavanagh  "  is  a 
sketch,  and  not  properlv  a  rounded  and 
completed  story.  The  characters  are  out- 
lined rather  than  painted,  and  the  main  in- 
terest of  the  book  lies  in  its  transparent 
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moral.  It  teaches  two  things :  the  value  to 
an  artist  of  spiritual  insight  into  common 
life,  and  the  necessity  of  promptness  and 
decision  if  we  would  realize  our  aspirations. 
.  .  .  There  is  no  tinge  of  unnaturalness  in 
the  incidents  of  the  narrative.  It  is  not 
toned  above  the  key  of  ordinary  experience. 
But  only  those  who  have  read  it,  or  who 
have  vivid  recollections  of  the  author's 
"Hyperion,"  can  understand  the  peculiar 
charm  which  the  purity  of  style,  the  sweet, 
mellow  rhythm  of  the  sentences,  affluence 
of  fancy,  felicitous  exhibition  of  curious 
learning,  and  delicacy  and  healthiness  of 
sentiment  combine  to  throw  over  every 
page.— King,  Thomas  Starr,  1849,  Notietn 
0/  Recent  Publications,  Chnstian  Examiner, 
vol.  47,  p.  154. 

It  fell  rather  flat,  and  has  never  been 
talked  about  in  America  with  any  enthusi- 
asm. As  the  Americans  found  less  to  move 
them  in  the  poet's  studies  of  slavery  than 
we  find,  so  it  seems  to  be  the  case  that  the 
pictures  he  draws  in  "  Kavanagh"  of  every- 
day life  in  the  rural  part  of  Massachusetts 
as  it  was  about  half  a  century  ago,  appeal 
to  us  here  with  more  freshness  and  beauty 
than  they  do  to  those  who  are  more  or  less 
familiar  with  the  scenes  and  incidents  he 
described.— Robertson,  Eric  S.,  1887, 
Life  of  Henry  Wadstporlh  Longfellow  {Oreai 
Writm),  p.  130. 

The  brief  story  is  pleasing  throughout ;  its 
rural  pictures  have  a  mild  idyllic  grace,  and 
its  gentle  humour  approves  itself  to  the 
reader,  who  heartily  accepts  its  lesson :  that 
purpose  should  be  transmuted  into  action. 
—Richardson,  Charles  F.,  1888,  Amerir 
can  Literature,  1607-1885,  vol  n,  p.  53. 

A  rather  slight  and  pallid  novelette, 
generously  chantctorized  by  Emerson  as 
''the  best  sketeh  we  have  seen  in  the  direc* 
tion  of  the  American  Novel."— Lawton, 
William  Cranston,  1898,  The  New  Eng- 
land Poets,  pA2S. 

THE  building  OP  THE  SHIP 
1850 

Admiralty,  July  20.— I  should  have  been 
so  pleased  to  meet,  and  pay  my  profoimd 
respects  to,  the  author  of  the  finest  poem 
on  ship-building  that  ever  was,  or  probably 
ever  will  be,  written, — a  poem  which  I 
often  read  with  the  truest  pleasure.— Beed, 
E.  J.,  1869,  Letter,  Life  of  Henry  Wadeworth 
Longfellow,  ed.  Longfellow,  vol  m,  p.  135. 

One  of  the  most  powerful  productions  of 


its  distinguished  author.— Austin,  Georgr 
Lowell,  1883,  Henry  Wadtworth  Long- 
fellow,  His  Life,  His  Works,  His  Friend^ 
ships,  p.  315. 

A  noble  piece  of  work,  boldly  handled, 
passing  from  scene  to  scene,  and  from  phase 
to  phase  of  reflection,  in  a  most  impassioned 
style.  As  a  poem  for  recitation,  this  is 
probably  as  affective  as  anything  Long- 
fellow wrote.  Yet  in  reading  "The  Build- 
ing of  the  Ship,"  we  are  constantly  re- 
minded that  there  is  no  border-line  between 
prose  and  poetry.  Not  only  does  the  un- 
fettered play  of  rhythms  in  tiie  poem  cause 
the  ear  to  forget  the  distinction  at  times, 
but  the  general  style  of  thought  belongs 
almost  more  to  oratory  than  to  uie  methods 
of  fastidious  poesy.  The  ending  of  the  piece 
has  raised  thousands  of  American  audi- 
ences to  frenzies  of  patriotic  enthusiasm, 
and  the  enthusiasm  does  credit  both  to 
Longfellow  and  to  the  audiences;  yet  is 
not  this  mere  oratory  fitted  out  in  rhyme? 
.  .  .  Mere  oratory!  Yes,  it  is;  but  finer 
than  the  finest  of  Webster's  or  Sumner's. 
Criticising  "The  Building  of  the  Ship"  as  a 
poem,  we  must  not  forget  that  its  form  is 
obviously  borrowed  from  Schiller's  "Lay  of 
the  Bell."— Robertson,  Eric  S.,  18S7, Life 
of  Henry  Wadsworth  LongfeUow  {Great  i¥rit^ 
ers),  pp.  135,  136. 

"The  Building  of  the  Ship,"  with  ite 
magnificent  ending,  is  without  a  parallel,  in 
its  line,  in  English  Literature.— Pattee, 
Fred  Lewis,  1896,  A  History  of  American 
Literature,  p.  270. 

THE  GOLDEN  LEGEND 
1851 
Longfelbw,  in  the  ''Golden  Legend,"  has 
entered  more  clonelv  inte  the  temper  of  the 
Monk,  for  s;ood  and  for  evil,  than  ever  yet 
theological  writer  or  historian,  though  they 
may  have  given  theur  life's  labor  to  the 
analysis.— RusKm,  John,  1856,  Modem 
Painters,  vol  iv. 

No  more  exquisitely  finished  and  har- 
monious poetical  work  has  been  written  in 
this  country  than  the  "Golden  Legend."— 
Tatlor,  Bayard,  1879,  Studies  in  German 
Literature,  p.  74. 

"The  Golden  Legend,"  however,  should 
be  judged  by  itself,  and  is  an  enchanting  ro- 
mance of  the  Middle  Age  cast  in  the  dra- 
matic mould.  Brought  out  years  before  the 
""Tragedies,"  it  finally  was  merged  in  the 
"Chnstus"  by  way  of  toning  up  the  whole^ 
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the  poet  well  knowing  that  this  was  his 
choicest  distillation  of  Gothic  mysticism 
and  its  legendary.  It  is  composite  rather 
than  inventive;  the  correspondences  be- 
tween this  work  and  Groethe's  masterpiece, 
not  to  speak  of  productions  earlier  than 
either,  are  interesting.  There  is  decided 
originality  in  its  general  effect,  and  in  the 
taste  wherewith  the  author,  like  a  modem 
maker  of  stained  glass,  arranged  the  pris- 
matic materials  which  he  knew  precisely 
where  to  collect.— Stbdman,  Edmund  Clar- 
SNCE,  1885,  Henry  Wadgworth  Longfellow, 
Poets  of  AvMTxea^  p.  205. 

It  contains  some  of  his  best  work,  but  its 
merit  is  rather  poetic  than  dramatic,  al- 
though Ruskin  praised  it  for  the  closeness 
with  which  it  entered  into  the  temper  of  the 
monk.— Beers,  Henry  A.,  1895,  IniixaL 
Studies  in  American  Letters,  p,  135. 

"Ghristus,"  with  its  Golden  Legend,  will 
always  be  valued  for  its  scholarly  ranges 
and  for  its  pleasantly  recurring  poetic  sa- 
vors. It  hardly  seemed  up  to  the  full  score 
of  his  purpose  or  of  his  ambitions;  monkish 
ways  are  laid  down  tenderly,  as  they  wended 
through  medieval  wastes ;  and  so  are  Christ- 
ways  of  later  and  lightsomer  times:  but 
there  is  no  careering  blast  of  Divine  wind 
sweeping  through  the  highways  all,  and 
clearing  them  of  putrescent  dusts. — Mitch- 
ell, Donald  G.,  1899,  American  Lands  and 
Letters,  Leather'Stoekings  toPoe*s*'Raven,^^ 
p.  298. 

Compared  with  the  lofty  ideals  exem- 
plified in  lx)ngfellow's  best  work,  his  dra- 
matic writings  seem  almost  puerile.  It  is 
in  these  that  his  weakest  points  are  most 
conspicuous.  His  culture,  which  stands  him 
in  such  good  stead  in  his  ordinary  narra- 
tives, here  becomes  a  positive  hindrance. 
His  imaginative  faculties  and  his  construc- 
tive power  seem  paralyzed.  Properly  speak- 
ing, these  are  not  dramas  at  all.  The  strange 
Eart  of  it  all  was  that  the  poet  sincerely 
oped  that  his  trilogy  of  "Christus"  would 
be  the  work  which  would  carry  his  name 
through  the  ages.  Nothing  could  be  more 
majestic  than  the  theme,  nothing  more  dis- 
appointing than  its  treatment.  While  the 
poet  was  so  absorbed  with  his  subject,  he 
was,  as  his  diary  shows,  not  without  grave 
misgivings  as  to  the  result.  The  second 
part,  "The  Golden  Legend,"  relieves  the 
series  from  the  imputation  of  literary  fail- 
ure.—Onderdonk,  James  L.,  1899-1901, 
History  of  American  Verse,  p.  226. 


THE  SONG  OF  HIAWATHA 

1865 

I  find  this  Indian  poem  very  wholesome; 
sweet  and  wholesome  as  maize;  very  proper 
and  pertinent  for  us  to  read,  and  showing  a 
kind  of  manly  sense  of  duty  in  the  i>oet  to 
write.  The  dangers  of  the  lodiansare,  that 
they  are  really  savage,  have  poor,  small, 
sterile  heads,— no  thoughts;  and  you  must 
deal  very  roundly  with  them,  and  find  them 
in  brains.  And  I  blamed  your  tenderness 
now  and  then,  as  I  read,  in  accepting  a 
legend  or  song,  when  they  had  so  little  to 
give.  I  should  hold  you  to  your  creative 
function  on  such  occasions.  But  the  cos- 
tume and  machinery,  on  the  whole,  is  sweet 
and  melancholy,  and  agrees  with  the  Amer- 
ican landscape.  And  you  have  the  distinc- 
tion of  opening  your  own  road.  You  may 
well  call  it  an  ''Indian  Edda."— Emerson^ 
Ralph  Waldo,  1855,  To  Longfellow,  Nov. 
25;  Life  of  Henry  Wadsworth  Longfellow^ 
ed.  Longfellow,  vol.  Il,  p.  294. 

I  like  "Hiawatha;"  and  I  think  it  is  liked 
here  generally,  and  none  the  worse  for  being 
Indian.— Clough,  Arthur  Hugh,  1856, 
Letter  to  F.  J.  Child,  Jan.  16;  Prose  Re- 
mains, ed.  his  Wife,  p.  235. 

Permit  me  to  dedicate  to  vou  this  volume 
of  Indian  myths  and  legends,  derived  from 
the  story-telling  circle  of  the  native  wig- 
wams. That  they  indicate  the  possession, 
by  the  Vesperic  tribes,  of  mental  resources 
of  a  very  characteristic  kind, — furnishing, 
in  fact,  a  new  point  from  which  to  judge  the 
race  and  to  excite  intellectual  sympathies, 
—you  have  most  felicitiously  shown  in  your 
poem  of  "Hiawatha."  Not  only  so,  but 
you  have  demonstrated,  by  this  pleasing 
series  of  pictures  of  Indian  life,  sentiment, 
and  invention,  that  the  use  of  the  native 
lore  reveals  one  of  the  true  sources  of  our 
literary  independence.  Greece  and  Rome, 
England  and  Italy,  have  so  long  furnished, 
if  they  have  not  exhausted,  the  field  of  poetic 
culture,  that  it  is  at  least  refreshing  to  find, 
both  in  theme  and  metre,  something  new.— 
Schoolcraft,  Henry  R.,  1856,  The  Myth 
of  Hiawatha  and  other  Oral  Legends,  Myth- 
ologic  and  Allegoric  of  the  North  American 
Indians,  Dedication. 

Longfellow  has  enriched  imiversal  liter^ 
ature  by  a  truely  indigenous  American  epic, 
the  "Song  of  Hiawatha."  This  "Indian 
Edda,"  as  the  poem  has  been  rightly  called, 
is  undoubtedly  the  most  importont  poetical 
work  that  has    been  accomplished  by  an 
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American.— ScHERR,  J.,  1874,  A  History  of 
Engliih  Liierature,  tr.  M.  V.,  p.  303. 

"Hiawatha,"  besides  any  number  of 
translations  into  modem  languages,  has 
been  turned  into  Latin  by  Professor  F.  W. 
Newman  (published  in  1862);  it  was  also 
made  the  subject  of  musical  treatment  at 
Covent  Garden  in  1861.— Rossbtti,  Will- 
iam Michael,  1878,  Livez  of  Farrums  PoeU, 
p.  387. 

The  story  of  Nature  has  never  been  told 
with  so  much  liquid  gsdety  and  melancholy, 
—so  much  of  the  frolic  of  the  childlike 
races,  and  so  much  of  their  sudden  awe  and 
dejection,— as  in  "Hiawatha"  which  I,  at 
least,  have  never  taken  up  without  new 
delight  in  the  singular  simplicity  and  grace, 
the  artless  art  and  ingenuous  vivacity,  of 
that  rendering  of  the  traditions  of  a  vanish- 
ing race.— HuTTON,  Richard  Holt,  1882- 
94,  Criticisms  an  Coviemporary  Thought  and 
TkinkerSj  vol  n,  p.  77. 

No  meritorious  work  was  ever  more 
severely  judged  than  "Hiawatha"  when  it 
first  appeared.  But  the  sales  were  large.  It 
quickly  became  the  most  popular  of  all  his 
works,  and  the  reviewers  who  had  censured 
it  joined  in  the  later  chorus  of  its  praise.— 
Trowbridge,  JohnTownsend,  1885,  Henry 
Wadsworth  Longfellow;  Some  Noted  Princes, 
Authors,  and  Statesmen  of  Our  Time,  p.  295. 

It  is  hard  to  believe  that  "Hiawatha" 
will  not  live  in  the  admiration  of  posterity 
as  long  as  any  poem  of  this  age.  In  its  time 
it  has  been  often  abused,  and  parodied  as 
often.  Abuse  and  parody  have  now  ceased; 
and  when  the  redskins  themselves  have 
died  from  off  the  face  of  the  American  con- 
tinent, there  will  always  be  men  and  women 
ready  to  follow  the  poet  into  the  primeval 
forests,  see  him  make  for  himself  a  wood- 
land flute,  piping  to  the  poor  painted  braves 
and  making  them  dance,  weeping  with  the 
weeping  squaws,  attiming  his  laughter  to 
the  soft  babble  of  their  streams,  and  giving 
himself,  like  them,  such  a  companionship 
with  birds  and  beasts  and  fishes,  prairie, 
mountains,  and  trees,  as  is  not  likely  to 
find  similar  utterance  in  any  future  cen- 
tury on  this  globe  of  ever-increasing  popu- 
lousness.  It  is  true  that  in  "Hiawatha's" 
pleasant  numbers  the  Red  Indian,  with  his 
narrow  skidl  and  small  brain,  is  not  pre- 
sented to  us  with  less  enbellishment  than  he 
gains  in  Cooper's  romances;  but  the  fact 
does  not  diminish  Longfellow's  credit  as  a 
poet.     After  this  Indian  Edda  had  passed 


through  the  first  burst  of  criticism,  Mr. 
Schoolcraft  brought  out  a  book  called  "The 
M3rth  of  Hiawatha,  and  other  Oral  Legends 
of  the  North  American  Indians;"  and  the 
student  who  consults  this  compilation  will 
be  astonished  at  the  wholly  unimaginative 
character  of  the  material  thus  diligently 
accumulated  by  a  competent  scholar.  Yet 
it  was  from  this  material  that  Longfellow 
produced  his  masterpiece.— Robertson, 
Eric  S.,  1887,  Life  of  Henry  WadsuHjrtk 
Longfellow  (Great  Writers),  p.  151. 

To  me  "  Hiawatha"  seems  by  far  the  best 
of  his  longer  efforts;  it  is  quite  full  of  sym- 
pathy with  men  and  women,  nature,  beasts, 
birds,  weather,  and  wind  and  snow.  Every- 
thing lives  with  a  human  breath,  as  every- 
thing should  live  in  a  poem  concerned  with 
these  wild  folk,  to  whom  all  the  world,  and 
all  in  it,  is  personal  as  themselves. — Lanq, 
Andrew,  1889,  Letters  on  Literature,  p.  52. 

Exhales  the  very  fragrance  of  the  broad 
prairie  and  illimitable  forest,  and  is  steeped 
in  an  atmosphere  peculiarly  and  perfectly 
its  own.— Dawson,  W.  J.,  1892,  Quest  and 
Vision,  p.  121. 

Has  been  called  America's  first  contribu- 
tion to  world  literature.  In  this  poem, 
Longfellow,  having  perceived  the  poetic 
capabilities  of  the  Indian  legends,  welded 
them  into  a  whole,  the  life  of  which  is  quick- 
ened by  invention  of  his  own.  A  breath  of 
nature  passes  over  the  pages,  and  the  pub- 
lic attention  hitherto  paid  to  the  mechan- 
ism and  commonplace  narratives  of  the 
poem  may  well  be  turned  to  the  higher 
flights  of  fancy  and  imagination.— Simonds, 
Arthur  B.,  1894,  American  Song,  p.  65. 

This  again  called  out  the  shrill  salute  of  a 
great  many  of  those  critics  who  "shy"  at 
any  divergence  from  the  conventionalities 
by  which  their  schools  are  governed,  and 
who  took  captious  exceptions  to  a  metre 
that  was  strange;  but  the  laughing  waters 
of  Minnehaha  and  the  pretty  legendary 
texture  of  this  Indian  poem  have  carried  its 
galloping  trochaic  measure  into  all  culti- 
vated American  households.  "Hiawatha" 
did  not  appear,  however,  (1855),  until  its 
author  had  given  over  his  labors  as  a  teacher, 
and  was  resting  upon  the  laurels  which  had 
grown  all  round  that  Cambridge  home.  The 
pretty  tale  of  "Kavanagh,"  of  earlier  date, 
ranked  fairly  with  his  other  ventures  in  the 
field  of  prose  fiction — all  of  them  wearing 
the  air  of  poems  gone  astray— bereft  of  their 
rhymatic  robes,  and  showing  a  lack  of  the 
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brawn  and  virility  which  we  ordinariy  as- 
sociate with  the  homely  trousers  of  prose. 
—Mitchell,  Donald  G.,  1899,  American 
Lands  and  LeUerB,  Leaiher-Stoekingi  to  Po^s 
"Raven,"  p.  294. 

Parodies  and  criticisms  have  long  since 
1)een  forgotten,  but  the  poem  itself,  as  the 
nearest  approach  to  an  American  epic,  con- 
tinues to  be  a  favorite  with  learned  and  un- 
learned ^ke.  —  Onberdonk,  James  L., 
1899-1901,  History  oj  American  Verse,  p. 
225. 

Ladies:  We  loved  your  father.  The 
memory  of  our  people  will  never  die  as  long 
as  your  father's  song  lives,  and  that  will 
live  forever.  Will  you  and  your  husbands 
and  Miss  Longfellow  come  and  see  us  and 
stay  in  our  Royal  wigwams  on  an  island  in 
Hiawatha's  play-ground,  in  the  land  of  the 
Ojibways?  We  want  you  to  see  us  live  over 
again  the  life  of  Hiawatha  in  his  own  coun- 
try.— 

Kabaoosa. 
Wabunosa. 
Boston,  Onahoaunegises, 
The  Month  of  crusts  on  the  snow. 
—Kabaoosa  and  Wabunosa,  1900,  Letter 
to  Mr.  LmgfeUovfs  Family. 

A  few  days  before  the  end  of  the  visit,  the 
Indians  were  very  busy  building  a  small 
platform  on  the  island,  and  decorating^  it 
with  green  boughs,  doing  everything  with 
much  secrecy.  After  sunset,  when  the  fire 
was  lighted  on  the  rocks  nearby,  the  Indians 
assembled  together,  and  Kabaoosa  as  the 
spokesman  announced  that  they  wished  to 
have  the  pleasure  of  taking  some  of  the 
party  into  the  tribes  as  members.  First 
came  the  ladies,  as  their  father  had  turned 
the  Ojibway  legends  into  verse.  They  were 
led  in  turn  before  Kabaoosa,  who  took  one 
of  their  hands  in  his,  and  made  a  spirited 
(Uscourse  in  Ojibway.  Then  striking  them 
three  times  on  the  shoulder,  he  called  aloud 
the  Indian  name  of  adoption,  and  all  the 
bystanders  repeated  it  together.  Then  the 
new  member  of  the  tribe  was  led  around  the 
circle,  and  each  Indian  came  forward,  grasp- 
ing the  stranger  by  the  hand,  and  calling 
aloud  the  new  name.  The  names,  which 
were  valued  names  in  the  tribe,  were  all 
chosen  with  care,  and  given  as  proofs  of 
high  regard;  the  men  of  the  party  were 
honored  as  well  as  the  women.  Odenewas- 
enoquay,  The  first  flash  of  the  lightning 
(Miss  Longfellow);  Osahgahgushkodawa- 
quay,  The  lady  of  the  open  plains  (Mrs.  J. 


G.  Thorp);  Daguagonay,  The  man  whom 
people  like  to  camp  near  (J.  G.  Thorp,  Esq.), 
and  the  names  of  the  old  chiefs  Singwauk, 
or  Sagagewayosay  (Richard  Henry  Dana), 
and  Bukwujjinini  (Henry  W.  L.  Dana).— 
Longfellow,  Alice  M.,  1901,  ;1  Visit  to 
Hiawaiha's  People,  p.  323. 

THE  COURTSHIP  OF  MILES 

STANDISH 

1868 

We  are  by  no  means  solicitous  to  deter- 
mine the  merit  of  this  as  compared  with  Mr. 
Longfellow's  other  poems.  We  have  en- 
joyed it,  and  thank  him  for  it.  It  contains 
some  descriptive  passages  of  unparalleled 
beauty;  and,  if  portions  of  it  are  woven 
from  the  common  fabric  of  every-day  life, 
the  more  true  are  they  to  the  massive  and 
resolute,  yet  quite  prosaic  characters  of  the 
Pilgrim  Fathers  and  their  daughters.  Miles 
Standish  was  not  a  paladin,  nor  was  John 
Alden  a  knight-errant,  and  Priscilla  Mul- 
lins  was  a  plain,  outspoken  girl,  without  a 
particle  of  romance  about  her;  and,  while 
we  might  not  have  chosen  them  for  Mr. 
Longfellow's  heroes  and  heroine,  we  are 
glad  that  he  has  chosen  them,  and  has  given 
us  so  life-like  pictures  of  them.  The  critics 
who  find  an  anachronism  in  the  treadle  of 
the  spinning-wheel  are  the  best  vouchers  for 
the  general  versimilitude  of  the  story;  for 
they  show  that  they  have  applied  the  mi- 
crometer to  ever  part  of  it.— Peabody,  An- 
drew P.,  1859,  Critical  Notices,  North  Amer- 
ican Review,  vol  88,  p.  276. 

"The  C!ourtship  of  MUes  Standish,"  of 
which  his  publishers  sold  twenty-five  thou- 
sand copies  in  a  month  from  its  publica- 
tion. But  it  is  in  hexameter  verse,  and, 
though  popular  for  the  time  from  its  novelty, 
it  can  never  obtain  a  permanent  hold  of  the 
hearts  of  the  people. — Cleveland,  Charles 
D.,  1859,  A  Compendium  of  American  Liter- 
ature, p.  561. 

In  this  poem,  as  in  many  others,  we  dis- 
cern that  Mr.  Longfellow's  weakness  lies 
not  far  from  his  strength ;  that  he  felicitously 
expresses  the  feelings  and  thoughts  com- 
mon to  all,  but  does  not  possess  that  pas- 
sion by  which  supreme  lyrists  depict  the 
high  tides  of  emotion.  He  never  sings  under 
the  irrepressible  impulse  of  some  burning 
affection,  some  impassioned  preference. — 
Austin,  George  Lowell,  1883,  Henry 
Wadsworth  Longfellow,  His  Life,  His  Works, 
His  Friendships,  p.  334. 

"  The  Courtship  of  Miles  Standish  "  was  an 
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advance  upon  "Evangeline,"  so  far  as  con- 
cerns structure  and  the  distinct  character- 
ization of  personages.  A  merit  of  the  tale  is 
the  frolicsome  humor  here  and  there,  light- 
ing up  the  gloom  that  blends  with  our  con- 
ception of  the  Pilgrim  inclosure,  and  we  see 
that  comic  and  poetic  elements  are  not  at 
odds  in  the  scheme  of  a  bright  imagination. 
The  verse,  though  stronger,  is  more  labored 
than  that  of  "Evangehne;''  some  of  the 
lines  are  prosaic,  almost  inadmissible. — 
Stedman,  Edmund  Clarence,  1885,  PoeU 
of  America f  p.  203. 

Miles  Standish,  the  Captain  of  Plymouth, 
is  a  character  always  dear  to  the  American 
heart.  The  little,  big-hearted,  choleric, 
generous  man  stands  out  from  the  grim 
crowd  of  Puritans,  a  very  human  being 
among  the  saints,  able  to  jerk  out  a  good 
round  oath  now  and  then,  to  love  and  to 
hate  too,  like  other  men.  How  much  of  the 
popular  conception  of  the  character  was  the 
real  Miles  Standish,  and  how  much  is  Long- 
fellow's Miles  Standish,  were  an  interesting 
question,  did  one  have  time  and  place  for 
its  discussion.  Perhaps  more  interesting 
than  profitable;  at  any  rate,  Longfellow's 
little  captain  has  the  fibre  of  reality  about 
him  so  sturdy  that  it  is  Ae  whom  we  see  al- 
ways when  we  read  the  history  of  the  Puri- 
tans.—Thanet,  Octave,  1888,  The  Court- 
ihip  of  MUes  Staridishy  Book  Buyers  vol  5, 
p.  451. 

DANTE'S  DIVINE  COMEDY 
1867-70 

There  can  be,  I  think,  no  doubt  that  you 
have  done  something  astonishing.  I  should 
not  have  thought  it  possible  beforehand, 
and  do  not  altogether  comprehend  it  now 
how  you  have  accomplished  it.  I  was  led 
on,  canto  by  canto,  wondering  all  the  time 
whether  you  would  give  out  or  stumble;  but 
you  never  did,  so  far  as  I  could  observe,  and 
I  meant  to  be  watchful.  The  movement  of 
your  verse — its  cadence  and  rhjrthm,  I 
mean— explain,  perhaps,  a  good  deal  of 
your  power,  or  rather  conceal  it;  although  I 
confess  I  do  not,  after  some  consideration, 
understand  how  you  make  us  feel  a  sort  of 
presence  of  the  ieriza  rima,  in  a  measure  so 
different.— TiCKNOR,  George,  1867,  To 
Longfellow  J  June  1;  Life  of  Henry  Wads- 
worth  Longfellow,  ed.  Longfellow,  vol  m,  p. 
90. 

Mr.  Longfellow,  in  rendering  the  sub- 
stance of  Dante's  poem,  has  succeeded  in 
giving,  also— so  far  as  art  and  genius  could 


.ve  ii-^the  spirit  of  Dante's  poetry.  .  .  . 
t  is  a  lasting  addition  to  the  choicest  treas- 
ures of  our  Uterature.  .  .  .  The  notes  and 
iUustrations  which  Mr.  Longfellow  has  ap- 
pended to  his  translation  form  a  comment 
upon  the  poem  such  as  is  not  elsewhere  to  be 
found.  The  notes  are  full  of  pleasant  leam- 
mg,  set  forth  with  that  grace  and  beauty  of 
style  which  are  characteristic  of  Mr.  Long- 
fellow's prose;  and  the  long  extracts  which 
he  gives  from  Carlyle,  Macaulay,  Ruskin, 
and  other  eminent  writers,  make  his  com- 
ment a  thesaurus  of  the  best  judgments 
that  exist  in  English  concerning  the  poet  and 
his  poems.— Norton,  Charles  Eliot,  1867, 
Longfellow's  Translation  of  the  Divine  Com- 
edy, Norih  American  Reviews,  vol  105,  pp. 
145,  146,  147. 

The  review  does  not  change  my  opinion 
of  Mr.  Longfellow's  translation— not  as  the 
best  possible,  by  any  means,  but  as  the  best 
probable.  The  fault  I  should  find  with  the 
criticism  is  one  whereof  the  author  seems 
to  be  conscious  himself— at  least  in  some 
measure.  It  is  laid  out  on  too  large  a  scale. 
His  portico  is  as  much  too  large  as  that  of 
our  Boston  Court-House.  It  seems  rather 
an  attempt  to  show  how  much  the  critic 
knows  (and  I  am  heartily  glad  to  find^an 
American  who  knows  so  much)  than  to 
demonstrate  the  defects  of  the  translation. 
—Lowell,  James  Russell,  1867,  To 
James  B,  Thayer,  Oct.;  Letters,  ed.  Norton, 
vol  I,  p.  395. 

Mr.  Longfellow  has  translated  Dante  as  a 
great  poet  should  be  translated.  After  this 
version,  no  other  will  be  attempted  until 
the  present  form  of  the  English  language 
shall  have  become  obsolete,  for,  whether  we 
regard  fidelity  to  the  sense,  aptness  in  the 
form  of  expression,  or  the  skilful  trans- 
fusion of  the  poetic  spirit  of  the  original  into 
the  phrases  of  another  language,  we  can 
look  for  nothing  more  perfect.— Bryant, 
William  Cullen,  1867,  Letter  to  James  T. 
Fields,  Oct  31;  William  Cullen  Bryant  by 
Godwin,  vol  ll,  p.  265. 

Here  at  last  that  much  suffering  reader 
will  find  Dante's  greatness  manifest,  and  not 
his  greatness  only,  but  his  grace,  his  sim- 
plicity, and  his  affection.  Here  he  will  find 
strength  matched  with  wonderful  sweet- 
ness, and  dignity  with  qumtness— Dante 
of  the  thirteenth  century  and  Dante  of 
eternity.  Ther^  has  been  no  attempt  to 
add  to  or  to  take  from  this  lofty  presence. 
Opening  the  book  we  stand  face  to  face  with 
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the  poet,  and  when  his  voice  ceases  we  may 
well  marvel  if  he  has  not  sung  to  us  in  his 
own  Tuscan.— HowBLLS,  William  Dean, 
1867,  Mr,  LangJeUaw's  Tranilatian  of  the 
Divine  Comedy ^  The  NaUmy  vol,  4,  p.  494. 

It  is  not  to  Mr.  Longfellow's  reputation 
only  that  these  volumes  will  add,  but  to  that 
of  American  literature.  It  is  no  little  thing  to 
be  able  to  say,  that,  in  a  field  in  which  some 
of  England's  great  poets  have  signally 
failed,  an  American  poet  has  signally  suc- 
ceeded; and  what  the  scholars  of  the  Old 
World  asserted  to  be  impossible,  a  scholar 
of  the  New  World  has  accomplished;  and 
that  the  first  to  tread  in  this  new  path  has 
impressed  his  footprints  so  deeply  therein, 
that,  however  numerous  his  followers  mav 
be,  they  will  all  unite  in  hailing  him  with 
Dante's  own  words, — 
"Tu  Duca,  tu  Signore  e  tu  Maestro," — 
Thou  Leader  and  thou  Lord  and  Master  thou. 

—Greene,  George  W.,  1867,  LongfeUoufs 
Tramlaiian  of  the  Divina  Comniedia,  AUantie 
Monthly,  vol,  20,  p.  198. 

By  the  resolution  to  translate  line  for  line, 
Mr.  Longfellow  ties  his  poetic  hands.  The 
&st  effect  of  his  self  binding  is,  to  oblige 
him  to  use  often  long  Latin-English  instead 
of  short  Saxon-English  words,  that  is,  words 
that  in  most  cases  lend  themsel  ve  less  readily 
to  poetic  expression.  ...  By  his  line-for- 
line  allegiance,  Mr.  Longfellow  forfeits 
much  of  bis  freedom.  He  is  too  intent  on 
the  words;  he  sacrifices  the  spirit  of  the  let- 
ter; he  overlays  the  poetry  with  a  verbal 
literalness;  he  deprives  himself  of  scope  to 
give  a  billowy  motion,  a  heightened  color, 
a  girded  vigor,  to  choice  passages.  The 
rhythmical  languor  consequent  on  this  ver- 
bal conformity,  this  lineal  servility,  is  in- 
creased by  a  frequent  looseness  in  the  end- 
ings of  lines,  some  of  which  on  every  page, 
and  many  on  some  pages,  have — contrarv 
to  all  good  usage— the  superfluous  eleventn 
syllable.— Calvert,  George  H.,  1868-75, 
Dante  and  his  TTanslatoTBy  Essays  MstheH- 
tal,  pp,  148,  149. 

Of  late  I  am  entirely  devoted  to  Italian 
history  and  memoirs  of  the  early  part  of 
this  century.  .  .  .  For  serious  reading  I 
have  a  canto  of  Dante  every  morning  oe- 
fore  my  bath  and  tea.  Longfellow's  trans- 
lation amuses  me  very  much.  You  cannot 
possibly  understand  it  unless  you  have  read 
the  original.  I  dare  say  that  at  first  it  was 
very  good,  but  that  little  Dante  Club  sat 
on  it  every  week,  until  they  quite  squashed 


all  the  poetry,  and  even  the  verse  out  of  it 
—Schuyler,  Eugene,  1888,  Letter  from 
Alassio,  A  Memoir,  ed,  Schaejfer,  p.  178. 

The  crown  of  Longfellow's  achievements 
as  a  translator  was  a  great  version  of  Dante's 
"Divina  Commedia."  .  .  .  It  is  a  severely 
literal,  almost  a  line  for  line,  rendering. 
The  meter  is  preserved,  but  the  rhythm 
sacrificed.  If  not  the  best  English  poem 
constructed  from  Dante,  it  is  at  all  events 
the  most  faithful  and  scholarly  paraphrase. 
The  sonnets  which  accompanied  it  are 
among  Longfellow's  best  work.  He  seems 
to  have  been  raised  by  daily  communion 
with  the  great  Tuscan  into  a  habit  of  deeper 
and  more  subtle  thought  than  is  elsewhere 
common  in  his  poetry.— Beers,  Henry  A., 
1895,  InUial  Studies  in  American  Letters,  p. 
136. 

His  translation  of  Dante  may  be  regarded 
as  simply  the  work  of  a  competent  and 
cultured  scholar.  He  aims  to  reproduce  the 
terseness  of  the  original  rather  than  its 
form.  Perhaps  this  is  all  that  a  sustained 
translation  of  a  great  poem  can  do;  for 
poetic  work  lies  in  the  relation  between  the 
group  of  words  and  the  idea,  and  even  in- 
diviaual  poetic  words— much  more,  groups 
of  them— have  no  foreign  equivalents.  But 
Longfellow's  version  is  one  of  the  few  great 
translations  of  literature.  —  Johnson, 
Charles  F.,  1897,  Library  of  the  World's 
Best  Literature,  ed.  Warner,  vol,  xvi,  p,  9147. 

Longfellow's  own  temperament  was  of 
the  gracious  and  conciliatory  type,  by  no 
means  of  the  domineering  quality;  and  it  is 
certainly  a  noticeable  outcome  of  all  this 
joint  effort  at  constructing  a  version  of  this 
great  world-poem,  that  one  of  the  two  orig- 
inal delegates,  Professor  Norton,  should 
ultimately  have  published  a  prose  transla- 
tion of  his  own.  It  is  also  to  be  observed 
that  Professor  Norton,  in  the  original  pref- 
ace of  his  version,  while  praising  several 
other  translators,  does  not  so  much  as  men- 
tion the  name  of  Longfellow;  and  in  his  list 
of  "Aids  to  the  study  of  the  'Divine  Com- 
edjr*  "  speaks  only  of  Longfellow's  notes 
and  illustrations,  which  he  praises  as  "ad- 
mirable. "  Even  Lowell,  the  other  original 
member  of  the  conference,  while  in  his 
"Dante"  essay  he  ranks  Longfellow's  as 
"the  best"  of  the  complete  translations, 
applies  the  word  "admirable"  only  to  those 
fragmentary  early  versions,  made  for  Long- 
fellow's college  classes  twenty  years  before, 
—versions  which  the  completed  work  was 
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apparently  intended  to  supersede.  Far  be 
it  from  me  to  imply  that  any  disloyalty 
was  shown  on  the  part  of  these  gentlemen 
either  towards  their  eminent  associate  or 
toward  the  work  on  which  they  had  shared 
his  labors ;  it  is  only  that  th^y  surprise  us  a 
little  by  what  they  do  not  say.  It  may  be 
that  they  do  not  praise  the  Longfellow 
version  because  they  confessedly  had  a 
share  in  it,  yet  this  reason  does  not  quite 
satisfy.  Nothing  has  been  more  noticeable 
in  the  popular  reception  of  the  completed 
work  than  the  general  preference  of  unso- 
phisticated readers  for  those  earlier  trans- 
lations thus  heartily  praised  by  Lowell. 
There  has  been  a  general  complaint  that 
the  later  work  does  not  possess  for  the  Eng- 
lish-speaking the  charm  exerted  by  the 
original  over  all  who  can  read  Italian, 
while  those  earlier  and  fragmentary  speci- 
mens had  certainly  possessed  something  of 
that  charm.— HiGGiNSON,  Thomas  Wbnt- 
WORTH,  1902,  Henry  Wadstoorth  Longfellow 
(American  Men  of  Letters),  p.  227. 

THE  DIVINE  TRAGEDY 
1871 

Since  it  will  be  a  satisfaction  to  me  to  ex- 
press my  delight  in  the  success  of  your 
poem,  you  cannot  weirdeny  me  the  privilege. 
When  I  heard  the  first  announcement  of  it 
as  forthcoming,  I  said,  "Well,  it  is  the 
grandest  of  all  subjects;  why  has  it  never 
been  attempted?  "  And  yet  I  said  inwardly 
in  the  next  breath:  "What  mortal  power 
is  equal  to  the  handling  of  it?  "  The  greater 
and  the  more  delightful  is  my  surprise  at 
the  result.  You  have  managed  the  theme 
with  really  wonderful  address.  The  epi- 
sodes, and  the  hard  characters,  and  tiie 
partly  imaginery  characters,  you  had  your 
liberty  in:  and  you  have  used  them  well  to 
suffuse  and  flavor  and  poetize  the  story. 
And  yet,  I  know  not  how  it  is,  but  ttie  part 
which  finds  me  most  perfectly,  and.  is,  in 
fact,  the  most  poetic  poetry  of  all,  is  the 
prose-poem,— the  nearly  rh3nnatic  tran- 
scription of  the  simple  narrative  matter  of 
the  gospels.— BusHNBLL,  Horace,  1871, 
Letter  to  Longfellow,  Dee.  28;  Henry  Wad9' 
worth  LongfeUow,  ed.  Longfdlow,  vol  m,  p. 
192. 

A  large  portion  of  this  drama  is  a  deftly 
arranged  mosaic  of  passages  from  the  Evan- 
gelists, and  the  reader  is  at  first  quite  as 
much  struck  with  the  rhythmical  char- 
acter of  the  King  James  version,  which  per- 
mits the  words  to  fall  so  easily  into  the 


metrical  order,  as  he  is  with  the  poet's  skill 
in  the  selection  and  adjustment.  Probably 
the  indifference  shown  by  people  in  general 
to  this  drama  is  due  in  part  to  the  feeling 
that  nothing  very  novel  was  offered.  .  .  . 
He  approached  this  dramatic  representa- 
tion of  the  Christ  somewhat  as  a  painter 
might  propose  a  Crucifixion  as  a  votive  offer- 
ing, only  that  while  the  painter,  in  a  great 
period  of  religious  art,  would  be  working  in 
a  perfectly  well  understood  and  accepted 
mode,  this  poet  was  artistically  alone,  and 
was  not  merely  not  helped,  but  actually 
hindered,  by  the  prevalent  reli^ous  temper. 
— ScuDDER,  Horace  E.,  1887,  Longfellow's 
Arty  AUantie  Monthly,  vol.  59,  p.  407. 

It  would  seem  that  for  some  reason  the 
poem  did  not,  like  its  predecessors,  find  its 
way  to  the  popular  heart.  When  one  con- 
siders the  enthusiasm  which  greeted  Willis' 
scripturfd  poems  in  earlier  days,  or  that 
which  has  in  later  days  been  attracted  by 
semi-scriptural  prose  fictions,  such  as  "The 
Prince  of  the  House  of  David"  and  "Ben 
Hur,"  the  latter  appearing,  moreover,  in  a 
dramatic  form,  there  certainly  seems  no 
reason  why  Longfellow's  attempt  to  grapple 
with  the  great  theme  should  be  so  little 
successful.  The  book  is  not,  like  "The 
New  England  Tragedies"  which  com- 
pleted the  circle  of "  Christus, "  dull  in  itself. 
It  is,  on  the  contrary,  varied  and  readable; 
not  merely  poetic  and  tender,  which  was  a 
matter  of  course  in  Longfellow's  hands,  but 
stril^gly  varied,  its  composition  skillful, 
the  scripture  types  well  handled,  and  the 
additional  figures,  Helen  of  Tyre,  Smon 
Magus,  and  Menahem  the  Essenian,  skill- 
fully introduced  and  effectively  managed. 
Yet  one  rarely  sees  the  book  quoted;  it  has 
not  been  widely  read,  and  in  all  the  vast  list 
of  Longfellow  translations  into  foreign 
languages,  there  appears  no  version  of  any 
part  of  it  except  the  comparatively  modem 
and  mediaeval  "Golden  Legend."  It  has 
simply  afforded  one  of  the  most  remarkable 
instances  in  literary  history  of  the  utter 
ignoring  of  the  supposed  high  water-mark 
of  a  favorite  author.— Higginson,  Thomas 
Wentworth,  1902,  Henry  Wadiworth  Lonff- 
fellow  {American  Men  of  Letters),  p.  246. 

SONNETS 
"Longfellow  wrote  few  weak  sonnets,  but 
I  think  his  strongest  are  those  which  em- 
body portraitures  of  characterizations  of 
illustrious  men,  or  which  revive  associa* 
tions  connected  with  them.  .  .  .  Among 
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them  are  many  that  are  signallv  notable  for 
the  superlative  beauty  of  the  thoughts  they 
enshrine,  the  transparent  clearness  of  their 
language,  and  the  liquid  melody  of  their 
versification—if  they  have  any  defect,  it  is 
their  excess  of  sweetness,  which  sometimes 
doyes  upon  the  palate."  —  Deshler, 
Charles  D.,  1879,  Atiemoam  WUk  the 
PoeU,  pp.  286,  289. 

In  the  "Book  of  Sonnets"  are  some  of 
the  finest  things  he  ever  wrote,  especially 
the  five  sonnets  entitied  ''Three  Friends 
Mine."  These  "Three  Friends"  were 
Cornelius  Felton,  Louis  Agassiz,  and  Charles 
Sumner.— Davidson,  Thomas,  1882,  Henrjf 
WadsworOi  Longfellow,  p.  10. 

The  sonnet  was  a  form  of  poetical  ex- 
pression  well  suited  to  Longfellow's  genius. 
So  far  as  his  muse  bore  him  he  was  accus- 
tomed to  think  clearly;  he  had  great  power 
of  imagination,  and  an  accurate  ami  in 
literary  nuitters.  Besides  these  he  was 
possessed  of  a  characteristic  which  is  per- 
naps  tiie  one  most  conspicuous  by  its  ab- 
sence from  the  school  of  poetry  prevalent  at 
the  present  day,  viz.,  a  constimt  self-con- 
trol. A  dithryamb  would  have  been  im- 
possible to  him;  he  never  lost  sight  of  the 
artistic  quality  of  the  work  he  had  in  hand, 
and  the  freest  of  his  songs  exhibits  a  com- 
plete subordination  of  the  parts.— Nor- 
man, Henrt,  1883,  A  Study  of  Longfellow, 
The  FortnighUy  Review,  N.  S.  vol.  33,  0.  S. 
vol.  39,  p.  110. 

In  artistic  finish,  the  numerous  sonnets 
produced  in  the  last  twenty  years  of  his  life 
not  only  equalled  anything  he  had  previ- 
ously written  but  easily  put  him  at  the  head 
of  all  American  sonneteers.— Richardson, 
Charles  F.,  1888,  American  LiteraivTe^ 
1607-1885,  vol.  n,  p.  67. 

Foremost  among  American  sonneteers 
stands  Longfellow,  the  only  member  of  the 
supreme  group  who  uses  this  form  with 
ease  and  dignity.  Some  score  of  examples 
—including  the  beautiful  "Divina  Com- 
media"  series— might  be  selected  from  his 
works  and  compared  with  twenty  by  any 
modem  English  poet,  save  Wordsworth, 
nor  lose  thereby  for  nobility  of  sentiment 
and  {^raciousness  of  diction.  Wordsworth 
himself  might  have  been  proud  to  include 
"Nature,"  for  instance,  among  his  finest 
sonnets.  —  Sharp,  William,  1889,  ed. 
American  8onnet$,  Introductory  Note,  p. 
xxm. 


GENERAL 

Most  of  Mr.  Longfellow's  poetry— indeed, 
we  believe  nearly  all  that  has  been  pub- 
lished—appeared during  his  college  life  in 
the  United  Statee  Literary  Oazette.  It  dis- 
plays a  very  refined  taste,  and  a  very  pure 
vein  of  poetical  feeling.  It  possesses  what 
has  been  a  rare  quahty  in  the  American 
poets— simplicity  of  expression,  without 
any  attempt  to  startie  the  reader,  or  to  pro- 
duce an  effect  by  far-sought  epithets.  There 
is  much  sweetness  in  his  imagery  and  lan- 
guage; and  sometimes  he  is  hardly  excelled 
by  any  one  for  the  quiet  accuracy  exhibited 
in  his  pictures  of  natural  objects.  His 
poetry  will  not  easily  be  forgotten;  some  of 
it  will  be  remembered  with  that  of  Dana 
and  Bryant.— Cheever,  George  Barrell, 
1829,  ed.  The  American  Commonplace  Book 
of  Poetry. 

We  cannot  say  that  he  imitates  the  author 
of  the  ''Sketch-Book;"  he  has  a  spirit  of  his 
own.  But  it  seems  to  us  that  lus  mind  is 
much  of  the  same  description.  He  is 
sprightiy,  and  witty,  and  graphic;  he  has 
seen  much  of  the  world  and  used  his  oppor- 
tunities well.  There  is  an  elegant  ease  in 
his  style— finished  but  not  finical;  just  the 
thing,  as  we  say  of  a  private  gentleman 
whose  manners  and  dress  excite  no  other 
remark,  while  they  satisfy  all  who  observe 
them.  And  withal  he  has  the  genial  hon^ 
homie  of  Irving.  He  sees  the  pleasant  side 
of  things.  He  likes  that  his  reader  should 
be  innocently  pleased,  and  is  content  if  he  be 
so.  If  Longfellow,  in  a  word,  had  come  be- 
fore Irving  his  fame  would  be  that  of  a 
foimder  of  a  school  (so  far  as  America  is 
concerned)  rather  than  one  of  the  scholars. 
As  it  is  he  may  be  popular,  but  not  famous, 
and  will  hardly  have  credit  even  for  what 
he  is  worth.— Chorlby,  Henry  Fother- 
0ILL,(?)  1838,  The  Athenaum. 

I  read  your  poems  over  and  over,  and 
over  again,  and  continue  to  read  them  at  all 
my  leisure  hours;  and  the^  grow  upon  me 
at  every  re-perusal.  Nothmg  equal  to  some 
of  them  was  ever  written  in  this  world, — 
this  western  world,  I  mean;  and  it  would 
not  hurt  my  conscience  much  to  include  the 
other  hemisphere.— Hawthorne,  Nathan- 
iel, 1839,  To  Longfellow,  Dee.  26;  Life  of 
Henry  Wadsworth  LongfeHow,  ed.  Longfel- 
low, vol.  I,  p.  349. 

In  your  disposition  to  avoid  monotony, 
you  roughen  a  line  occasionally,  after  a 
fashion  tiiat  frets  me.  ...  I  say  this  just 
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to  prove  my  impartiality.  Not  being  blinded 
altogether  to  such  things  6nly  proves  that 
I  must  have  a  better  eye  for  the  beauties. 
So  I  have.  Some  of  the  later  poems  are  ad- 
mirable. The  earlier  ones  I  don't  like.  And 
why?  Partly  because  they  cannot  be  found 
fault  with,  and  partly  because  they  are  just 
a  piece  with  all  the  respectable  poetry  of 
their  day.  Your  last  are  of  a  newer  and 
much  deeper  spirit;  sanctified  and  sanctify- 
ing.—Neal,  John,  1840,  To  Longjellaw, 
Jan,  13;  Life  of  Henry  Wadsworth  Lrngfel- 
hw,  ed.  Longfellow,  vol.  i,  p.  356. 

Henry  W.  Longfellow  ...  is  entitled  to 
the  first  place  among  the  poets  of  America 
—certainly  to  the  f&st  place  among  those 
who  have  put  themselves  prominently  forth 
as  poets.  His  good  qualities  are  all  of  the 
highest  order,  while  h^  sins  are  chiefly  those 
of  affectation  and  imitation — an  imitation 
sometimes  verging  upon  downright  theft.— 
POE,  Edgar  Allan,  1841,  A  Chapter  on 
Autography y  Works,  ed.  Stedman  and  Wood- 
berry,  vol.  IX,  p.  199. 

No  translations  from  the  continental 
languages  into  the  English  surpass  those  of 
Longfellow,  and  it  is  questionable  whether 
some  of  his  versions  from  the  Spanish,  Ger- 
man, and  Swedish,  have  been  equalled. 
The  rendition  of  "The  Children  of  The 
Lord's  Supper"  was  the  most  difficult  task 
he  could  have  undertaken,  as  spondaic 
words,  so  necessary  in  the  construction  of 
hexameters,  and  so  common  in  the  Greek, 
Latin,  and  Swedish,  are  so  rare  in  the  Eng- 
lish language.  .  .  .  Longfellow's  works  are 
eminently  picturesque,  and  are  distinguished 
for  nicety  of  epithet,  and  elaborate,  schol- 
arly finish.  He  has  feeling,  a  rich  imagina- 
tion, and  a  cultured  taste.  He  is  one  of  the 
very  small  number  of  American  poets  who 
have  "written  for  posterity."— Griswold, 
RUFUS  WiLMOT,  1842,  The  Poets  and  Poetry 
of  America,  p.  297. 

Longfellow's  book  contains  some  of  the 
most  beautiful  gems  of  American  poetry,— 
I  would  almost  say,  some  of  the  most  beau- 
tiful in  English  poetry.  The  description  of 
the  wreck  in  the  ballad  of  the  "Hesperus" 
is  one  of  the  finest  things  in  English  ballad 
literature.  "Excelsior"  is  a  noble  poem, 
which  cannot  die;  and  which,  as  long  as  it 
lives,  will  fill  with  new  energy  those  who 
read  it,  besides  exciting  the  highest  ad- 
miration for  the  writer.  "Endymion"  is  a 
most  poetical  thought,  beautifully  wrought. 
"It  is  not  always  Miay "  is  a  truly  melodious 


composition.  "The  Rainy  Day"  is  a  litUe 
pearl.  "Maidenhood"  is  a  delicate,  de- 
licious, soft,  hazy  composition.  "God'a- 
Acre"  is  a  very  striking  thought.  Then, 
the  hexameters.  I  do  not  like  tiiis  measure 
in  English.  Our  language  has  too  many 
little  words  to  bear  this  dactylic  and  spon- 
daic yoke;  but  Longfellow  has  written  the 
best  that  have  been  written  in  the  language. 
—Sumner,  Charles,  1842,  To  Francis 
Lieher,  Feb.  10;  Memoirs  and  Letters  of 
Sumner,  ed.  Pierce,  vol.  n,  p.  201. 

Much  as  we  admire  the  genius  of  Mr. 
Longfellow,  we  are  fully  sensible  of  his 
many  errors  of  affectation  and  imitation. 
His  artistic  skill  is  great,  and  his  ideality 
high.  But  his  conception  of  the  aims  of 
poesy  is  all  wrong;  and  this  we  shall  prove 
at  some  future  day,  to  our  own  satisfaction, 
at  least.  His  didactics  are  all  out  of  place. 
He  has  written  brilliant  poems,  by  accident; 
that  is  to  say,  when  permitting  his  genius 
to  get  the  better  of  lus  conventional  habit 
of  thinking,  a  habit  deduced  from  German 
study.— PoE,  Edgar  Allan,  1842,  Long- 
fellow's BaUads,  Works,  ed.  Stedman  and 
Woodberry,  vol.  vi,  p.  122. 

Especially  happy  are  we  to  be  able  to 
count  one  of  Mr.  Longfellow's  genius  and 
celebrity  among  those  friends  of  universal 
liberty,  who  are  willing  to  speak  their  word 
in  its  behalf.  In  this  Tittie  book  of  poems 
he  has  spoken  with  feeling,  with  truth,  and 
eminent  poetic  beauty.— Ware,  William, 
1843,  Poems  on  Slavery,  Christian  Examiner, 
vol.  33,  p.  354. 

Longfellow  has  a  perfect  command  of 
that  expression  which  results  from  restrain- 
ing rather  than  cultivating  fluency;  and  his 
manner  is  adapted  to  his  theme.  He  rarely, 
if  ever,  mistakes  "emotions  for  concep- 
tions. "  His  words  are  often  pictures  of  lus 
thought.  He  selects  with  great  delicacy  and 
precision  the  exact  phrase  which  best  ex- 
presses or  suggests  his  idea.  He  colors  his 
style  with  the  skill  of  a  painter.  The  warm 
flush  and  bright  tints,  as  well  as  the  most 
evanescent  hues,  of  language,  he  uses  with 
admirable  discretion.  —  Whiffle,  Edwin 
Perct,  1844,  Poets  and  Poetry  of  America, 
Essays  and  Reviews,  vol.  i,  p.  58. 

In  this  great  crowd  of  translations  ["  Poets 
and  Poetry  of  Europe"]  by  different  hands, 
certainly  very  few  appear  equal  to  Pro- 
fessor Longfellow's  in  point  of  fidelity,  ele- 
gance, and  finish.  The  work  is  an  honour- 
able memorial  of  his  great  attainments  as  a 
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lingnist,  in  which  character,  rather  than  as 
a  poet,  his  fame  will  be  sustained  and  ad- 
yanced  by  this  publication.  —  Bowen, 
Francis,  1845,  Longfellow's  PoeU  and 
Poetrfi  of  Europe,  North  American  Review, 
iw2.61,p.200. 

I  have  been  looking  over  the  collection  of 
your  poems  recently  published  by  Carey 
and  Hart  with  Huntington's  illustrations. 
They  appear  to  me  more  beautiful  than  on 
former  readings,  much  as  I  then  admired 
them.  The  exquisite  music  of  your  verse 
dweUs  more  than  ever  on  my  ear;  and  more 
than  ever  am  I  affected  by  their  depth  of 
feeling  and  spirituality,  and  tiie  creative 
power  with  which  they  set  before  us  pas- 
sages from  the  great  drama  of  life.  I  have 
been  reading  aloud  to  my  wife  some  of  the 
poems  that  pleased  me  most,  and  she  wodd 
not  be  content  till  I  had  written  to  express 
to  you  something  of  the  admiration  which 
I  could  not  help  manifesting  as  I  read  them. 
I  am  not  one  of  those  who  believe  that  a 
true  poet  is  insensible  to  the  excellence  of 
his  writings,  and  know  that  you  can  weU 
afford  to  dispense  with  such  sught  corrob- 
oration as  the  general  judgment  in  your 
favor  could  derive  from  any  opinion  of  mine. 
You  must  allow  me,  however,  to  add  my 
voice  to  the  many  which  make  up  the  voice 
of  poetic  fame.— BRYANt,  WiluamGullen, 
1846,  To  Longfellow,  Jan.  31;  Life  of  Henry 
Wadsworth  LongfeUow,  ed,  LongfeUow,  vol. 
n,p.31. 

Longfellow  is  artificial  and  imitative.  He 
borrows  incessantiy,  and  mixes  what  he 
borrows,  so  that  it  does  not  appear  to  the 
best  advantage.  He  is  very  faulty  in  using 
broken  or  mixed  metaphors.  The  ethical 
part  of  his  writing  has  a  hollow,  second- 
hand sound.  He  hias,  however,  elegance,  a 
love  of  the  beautiful,  and  a  fancy  for  what 
is  large  and  manly,  if  not  a  full  sympathy 
with  it.  His  verse  breathes  at  times  much 
sweetness;  and,  if  not  allowed  to  supersede 
what  is  better  may  promote  a  taste  for  good 
poetry.  Though  imitative,  he  is  Qot  me- 
chanical. —  OssoLi,  Margaret  Fuller, 
1850?  American  Literature,  Art,  Literature, 
and  ihe  Drama,  p.  308. 

I  do  not  know  a  more  enviable  reputa- 
tion than  Professor  Longfellow  has  won  for 
himself  in  this  country— won  too  with  a 
rapidity  seldom  experienced  by  our  own 
native  poets.  The  terseness  of  diction  and 
force  of  thought  delight  the  old;  the  grace 
and  melody  enchant  the  young;  the  un- 


affected and  aU-pervading  piety  satisfy  the 
serious;  and  a  cerbun  slight  touch  of  mysti- 
cism carries  the  imaginative  reader  fairly  off 
his  feet.  For  my  own  part,  I  confess,  not 
only  to  the  being  captivated  by  all  these 
qualities  (mysticism  excepted),  but  to  the 
farther  fact  of  yielding  to  the  charm  of  cer- 
tain lines,  I  can  not  very  well  tell  why,  and 
walldng  about  the  house  repeating  to  my- 
self sudi  fragments  as  this: 

"  I  give  the  first  watch  of  the  night 
To  the  red  planet  Mara, " 
as  if  I  were  still  eighteen.  I  am  not  sure 
that  this  is  not  as  great  a  proof  of  the  power 
of  the  poet  as  can  be  riven.— MmoRD, 
BIart  Russell,  1851,  Ueeotteetioni  of  a 
Literary  Life,  p.  62. 

The  modem  Scandinavian  genius  seems  to 
have  exercised  great  influence  over  lus 
thought.  Severe  intellectual  beauty,  a 
pecuBar  sweetness  of  expression  and  rhythm 
distinguishes  hb  verse,  especially  the 
"Voices  of  the  Night."  He  is  a  "moon- 
light" poet,  sav  the  Americans,  and  at- 
tracts the  soul  by  hb  sad,  sweet  grandeur. 
The  effect  of  his  verse  is  often  strange,  and 
the  colors  are  so  transparent  that  senti- 
mental romance  would  willingly  claim  the 
merit  of  them.  No  one  among  the  Anslo- 
Americans  has  soared  higher  into  the  middle 
air  of  Poesy  than  Longfellow,  whose  most 
touching  poem  we  will  shortly  analize.  Lit- 
tie  passion,  and  great  calm,  approaching  to 
majesty;  a  sensibility  stirred  in  its  very 
deeps  are  exhibited  in  moderated  vibration 
and  rhythm;  only  the  Swedish  poems  of 
Tegner  can  give  an  idea  of  the  gentie  melody 
and  thoughtful  emotion.  Longfellow  ap- 
pears to  us  to  occupy  the  first  rank  among 
the  poets  of  his  country;  a  distinct  savor 
characterizes  him;  as  you  read  him  you 
seem  to  feel  the  permanent  moumfuhiess  of 
the  mighty  soimds  and  shadows  of  the  end- 
less prairie  and  the  woods  which  have  no 
history.— Chasles,  PniLARtTE,  1852,  An- 
glo-American  Literature  and  Manners,  p, 
194. 

Trained  as  a  verbal  artist  by  the  dis- 
cipline of  a  poetic  translator,  he  acquired  a 
tact  and  facility  in  the  use  of  words,  which 
great  natural  fluency  and  extreme  fastid- 
iousness enabled  him  to  use  to  the  utmost 
advantage.  His  poems  are  chiefly  med- 
itative, and  have  that  legendary  significance 
peculiar  to  the  German  ballad.  They  also 
often  embody  and  illustrate  a  moral  truth. 
There  is  little  or  no  evidence  of  inspiration 


40^1 


HENRY  WADSWORTH. LONGFELLOW 


in  his  verse,  as  that  term  is  used  to  suggest 
the  power  of  an  overmastering  passion;  but 
there  is  a  thoughtful,  subdued  feeling  that 
seems  to  overflow  in  <)uiet  beauty.  It  is, 
however,  the  manner  m  which  this  senti- 
ment is  expressed,  the  appropriateness  of 
the  figures,  the  harmony  of  tiie  numbers, 
and  t^e  inimitable  choice  of  words,  that 
gives  effect  to  the  compoation.  He  often 
reminds  us  of  an  excellent  mosaic  worker, 
with  his  smooth  table  of  polished  marble 
indented  to  receive  the  precious  stones  that 
are  lying  at  hand, which  he  calmly,  patiently, 
and  witti  exquisite  art,  inserts  in  the  shape 
of  flowers  and  fruit.— Tuckerman,  Henry 
T.,  1852,  SkeUk  of  American  Literature. 

Our  hemisphere  cannot  claim  the  honor 
of  having  brought  him  forth;  but  still  he 
belongs  to  us,  for  his  works  have  become 
as  household  words  wherever  the  English 
language  is  spoken.  Whether  we  are 
charmed  by  his  imagery,  or  soothed  by  his 
melodious  versification,  or  elevated  by  the 
high  moral  teachings  of  his  pure  muse,  or 
follow  with  S3rmpathizing  hearts  the  wan- 
derings of  Evangeline,  I  am  sure  that  all 
who  hear  my  voice  will  join  with  me  in  the 
tribute  I  desire  to  pay  to  ttie  genius  of 
Longfellow.— Wiseman,  Nicholas,  1852, 
On  the  Home  Education  of  ike  Poor. 

Thus  have  we  seen  the  poet's  praise 
chanted  alike  by  stem  reviewer  and.  gentle 
lady,  by  lowly  critic  and  lordly  prelate.— 
Allibone,  S.  Austin,  1854-58,  A  Critied 
Dictionary  of  English  Literature,  wd.  I,  p. 
1130. 

Longfellow's  hexameters  generally  ''read 
themselves"  easily  enough,  and  thiat  it  is 
to  be  over-critical  to  complain  of  them  in 
this  respect;  still,  I  don't  think  they  are  a 
good  type  of  hexameter.— Arnold,  Mat- 
thew, 1862,  To  his  Mother,  April  14;  Letters 
ed.  Russell,  vol  l,  p.  197. 

I  have  been  reading  the  "Wayside  Inn'' 
with  the  heartiest  admiration.  The  in- 
troduction is  masterly— so  simple,  clear, 
and  strong.  Let  'em  put  in  all  their  ifs  and 
huts;  I  don't  wonder  the  public  are  hungrier 
and  thirstier  for  his  verse  than  for  that  of 
all  the  rest  of  us  put  together.— Lowell, 
James  Russell,  1863,  To  Jam^es  T.  Fields, 
Nov.  30;  Letters,  ed,  Norton,  vol  i,  p.  334. 

Mr.  Longfellow's  fair-mindedness  and 
kindness  make  the  reader  also  fair  and 
kind.  We  are  sorry  for  the  oppressor  as  for 
the  oppressed;  for  we  see  among  the  mo- 


tives mixed  in  the  thought  of  each  the  wish 
to  do  what  is  right,  darkened  by  want  of 
knowledge  that  seemed  to  be  laiowledge, 
and  by  fanaticism  that  seemed  to  be  re- 
ligion. He  who  reads ''  John  Endicott, "  in 
tile  spirit  in  which  that  story  is  told,  will  be 
gladder  for  the  troubled  Governor  at  his 
escape  by  death  from  the  bitter  warfare  of 
heart  and  mind  than  at  the  escape  of  the 
Quakers  from  merely  bodily  pain  by  the 
ending  of  the  persecution.— Cftlbr,  E.  J., 
1869,  Longfellow's  New  England  Tragedies, 
North  American  Review,  vol  108,  p.  670. 

We  might  conceive  of  a  Longfellow  Gal- 
lery, better  known  and  more  fondly  cher- 
ished than  the  picture  galleries  of  kings. 
There,  in  the  place  of  honor  hangs  Evange- 
line, sweetest  of  rustic  heroines,  turning 
her  sad  face  away  from  the  desolate  Grand 
Vri.  Opposite  is  the  Puritan  damsel,  Pria- 
dlla,  with  her  bashful,  clerical  lover,  and 
the  fiery  little  captain.  In  the  next  panel  is 
the  half-frozen  sound,  over  which  skims 
the  bold  Norseman.  There,  under  the 
chestnut  tree,  stands  the  swart  blacksmith, 
all  the  love  of  a  father  brimming  in  his 
eyes.  There  leans  the  vast  glacier,  gleam- 
ing in  fatal  beauty,  along  whose  verge  toils 
upwards  the  youth  with  "Excelsior"  on 
his  banner.  There  the  airy  Preciosa  is 
dancing  away  the  scruples  of  the  arch- 
bishop. Here  is  pictured  the  Belfry  of 
Bruges,  and  the  groups  of  people  listening 
to  the  heavenly  chime  of  its  bells.  There, 
shivering  in  a  wintry  sea,  is  the  Hesperus,  a 
helpless  wreck,  driving  upon  Norman's 
Woe.  Yonder  stands  Albrecht  Durer,  in  a 
street  of  his  beloved,  quaint  old  Nurem- 
berg. There,  on  the  sculptored  stairway,  is 
the  Clock,  ticking  its  eternal  Foreverl  neverl 
Neverl  joreverf  There  saunters  the  dreamy- 
eyed  Sicilian,  his  dainty  mustaches  spread 
like  a  swallow's  wings.  Behold  the  busy 
throngs  about  that  huge  hulk,  and  see  the 
proud  master  waving  his  hand  as  the  signal 
for  the  launch!  By  that  empty  cradle  sits 
the  mother  thinking  of  the  desA  lamb  of  her 
flock.  Yonder  looms  up  Strasburg  spire, 
while  spirits  of  the  air  drcle  round  its  pin- 
nacles, and  the  miracle  play  goes  on  below. 
That  is  Paul  Revere,  galloping  in  the  grav 
of  the  morning  along  the  road  to  Concord. 
In  that  green  spot,  with  the  limitless  prairie 
beyond,  stands  Hiawatha,  looking  gloom- 
ily westward,  whither  his  path  leads  him. 
I^istly,  we  see  a  broad  frame,  on  which  we 
read  in  golden  letters  the  legend,  ''The 
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Divine  Tragedy. "  Let  us  not  lightly  raise 
the  veil.— Underwood,  FRANas  H.,  1872, 
A  Hand-Book  0/  English  Likrature,  Amtrir 
can  AtUkan,  p.  260. 

The  average  Englishman  knows  hardly 
anything  of  any  American  poet  but  Long- 
fellow, who  receives,  I  venture  to  think,  a 
(bt  more  wholesale  and  enthusiastic  admira- 
tion in  England  than  in  his  own  country.— 
McCarthy,  Justin,  1872,  George  Eliai  and 
George  Lewes,  Modern  Leaders,  p.  136. 

Tennyson  undoubtedly  stands  at  the 
head  of  all  living  singers,  and  his  name 
might  well  serve  as  the  high-water  mark  of 
modem  verse;  but  as  our  volume  s^ves  a 
liberal  space  to  American  authorship,  I 
have  ventured  to  let  the  name  of  the  author 
of  "Evangeline''  represent,  as  it  well  may, 
the  present  poetic  culture  of  our  English- 
speaking  people  at  home  and  abroad.— 
WHrmER,  John  Greenleaf,  1875,  ed. 
Songs  of  Three  Centuries,  Preface,  p.  v. 

He  is  now  beyond  question  the  most 
popular  of  the  American  poets,  and  has  also 
a  wide  circle  of  admirers  in  Europe.  If  none 
of  his  larger  poems  can  be  consiaered  great, 
his  smaller  pieces  are  finished  with  taste, 
and  all  breathe  a  healthy  moral  feeling  and 
fine  tone  of  humanity  .—Chamber8,Robert, 
1876,  CydopcBdia  of  English  LUerature,  ed. 
Camiihers. 

Perhaps  no  other  poet  of  this  century  has 
written  so  many  things  which  have  become 
the  companion-pictures  of  scholars  and  un- 
lettered people  alike.  Mr.  Longfellow  is 
not  only  the  most  popular  poet  of  America, 
but  perhaps  in  a  more  marked  degree,  un- 
doubtedly in  as  high  a  degree,  the  most 
popular  poet  in  Great  Britain.— Jenkins, 
0.  L.,  1876,  The  Students  Handbook  of 
British  and  American  Liierature,  p.  487. 
Or  give  me  him  who  caUed  the  arm&d  dead — 
The  Skeleton — from  out  his  narrow  bed 
By  Newport  Tower;  with  him  the  blasts  111 

brave, 
And  tell  mad  stories  of  the  Norland  wave 
In  the  King's  hall,  and  there,  to  test  my  truth, 
Hold  up  in  Alfred's  face  the  Wabus  Tooth! 
I'U  seek,  with  Hiawatha,  the  bright  West, 
The  infinite  Green  Prairies  of  the  Blest, 
I'll  wander  by  Atlantic's  coast,  and  see 
The  lovely  meadows  of  sweet  Acadie; 
In  the  warm  forge  with  Gabriel  blithely  sing, 
The  bellows  blow,  and  make  the  anvil  ring, 
See  fair  Evangeline  in  coif  and  tassel. 
And  smoke  a>  pipe  vnth  Benedict  and  Basil! 

—Joyce,  Robert  Dwter,  1877,  fie/fec- 
Hons,  SerHmefs  Magazine,  vol.  14,  p.  448. 


Longfellow's  was  a  sweet  and  character- 
istic note,  but,  except  in  a  heightened  en- 
joyment of  the  antique— a  ruined  Rhine 
GaiBtle,  a  goblet  fr(mi  which  dead  knights 
had  drunk,  a  suit  of  armour,  or  anytUng 
frankly  medieval— except  in  this,  Long- 
fellow is  one  of  ourselves— an  European. 
"  Evangeline  "  is  an  European  Idyl  of  Amer- 
ican IMe,  Hermann  and  Dorothea  having 
emigrated  to  Acadie.  ''Hiawatha"  might 
have  been  dreamed  in  Kensington  by  a 
London  man  of  letters  who  possessed  a 
graceful  idealinng  turn  of  imagination,  and 
who  had  studied  with  clear-minded  and 
gracious  sympathy  the  better  side  of  In- 
dian character  and  manners.  Longfellow 
could  amiably  quiz,  from  a  point  of  view  of 
superior  and  contented  refinement,  his 
countrymen  who  went  about  blatant  and 
blustering  for  a  national  art  and  literature 
which  should  correspond  with  the  large 
proportion  and  freedom  of  the  republic. — 
DowDBN,  Edward,  1877-78,  The  Transcen* 
dental  Movement  and  LiieratuTe,  Studies  in 
Literature,  p.  469. 

He  is  in  a  high  sense  a  literary  man;  and 
next,  a  literary  artist;  and  thirdly,  a  liter- 
ary artist  in  the  domain  of  poetry.  It  would 
not  be  true  to  say  that  his  art  is  of  the  in- 
tensest  kind  or  most  magical  potency;  but 
it  is  art,  and  imbues  whatever  he  performs. 
In  so  far  as  a  literary  artist  in  poetry  is  a 
poet,  Longfellow  is  a  poet,  and  should  (to 
the  silencing  of  all  debates  and  demurs)  be 
freely  confessed  and  handsomely  installed 
as  such.  How  far  he  is  a  poet  in  a  further 
sense  than  this  remains  to  be  determined. — 
RossETn,  William  Michael,  1878,  Lives 
of  Famous  Poets,  p.  388. 

I  do  not  see  that  the  poetry  of  Mr.  Long- 
fellow has  changed  much  in  the  last  twenty 
^ears,.  except  that  it  has  become  graver  in 
its  tone  and  more  serious  in  its  purpose.  Its 
technical  excellence  has  steadily  increased. 
He  has  more  than  held  his  own  against  all 
English-writing  poets,  and  in  no  walk  of 
poetry  so  positively  as  that  of  telling  a  story. 
In  an  age  of  story-tellers  he  stands  at  their 
head,  not  only  in  the  narrative  poems  I 
have  mentioned,  but  in  the  lesser  stories  in- 
cluded in  his  ''Tales  of  a  Wayside  Inn"  for 
which  he  has  laid  all  the  literatures  of  the 
world  under,  contribution.  —  Stoddard, 
Richard  Henry,  1878,  Henry  Wadsworth 
LongfeUow,Seribrier^s  Monthly,  vol.  17,  p.  18. 

Of  all  living  poets  (Tennyson  not  ex- 
cepted), Longfellow  the  American  has  made 
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for  himself  the  widest  social  popularity  As 
Dr.  Whewell,  the  famous  master  of  Trinity 
College,  Cambridge,  once  said  in  my  hearing, 
"The  sweet  and  homely  melodies  of  Long- 
fellow have  touched  a  thousand  hearts  that 
have  been  unmoved  by  the  deeper  and 
sometimes  abstruse  harmonies  of  Tenny- 
son."  But  it  is  Longfellow's  fresh,  genuine, 
and  tender  insight  into  the  religious 
thoughts  and  feelings  of  ordinary  hmnan 
beings,  which  has  made  him  the  minister  of 
hope  and  stay  of  faith  in  this  artificial  and 
doubt-tossed  age.— Haweis,  Hugh  Regi- 
nald, 1880,  PaeU  in  the  Pulpit,  p.  6. 

Unlike  some  poets  of  the  most  recent 
school  in  verse,  Longfellow  rarely  tries  to 
convey  an  idea  which  is  not  clear  and  in- 
telligible to  his  own  mind.  He  is  as  honest 
as  Shakspeare,  Milton,  or  Bums  in  this  re- 
spect. .  .  .  It  is  in  his  shorter  lyrical  pieces, 
his  ballads,  and  his  fine  descriptive  touches 
that  Longfellow's  powers  are  brought  out  to 
most  advantage;  for  it  is  in  these  that  he 
oftenest  combines  the  neatness  and  skill  of 
the  consummate  artist  with  the  curious 
felicity  and  perfect  simplicity  of  the  genu- 
ine poet.— Sargent,  Epbs,  1880-81,  Har- 
per's  Cydopadia  of  Briiiih  and  American 
Poetry,  pp.  628,  629. 

He  has  never  received  all  the  prdse  due 
to  him,  but  he  has  thus  escaped  invidious 
remark.  He  had  crept  up  to  our  hearts  before 
we  had  learned  to  think  that  he  was  master- 
ing our  judgment.  In  this  way  he  has 
escaped  all  hardships  of  criticism,  and  he 
certainly  will  not  receive  a  heavy  measure 
of  it  from  me.— Trollope,  Anthony,  1881, 
Henry  Wadnoorth  Longfeliow,  North  Ameri- 
can Review,  vol  132,  p.  383. 

There  cannot,  I  imagine,  be  any  doubt 
that  Professor  Longfellow  is  in  England  the 
most  widely  read  of  living  poets.  Messrs. 
Routiedse  and  Sons,  who  are  his  author- 
ized publishers  in  this  country,  have  on  sale 
at  the  present  moment  eight  different  edi- 
tions of  his  works,  varying  in  price  from 
one  shilling  to  one  guinea;  while  at  least  a 
dozen  other  houses— profiting  by  the  ab- 
sence of  an  international  copyright  law^ 
publish  unauthorized  editions  adapted  in 
the  like  manner  to  the  tastes  and  purses  of 
all  classes.  Thus  it  is  that  our  English  ver- 
sions, answering  to  the  demand  created  by 
an  unbounded  popularity,  are  as  the  leaves 
on  the  trees,  or  the  pebbles  on  the  shore. 
Thus  it  is  that  at  every  bookseller's  shop  in 
town  or  coimtry,  "Longfellow's  Poems" 


are  a  staple  of  trade.  As  a  prize-book  for 
schools,  as  a  gift-book^  as  a  drawing-room 
table  book,  as  a  pocket-volume  for  the 
woods  and  fields,  our  familiar  and  beloved 
friend  of  something  like  forty  years  meets 
us  at  every  turn.  Of  new  copies  alone,  it  is 
calculated  that  not  less  than  30,000.  are 
annually  sold  in  the  United  Kingdom;  and 
who  shall  estimate  the  average  sale  of 
copies  in  the  second-hand  market?  That 
it  should  repay  its  English  publishers,  in 
the  face  of  unUmited  competition,  to  pur- 
chase a  few  weeks'  precedence  of  the  high 
rate  paid  by  Messrs.  Routiedge  for  Pro- 
fessor Longfellow's  early  sheets,  is  evidence 
enough  of  the  eagerness  with  which  we  wel- 
come every  line  that  falls  from  his  pen.  For 
advance  proofs  of  the  "New  England 
Tragedies"— perhaps  the  poet's  least  suc- 
cessful volume— those  eminent  publishers 
gave  no  less  a  sum  than  one  thousand 
pounds  sterling.— Edwards,  Amelia  B., 
1881,  LongJeUow't  Place  in  England,  Liter- 
ary  World,  vol  12,  p.  82. 

Mr.  Longfellow's  humanity  is  so  broad, 
his  sympathies  are  so  just  and  true,  the 
spirit  of  hb  poetry  is  so  penetrating  and 
catholic,  that  it  would  be  singular  indeed 
if  he  failed  to  exert  an  influence  on  the 
Canadian  people  as  intense  and  real  as  in  his 
own  country.  The  esteem  in  which  his 
writings  are  everywhere  held  throughout 
the  dominion  is  naturally  enough  very 
high  and  cordial.  .  .  .  For  a  variety  of 
reasons  Longfellow's  verse  has  always 
maintained  a  strong  hold  on  the  Canadian 
public,  and  to-day  falis  writings  have  a  larger 
circulation  in  Canada  than  those  of  any 
four  living  poets  combined,  and  the  li^ 
may  comprehend  Tennyson  and  Robert 
Browning.  .  .  .  But  while  Longfellow's 
writings  influence  much  of  the  thought 
which  finds  an  outcome  in  the  poetic  efforts 
of  what  may  be  locally  called  Canadian 
literature,  it  must  be  conceded  that  his 
power  more  keenly  asserts  itself  in  the 
every-day  lives  of  the  people  themselves, 
the  readers  of  good  books  and  the  lovers  xi 
true  poetry.— Stewart,  George,  Jr.,  1881, 
LongfeUotD  in  Canada,  Literary  World,  vd. 
12,  p.  83. 

It  was  a  beautiful  life.  It  was  feUdtous 
beyond  ordinary  lot,  and  yet  not  so  far  be- 
yond. The  birds  sang  in  its  branches.  The 
pleasant  streams  ran  through  it.  The  sun 
shone  and  the  April  showers  fell  softly  down 
upon  it.  The  winds  hushed  it  to  sleep.  And, 
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while  now  he  falls  asleep,  let  us  read  his 
verse  anew;  and  through  the  lines  let  us 
read  him,  and  draw  into  our  lives  some- 
thing of  these  serenities  and  uplif  tings.  So 
for  ourselves  and  one  another,  remember- 
ing this  Sunday  afternoon,  remembering 
the  poet's  life,  living  hereafter  with  the 
poet's  hymns  in  our  ears,  may  we,  like  him, 
leave  behind  us  footprints  in  the  sands  of 
time;  may  our  sadness  resemble  sorrow 
only  as  the  mist  resembles  the  rain ;  may  we 
know  how  sublime  a  thing  it  is  to  suffer  and 
be  strong;  may  we  wake  the  better  soul 
that  slumbered  to  a  holy,  calm  delight; 
may  we  never  mistake  heaven's  distant 
lamps  for  sad  funereal  tapers;  and  may  we 
ever  hear  the  voice  from  the  sky  like  a 
falling  star,— Excelfflor!— Long,  John  Da- 
vis, 1882,  Remarki  at  a  LoTigfeUow  Mentr 
orial  Senieef  Unitarian  Church,  Eatt  Bo$' 
ton,  April  2. 
No  puissant  singer  he,  whose  silence  grieves 

To-day  the  great  West's  tender  heart  and 
strong; 
No  singer  vast  of  voice:  yet  one  who  leaves 

His  native  air  the  sweeter  for  his  song. 

—Watson,  Wiluam,  1882,  On  L(mgfeUaw*$ 
Death,  Poem,  p.  93. 

You  remember  that  Bryant  first  won 
fame  by  a  hymn  to  death;  and  so,  I  think, 
the  first  fame  of  Longfellow  which  won 
recognition  for  him  was  that  translation  of 
those  sounding  Spanish  lines  which  exalt 
the  majesty  of  death  and  sing  the  short- 
ness of  human  life.  But  the  first  song  of  his 
own  which  won  the  recognition  of  the 
world  was  not  a  song  of  death,  it  was  a 
''psalm  of  life."  That  little  volume,  the 
"Voices  of  the  Night,"  formed  an  epoch  in 
our  literary  history.  It  breathed  h&  whole 
spirit,— his  energy,  his  courage,  his  tender- 
ness, his  faith;  it  formed  the  prelude  of  all 
which  should  come  after;  and  henceforth 
we  find  his  whole  life  imaged  in  his  verse. 
I  do  not  mean  that  he  tore  open  the  secrets 
of  the  heart  or  the  home;  but  all  is  there,— 
transfigured,  enlarged,  made  universal, 
made  the  common  property  of  all.  We 
wander  with  him  through  foreign  lands;  he 
takes  us  with  him  into  his  studies,  and  in 
his  translations  he  ^ves  us  their  fairest 
fruits.  We  hear  with  him  the  greetings  of 
the  new-bom  child;  we  are  taken  into  the 
sacred  joy  of  home;  the  merry  notes  of  the 
children's  hour  ring  upon  our  ears;  we  feel 
the  pains  of  sorrow  and  of  loss;  we  hear  the 
prayer  of  elevated  trust.  And  when  age 
draws  near  at  last,  when  the  shadows  be- 


gin to  fall,  then  we  share  with  him  the 
solemnity  and  sublimity  of  the  gathering 
darkness.  — Everett,  Charles  Carroll, 
1882,  Funeral  Service,  Mar.  26;  Henry 
WadKWorth  LongJeUow,  ed.  Longfellow,  toL 
III,  p.  329. 

Was  it  a  small  thing  that*  the  dead  poet 
should  have  diffused  so  widely  the  influence 
of  his  genius,  helping  to  shape  character  in 
other  lands,  to  ennoble  the  heart,  to  inspire 
just  sentiments  of  life,  and  encourage  the 
mexperienced  or  the  afflicted  with  songs  of 
hope  and  cheer?  With  the  ever-increasing 
advance  of  foreign  influences  and  educa- 
tion in  the  East  it  may  be  safely  predicted 
that  the  poems  of  Longfellow  are  destined 
to  be  more  widely  reaid  and  appreciated 
there  for  many  years  to  come.— Benjamin, 
S.  G.  W.,  1882,  Letter  to  Mr.  Stoddard,  AprU 
10;  Henry  Wadmoorth  Longfellow,  A  Medr 
ley  in  Proee  and  Verte,  ed.  Stoddard,  p.  229. 

He  took  the  saddest  of  our  New  England 
tragedies,  and  the  sweetest  of  its  rural  home 
scenes,  the  wayside  inn,  the  alarum  of  war, 
the  Indian  legend,  and  the  hanging  of  the 
crane  in  the  modest  household,  and  his 
genius  has  invested  them  with  enduring 
charms  and  morals.  Wise  and  gentle  was  the 
heart  which  could  thus  find  melodies  for  the 
harp,  l}rre,  and  the  plectrum  in  our  fields 
and  wildernesses,  wreathing  them  as  nature 
does  the  thickets  and  stumps  of  the  forest 
with  flowers  and  mosses.  While  all  his 
utterances  came  from  a  pure,  a  tender  and 
a  devout  heart,  addressing  themselves  to 
what  is  of  like  in  other  hearts,  there  is  not 
in  them  a  line  of  morbidness,  of  depression 
or  melancholy,  but  only  that  which  quick- 
ens and  cheers  with  robust  resolve  and 
courage,  with  peace  and  aspiring  trust.  He 
has,  indeed,  used  freely  the  poet's  license  in 
playful  freedom  with  dates  and  facts.  But 
the  scenes  and  incidents  and  personages 
which  most  need  a  softening  and  refining 
touch,  receive  it  from  him  without  prejudice 
to  the  service  of  sober  history.-^ELLlS, 
George  E.,  1882,  Tributee  to  Longfellow  and 
Emereon  hy  the  Massachuutts  Historical  So^ 
dety,  p.  12. 

Until  the  silence  fell  upon  us  we  did  not 
entirely  appreciate  how  largely  his  voice 
was  repeated  in  the  echoes  of  our  own  heart. 
The  affluence  of  his  production  so  accus- 
tomed us  to  look  for  a  poem  from  him  at 
short  intervals  that  we  could  hardly  feel 
how  precious  that  was  which  was  so  abun* 
dant.    Not,  of  course,  that  every  single 
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poem  reached  the  standard  of  the  highest 
among  them  all.  That  could  not  be  in 
Homer's  time,  and  mortals  must  occasion- 
ally nod  now  as  then.  But  the  hand  of  the 
artist  shows  itself  unmistakably  in  every- 
thing which  left  his  desk.  The  0  of  Giotto 
could  not  help  being  a  perfect  round,  and 
the  verse  of  Lon^ellow  is  always  per- 
fect in  construction.  He  worked  in  that 
simple  and  natural  way  which  character- 
izes the  master.— Holmes,  Oliver  Wen- 
dell, 1882,  TTilnUe$  to  LongJeUow  and 
Emerion  by  the  MassachuteiU  HUtoried 
Socieiy,  p.  14. 

The  office  of  the  poet  is,  indeed,  a  holy 
one.  Sometimes  he  is  both  poet  and 
prophet  in  one.  Such  a  one  Longfellow  was 
not.  But  always  he  is  both  poet  and  priest 
in  one:  priest  at  the  sacred  shrine  of  the 
feelings.  ...  He  was  a  white-robed  priest 
—a  priest  clad  in  purity.  Whatever  his 
clean  eyes  saw  became  clean  under  his  gaze; 
whatever  his  fine  hands  seized,  became  fine 
under  his  touch.— Adler,  Felix,  1882,  Ad- 
dresses before  the  Society  for  Eihieal  Culture, 
April  2;  Henry  Wadsworth  Longfellow,  A 
Medley  in  Prose  and  Verse,  ed.  Stoddard,  p. 
216. 

Longfellow,  in  the  foreign  estimation, 
holds  the  highest  place  among  all  the  names 
of  our  Uterature.  He  was  one  of  the  first  to 
catch  the  attention  of  English  critics,  and 
they  have  clung  to  him  as  to  a  sheet  anchor 
in  the  overwhelmmg  rush  of  American  writ- 
ers smce.  They  are  fond  of  calling  him 
"America's  greatest  literary  Son,"  be- 
cause such  an  attribution  would  restrict 
our  literature  to  a  certain  level  of  excellence 
which  without  doubt  has  been  far  exceeded 
by  others  of  our  authors.  This  has  occa- 
sioned a  perceptible  reaction  among  home 
critics,  and  perhaps  caused  them  to  depre- 
ciate the  real  merit  of  Longfellow.  It 
would  be  agreed  that  he  is  not  a  poet  of  the 
first,  or  even  of  the  second,  order.  He  can 
not  rank  with  Emerson,  or  with  Tennyson 
or  Browning.  Not  the  exalted  treasure  of 
celestial  thought,  not  the  dramatic  power  of 
intense  pasaons,  not  the  mystic  subtlety 
of  refined  ideals,  is  his.  But  the  chords  of 
daily  human  experience,  the  level  beauty 
of  common  life,  the  sense  of  content  and 
grief,  the  imaginative  picturing  of  legend 
and  allegory— these  he  knew  well.  He  was 
never  f abe  in  a  word  or  form  of  words.  His 
lyre  sang  true  every  note,  whether  in  major 
or  minor  keys.    M  humanity  responds  to 


its  music,  and  that  music  is  exquisite.  There 
is  a  great  variety  in  his  work,  yet  he  has 
not  written  anything  without  the  charm 
that  indicates  poetry.  He  has  never  been 
a  sloven  in  his  verse;  while  at  the  same 
time  he  has  never  wandered  in  search  of 
mechanical  elaboration,  as  the  fashion  has 
been  since  Swinburne  scu^  tlie  whole 
guild  of  English  writers  by  his  exhaustive 
gymnastics  with  the  entire  resources  of  the 
language.  Without  any  fantastic  devices 
of  rhythm  and  metre,  he  never  failed  in 
fitting  his  form  to  his  thought,  and  is  justly 
to  be  called  a  master  in  the  mechanism  of 
poesy.— Whiting,  Charles  G.,  1882,  The 
Poet  Longfellow  Dead;  Henry  Wadsworth 
Longfellow,  A  Medley  in  Prose  and  Verse, 
ed.  Stoddard,  p.  187. 

His  heart  was  pure,  his  purpose  high, 
His  thoughts  serene,  his  patience  vast; 

He  put  aU  strifes  of  passion  by, 
^d  Uved  to  God,  from  first  to  last. 

His  song  was  like  the  pine-tree's  sigh. 
At  midnight  o'er  a  poet's  grave, 

Or  like  the  sea-bird's  distant  cry. 
Borne  far  across  the  twilight  wave. 

There  is  no  flower  of  meek  delight, 
There  is  no  star  of  heavenly  pride. 

That  shines  not  fairer  and  more  bright 
Because  he  lived,  loved,  sang,  and  died. 

—Winter,    William,    1882,  Longfellow, 
Wanderers,  p.  112. 
And  the  musical  soul  of  his  burden 

Was  the  Voice  of  the  Night  in  his  ear 
That  banished  the  truculent  babel 

With  the  whispering  word,  "Be  of  cheer.'* 
And  stalwart  and  stately  and  hearty, 

As  hiB  patriarch  farmer  of  Pr6 
Was  the  singer  of  seventy  winters 
Who  chanted  the  jubilant  lay. 
— Caine,  Hall,  1882,  In  Memoriam,  The 
Athenonim,  No.  2840,  p.  411. 

Child  of  New  England,  and  trained  by  her 
best  influences;  of  a  temperament  singu- 
larly sweet  and  serene,  and  wkh  the  stunly 
rectitude  of  his  race;  refined  and  softened 
by  wide  contact  with  other  lands  and  many 
men;  bom  in  prosperity,  accomplished  in 
all  literatures,  and  himself  a  literary  artist 
of  consummate  elegance,  he  was  the  fine 
flower  of  the  Puritan  stock  under  its  changed 
modem  conditions.  Out  of  strength  had 
come  forth  sweetness.  The  grim  icono- 
clast, "  humming  a  surly  hymn, "  had  issued 
in  the  Christian  gentleman.  Captain  Miles 
Standish  had  risen  into  Sir  Philip  Sidney. 
The  austere  morality  that  relentlessly  ruled 
the  elder  New  England  reappeared  in  the 
genius  of  this  singer  in  the  most  gracious 
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and  captivating  form.  .  .  .  Longfellow's 
genius  was  not  a  great  creative  force.  It 
burst  into  no  tempest  of  mighty  passion. 
It  did  not  wrestle  with  the  haughtily  veiled 
problems  of  fate  and  free-will  absolute.  It 
had  no  dramatic  movement  and  variety,  no 
eccentricity  and  grotesqueness  and  unex- 
pectedness. It  was  not  Lear,  nor  Faust, 
nor  Manfred,  nor  Romeo.  A  carnation  b 
not  a  passion-flower.  Indeed,  no  poet  of  so 
universal  and  sincere  popularity  ever  sang 
80  little  of  love  as  a  passion.  ...  His 
poems  are  apples  of  gold  in  pictures  of 
silver.  .  .  .  The  literary  decoration  of  his 
style,  the  aroma  and  color  and  richness,  so 
to  speak,  which  it  derives  from  his  ample 
accomplishment  in  literature,  are  incom- 
parable.—Curtis,  George  William,  1882- 
94,  Longfellow,  LUerary  and  Soeid  Et$ay$, 
pp.  195, 197,  200,  201. 

His  works  are  not  only  free  from  the 
special  defects,  but  devoid  of  the  peculiar 
merits,  that  mark  the  more  strictly  national 
literature  of  his  country.  His  fancy  re- 
crosses  the  Atlantic  for  the  inspiration 
which  many  derive  from  the  past.  Now 
and  then  he  gives  us  glimpses  of  the  hoar 
frost  silvering  his  native  pines,  or,  heaping 
the  logs  on  the  hearth,  sits  down  to  tell  us 
a  New  England  tale;  but  the  majority  of 
his  minor  poems  are  drawn  from  the  same 
experiences  and  memories  as  his  ''Hy- 
perion "  and  "  Outre-Mer. "  like  Irving  in 
the  variety  of  his  culture,  superior  in 
genius,  his  imagination  is  rather  Teutonic 
than  English.  Cut  Germany  out  of  his 
volume,  and  you  cut  out  nearly  half.  He 
lingers  in  feudal  towers  or  Flemish  towns, 
and  chooses  for  his  emblem  of  life's  river, 
not  the  Ohio,  or  the  Hudson,  or  the  Assa- 
beth,  but  "the  Moldau's  rushing  stream." 
He  has  given  us  the  best  existing  transla- 
tions from  Swedish,  Danish,  and  3p&iiish» 
and  among  the  best  from  Italian.  ...  He 
cannot  create,  but  he  cannot  touch  with- 
out adorning.  There  is  nothing  in  his  works 
of  the  world-revealing  insight  of  the  deepest 
penetrative  imagination;  but  from  nature, 
man  and  books  he  constantly  throws  new 
illuminations  on  homely  truths.  .  .  .  His 
favourite  virtues  are  endurance,  calm;  his 
confidence,  gentle  hearts;  his  pet  themes 
the  pnuse  and  love  of  children.  .  .  .  Long- 
fellow is  limited  in  his  range,  because  he  is 
dowered  with  neither  hate  nor  scorn. — 
NiCHOL,  JOBQ^,  1882-^,  American  Ukror 
tyre,  pp.  195, 196, 197,  198. 


Longfellow,  like  all  poets  who  had  not 
any  great  originality  of  initiative,  was 
singularly  dependent  on  his  subjects  for  his 
success;  but  when  his  subject  suits  him,  he 
presents  it  with  the  simplicity  of  a  really 
great  classic,  with  all  its  points  in  relief,  and 
with  nothing  of  the  self-conscious  or  arti- 
ficial tone  of  one  who  wants  to  draw  atten- 
tion to  the  admirable  inoght  with  which  he 
has  grasped  the  situation.  He  can  be  very 
conventional,  when  the  subject  is  conven- 
tional. When  it  is  not,  but  is  intrinsically 
poetical,  no  one  gives  us  its  poetry  more 
free  from  the  impertinences  of  subjective 
ecstasy  than  he.  He  was  not  a  great  poet, 
but  he  was  a  singularly  restful,  singularly 
simple-minded,  and-— whenever  his  sub^ 
ject  suited  him  as  in  one  very  considerable 
and  remarkable  instance  it  certainly  did— a 
singularly  classical  poet,  who  knew  how 
to  prune  away  every  excrescence  of  irrele- 
vant emotion.— HuTTON,  Richard  Holt, 
1882-94,  CriHeitms  on  Contemporary 
Thought  and  Thinkers,  vol  u  p.  86. 

Longfellow  is  wonderful  in  these  homely 
felicities.  Reproach  him  as  you  please  for 
excessive  harmoniousness,— a  swan  over- 
laden with  song,— there  is  a  spiritual  sweet- 
ness that  penetrates  like  the  odor  of  aloe- 
wood,  a  richness  as  of  ambergris,  a  rever- 
ence for  things  holy  and  absent  that  is  not 
so  much  unction  as  awe.  With  all  his  com- 
prehensive learning  he  is  as  plain  and  pure 
as  an  ascetic;  the  dust  of  libraries  has  be- 
come an  illumined  dust,  which  flickers  in  his 
sunny  fantasy,  and  moulds  itself  into  all 
imaginable  gracious  forms.  He  exhales  his 
poems  as  a  flower  does  its  perfume;  he  never 
writes  good  poetry  and  then  spoils  it  by 
keeping  it  by  him  till  old  age,  as  Devenant 
said  of  Lord  Brooke.  The  beauty  of  his 
youth  is  with  us  no  less  than  the  wisdom 
and  pathos  of  his  age, — a  circle  in  which  the 
two  edges  of  the  golden  ring  are  but  a  span 
apart.— Harrison,  James  Albert,  1882, 
Henry  W.  Longfellow,  ed,  Kennedy,  p.  273. 

Thou  waat  not  robbed  of  wonder  when  youth  fled, 
But  still  the  bud  had  promise  to  thine  eyes, 

And  beauty  was  not  sundered  from  surprise, 
And  reverent,  as  reverehd,  was  thy  head. 

Thy  life  was  music,  and  thou  mad'st  it  ours. 

—Cone,  Helen  Gray,  1882,  Henry  Wads- 
worth  Longfellow,  Century,  vol.  24.  p.  176. 

In  the  catalogue  of  Ditson  &  Co.,  lists  of 
other  authors'  poems  that  have  been  set 
to  music  are  given.  Longfellow  heads  the 
list  with  thirty-nine  poems,  next  comes 
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Tennyson  with  twenty-six,  Byron  has  six- 
teen, Goethe  eight.  Holmes  ox,  Whittier 
four,  and  Word^orth  one.— Kennsdt,  W. 
Sloanb,  1882,  Henry  W.  Longfellow,  Biog- 
raphy,Aneeddte,LetUr8,CriticUm,p  187. 

The  poems  of  Longfellow  were  in  all  house- 
holds that  made  the  smallest  pretense  to 
literary  cultivation.  Young  people  read 
them.  Lovers  took  them  into  the  woods. 
Old  people  had  the  volume  in  their  hands  as 
they  sat  musing  by  the  firelight.  The  be- 
reaved repeated  them  over  and  over,  and 
thought  more  tenderly  of  their  dead.  The 
lonely,  dissappointed,  tired,  desponding 
knew  them  by  heart.  The  longing,  aspiring, 
struggling,  repeated  them  with  fervor.  In 
hours  of  leisure,  weariness,  weakness, 
thoughtful  men  and  women  were  soothed 
and  uplifted  by  the  melodious  verse.  It 
was  poetry  of  the  heart  in  its  peaceful,  not 
in  its  martial,  moods,  and  it  met  those 
moods  not  lackaddsically,  but  hopefully, 
cheerily,  bravely.  It  was  customary  then 
to  say  that  his  poetry  was  sentimental.  So 
it  was,  but  the  sentiment  was  healthy, 
sweet,  and  true,  such  as  the  best,  even  the 
most  high-souled  and  intellectual,  know  at 
times,  or  ought  to  know;  such  as  the  large 
majority  of  men  and  women  rest  in  at  their 
highest  moments,  the  choice  moments  of 
their  lives.  —  Frothinoham,  Octavius 
Brooks,  1882,  Henry  Wadmorth  Longfelr 
lowy  Atlantic  Monthly,  vol.  49,  p.  820. 

"Not  to  be  tuneless  in  old  age!" 

Ahl  surely  blest  his  pilgrimage, 
Who,  in  his  winter's  snoWf 

Still  sings  with  note  as  sw«et  and  dear 

As  in  the  morning  of  the  year 
When  the  first  violets  blow! 

Blest! — ^but  more  blest,  whom  summer's  heat 

Whom  spring's  impulsive  stir  and  beat, 
Have  taught  no  feverish  lure; 

Whose  muse,  benignant  and  serene, 

Still  keeps  his  autumn  chaplet  green 
Because  his  verse  is  purel 

Lie  calm,  O  white  and  laureate  head! 

Lie  calm,  O  Dead,  that  art  not  dead 
Since  from  the  voiceless  grave, 

Tliy  voice  shaU  speak  to  old  and  young 

WhUe  song  yet  spealcs  an  English  tongue 
By  Charles'  or  Thames'  wave! 

— DoBSON,  Austin,  1882,  In  Memmam, 
The  Athenwum,  No.  2840,  p.  411. 

Nature  did  not  come  toUmastoaPythia 
seated  on  a  tripod,  and  fill  him  with  pas- 
sion expressible  only  in  rh3rthmic  prophecy; 
she  did  not  even  call  him  as  a  private  secre- 
tary, and  dictate  to  him  her  secret  messages 
of  love  and  tenderness,  justice  and  watchful- 


ness, freedom  and  immortality.  He  went  to 
Nature,  sometimes  as  the  angel  of  the  An- 
nundation,  revealing  to  her  that  she  was 
pregnant  with  divinity,  sometimes  as  a 
priest  pronouncing  a  benediction  over  her. 
.  .  .  The  subjects  of  Lon^ellow's  poetry 
are,  for  the  most  part,  aspects  of  nature  as 
influencing  human  feeling,— either  directiy 
or  through  historical  association,— the  ten- 
der or  pathetic  sides  and  incidents  of  life, 
or  heroic  deeds  preserved  in  legend  or  his- 
tory.. He  had  a  spedal  fondness  for  records 
of  human  devotion  and  self-sacrifice,wheth6r 
they  were  monkish  legends,  Indian  tales, 
Norse  drapas,  or  bits  of  American  history. — 
Davidson,  THOiiAS,  1882,  Henry  Wad^- 
worth  LongfeUoWy  pp.  12, 14. 

Longfellow  in  his  voluminous  works 
seems  to  me  not  only  to  be  eminent  in  the 
style  and  forms  of  poetical  expre^on  that 
mark  the  present  age  (anidiocrasy,  almost 
a  sickness,  of  verbtd  melody),  but  to  bring 
what  is  always  dearest  as  poetry  to  the 
general  human  heart  and  taste,  and  prob- 
ably must  be  so  in  the  nature  of  things.  He 
is  certainly  the  kind  of  bard  and  counter- 
actant  most  needed  for  our  materialistic, 
self-assertive,  money-worshipping,  Anglo- 
Saxon  races,  and  especially  for  the  present 
age  in  America— an  age  tyrannically  regu- 
lated with  reference  to  the  manufacturer, 
the  merchant,  the  financier,  the  politidan 
and  the  day  workman— for  whom  and 
among  whom  he  comes  as  the  poet  of  mel- 
ody, courtesy,  deference— poet  of  the  mel- 
low  twilight  of  the  past  in  Italy,  Germany, 
Spain,  and  in  Northern  Europe— poet  of  all 
sympathetic  gentieness— and  universal  poet 
of  women  and  young  people.  I  should  have 
to  think  long  if  I  were  asked  to  name  the 
man  who  has  done  more,  and  in  more  valu- 
able directions,  for  America.  I  doubt  if 
there  ever  was  before  such  a  fine  intuitive 
judge  and  selecter  of  poems,    ffis  transla- 

ns  of  many  German  and  Scandinavian 
pieces  are  said  to  be  better  than  the  ver- 
naculars. He  does  not  urge  or  lash.  Hisin- 
fluence  is  like  good  drink  or  air.  He  is  not 
tepid  either,  but  always  vital,  with  flavor, 
motion,  grace.  He  strikes  a  splendid  aver- 
age, and  does  not  sing  exceptional  passions, 
or  humanity's  jagged  escapades.  He  is  not 
revolutionary,  brings  nothing  offenave  or 
new,  does  not  deal  hard  blows.  On  the  con- 
trary his  songs  soothe  and  heal,  or  if  they 
exdte,  it  is  a  healthy  and  agreeable  excite- 
ment.  Eia  very  anger  is  gentie,  is  at  second 
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hand,  (as  in  ''the  Quadroon  Girr'  and 
"the  Witnesses").— Whitman,  Walt,  1882, 
Death  0}  LangjeUow,  The  Critic,  vol.  2,  p. 
101. 

In  any  estimate  of  his  genius  Longfellow 
deserves  attention  first  for  his  prose,  and  all 
the  more  because  it  is  probable  that  of  five 
hundred  persons  who  are  fairly  familiar 
with  all  his  poetry,  there  is  not  more  than 
one  that  has  read  his  prose  works.  .  .  . 
Longfellow's  prose  has  four  distinct  char- 
acteristics :  clearness  and  originality  of  style, 
remarkable  erudition,  humour,  and  an 
unbounded  fertility  of  imagination.  It  is 
sufficient  to  mention  the  first  two  of  these, 
but  the  second  two  have  been  generally  over- 
looked, and  they  throw  so  much  light  upon 
Longfellow's  temperament  and  therefore 
upon  his  poetry,  that  they  call  for  special 
notice.  He  has  never  received  due  credit 
for  his  humour,  which  has  been  pronounced 
indifferent  by  the  critics,  who  were  prob- 
ably among  the  majority  who  have  not 
read  the  poet's  prose.  .  .  .  Longfellow's 
poetry  is  very  varied  in  character,  he  has 
tried  his  wine  in  every  kind  of  vessel,  and, 
as  has  been  said,  it  is  very  unequal  in  qual- 
ity. .  .  .  With  all  deference  to  the  great 
popularity  of  many  of  his  poems,  and  after 
due  conaderation  of  the  subtleties  of  Amer- 
ican eulogy,  it  seems  clear  enough  that 
much  of  Longfellow's  poetry  has  little  or  no 
permanent  value.  An  occasional  nod  may 
be  forgiven  even  to  Homer,  but  Longfellow 
nods  too  often.— Norman,  Henry,  1883,  A 
Study  of  Longfellow,  FortnighUy  Review,  vol, 
39,  pp.  103, 105. 

I  give  him  very  high  rank  amons  the 
poets  of  the  century,  placing  him,  pernaps, 
next  to  Wordsworth;  while  of  the  modem 
poets— those  of  today— assuredly  he  is  as  a 
Triton  among  the  AGnnows. — Hall,  Sam- 
uel Carter,  1883,  Retrospect  of  a  Long  Life, 
p.  419. 

He  who,  beside  the  Charles, 
Untouched  of  envy  or  hate, 
Tranced  the  world  with  his  song. 

^Aldrich,  Thoicas  Bailet,  1884,  Monody 
on  the  Death  of  Wendell  PhiUips,  p.  85. 

To  sum  up  Poe's  strictures  as  urged  here 
and  in  earlier  and  later  writings,  Longfel- 
low was  a  plagiarist,  a  didactic  poet,  and  a 
writer  of  hexameters..  In  this  there  is  so 
much  truth  as  is  involved  in  the  milder 
statement  that  he  belonged  to  the  poets  of 
cultivation  rattier  than  of  irresistible  orig- 
inal genius,  that  he  frequently  wrote  to 


illustrate  or  enforce  morality,  and  that  his 
ear  was  too  little  refined  to  be  offended  by 
the  spondaic  flatness  of  an  English  hex- 
ameter. That  Poe  was  sincere  in  his 
opinions,  though  he  enforced  them  rudely 
and  with  the  malicious  pleasure  of  an  en-' 
vious  rival,  there  can  be  httle  question;  that 
Longfellow  never  pilfered  from  Poe,  and 
that  in  the  unconscious  adaptations  natural 
to  a  poet  of  culture  he  never  imitated  him, 
there  can  be  no  doubt  at  all.— Woodberrt, 
George  E.,  1885,  Edgar  Allan  Poe  {Awm- 
can  Men  of  Letters),  p.  231. 

In  the  few  words  of  sympathetic  criticism 
to  which  Vtr.  Lowell  gave  utterance  at  the 
Gray  Memorial  ceremony  at  Cambridge,  he 
remarked,  though  in  no  disparaging  way, 
on  the  extent  to  which  the  element  of  the 
"conunonplace"  in  Gray's  most  famous 
poem  had  contributed  to  its  world-wide 
popularity.  It  is  to  the  lack  of  this  quality 
m  Mr.  Lowell's  own  verse  that  it  owes,  one 
may  suspect,  its  comparatively  narrow 
circle  of  adniirers.  The  American  poet 
whom  all  Englishmen  know,  and  than 
whom  few  Englishmen  know  other,  was 
assuredly  master  of  this,  not '' golden,"  but 
plain,  serviceable  locksmith's-metal  key  to 
the  popular  heart.  It  need  not  be  said, — it 
would,  indeed,  be  foolish  to  say  it~in  a 
sneering  spirit,  but  the  element  of  common- 
place in  Longfellow,  the  precepitate  of 
salts  insoluble  in  poetry  which  one  finds  at 
the  bottom  of  that  pellucid  verse,  b  ex- 
traordinarily large;  and  the  average  reader 
who  prizes  his  poetry,  for  the  solid  residuum 
it  leaves  behind  it,  after  its  purely  poetic 
qualities  have  disappeared  through  the  not 
very  fine-meshed  stndner  of  Ms  imagina- 
tion, apprises  his  Longfellow  accordingly. 
Traill,  Henry  Duff,  1885,  Mr.  J.  R. 
Lowell,  FortnighUy  Review,  vol.  44,  p.  83. 

In  the  history  of  English  Literature  Long- 
feUow  must  stand  as  an  American,  for  the 
reason  that  he  is  a  personality.  Imitation 
is  one  thing,  absorbing  and  giving  out,  is 
another,  though  the  ideas  absorbed  are  re- 
produced in  the  product.  Longfellow  was 
essentially  a  man  of  culture,  and  literary 
culture  in  his  day,— much  more  than  it  does 
in  ours,— meant  trans- Atlantic  culture;  but 
Longfellow  always  had  a  manner,  not  a  very 
forcible  nor  pronounced  manner,  perhaps, 
in  his  early  days,  but  still  always  a  grace- 
ful, felicitous  manner  of  his  own,— part  of 
the  constitution  of  his  mind.  No  one  can 
travel  in  England  without  receiving  many 
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impressions  which  become  part  of  his  mental 
resources.  Many  consciously  endeavor  to 
reproduce  peculiarities  of  logical  movement, 
or  of  diction,  or  even  of  bearing  which  have 
struck  them  as  admirable  in  our  trans*At* 
lantic  cousins,  but  the  imitation  is  the  re- 
sult of  effort,  and  will  betray  itself  .—John- 
son, Charles  F.,  1885,  Three  AmmavM 
and  Three  Englishmen,  p.  215. 

The  best-selling  American  poets  in  this 
country  are  in  the  order  named— Longfel- 
low, Whittier,  Bryant,  and  Poe;  while  their 
rank  would  be  slightly  reversed  by  the  gen- 
eral judgment  of  the  present  time  to  the 
following  order:  Bryant,  Whittier,  Long- 
fellow, and  Poe.— Wilson,  James  Grant, 
1886,  Bryant  and  His  Friends,  p.  344 

Longfellow  was  content  to  be  humanity's 
city  missionary,  so  long  as  the  common 
people  heard  him  gladly.  Although  he  was 
not  of  heroic  mould,  he  was  at  least  twenty 
times  a  nobler  man  than  Poe,  with  a  fund  of 
miscellaneous  culture,  and  a  knowledge  of 
human  nature  that  in  the  long  run  more 
than  compensated  for  any  inferiority  his 
imagination  presented  in  comparison  with 
Poe's  brightest  inspirations.  He  had  not 
the  keenness  of  Poe's  artistic  sensibility,  yet 
it  can  at  least  be  said  of  him  that  he  would ' 
have  scorned  the  execrable,  if  rare,  faults 
that  so  disfigure  Poe's  writings  in  verse. 
The  same  width  of  learning  in  matters  of 
general  culture  .  .  .  gave  Longfellow  an 
appeal  to  far  larger  audiences  than  those 
that  Whittier  can  attract;  and  by  his 
gracious  choice  of  subjects,  and  his  treat- 
ment of  these  in  almost  every  form  of  verse 
dear  to  the  people,  Longfellow  has  of  course 
laid  himself  out— and  successfully— to  win 
a  hearing  where  Whitman,  with  all  his 
boasted  feeling  for  democracy,  is  looked 
upon  as  an  intellectual  Coriolanus,  con- 
temptuous and  uncouth.  —  Robertson, 
Eric  S.,  1887,  Life  of  Henry  Wadsworth 
Longfellow  (Oreat  Writers),  p,  175. 

He  was  a  consummate  translator,  be- 
cause the  vision  and  faculty  divine  which 
he  possessed  was  directed  toward  the  re- 
flection of  the  facts  of  nature  and  society, 
rather  than  toward  the  facts  themselves. 
He  was  like  one  who  sees  a  landscape  in  a 
Claude  Lorraine  glass ;  by  some  subtle  power 
of  the  mirror  everything  has  been  composed 
for  him.  Thus,  when  he  came  to  use  rich 
material  of  history,  of  poetry,  and  of  other 
arts,  Longfellow  saw  these  in  forms  al- 
ready existing.,  and  his  art  was  not  so  much 


a  reconstruction  out  of  crude  material  as  a 
representation,  a  rearrangement,  in  his  own 
exquisite  language,  of  what  he  found  and 
admired.  .  .  .  Thus  it  is  that  the  lyrical 
translations  which  he  made  in  his  student 
days  are  really  hb  own  poems;  he  rendered 
the  foreign  form  in  a  perfect  English  form; 
his  work  in  this  regard  was  that  of  an  en- 
graver, not  that  of  a  photographer. — SCUD- 
DER,  Horace  E.,  1887,  LongfeUaw*s  Art, 
AUantie  Monthly,  vol.  59,  p.  403. 

He  is  alwa3rs  careful  and  pmstaking  with 
his  rh3rthm  and  with  the  cadence  of  his 
verse.  It  may  be  said  with  truth  that  Long- 
fellow has  taught  more  people  to  love  poet^ 
than  any  other  English  writer,  however 
great.— Meiklejohn,  J.  M.  D.,  1887,  The 
English  Language:  Its  Grammar,  History 
and  Literature,  p.  355. 

In  a  speedy  development  such  as  this, 
we  should  of  course  be  surprised  to  find  any 
literary  production  which  is  the  result  of 
tranquility.  Thus,  with  the  one  illustrious 
exception  of  Longfellow,  America  has  given 
us  no  poets  who  can  enter  the  lists  agunst 
even  Byron  or  the  Lake  school. — Under- 
hill,  George  F.,  1887,  Literary  Epochs,  p. 
198. 

Equally  at  home  with  the  savants  said  the 
children  who  thronged  about  him  and  never, 
in  one  instance,  condescending,  in  any  un- 
worthy way,  to  compromise  Ms  high  voca- 
tion as  an  author!— Hunt,  Theodore  W., 
1887,  Representative  English  Prose  and  Prose 
Writers,  p.  52. 

Was,  within  his  limitations,  as  true  a 
poet  as  ever  breathed.  His  skill  in  narrative 
was  second  only  to  that  of  Prior  and  of 
Lafontaine.  His  sonnets,  the  best  of  them, 
are  among  the  most  pleasing  objective  son- 
nets in  the  language.  Although  hb  early, 
and  comparatively  poor,  work  was  ex- 
aggeratedly praised,  his  head  was  not 
turned,  but,  like  a  conscientious  artist,  he 
rose  to  better  and  better  things,  even  at 
the  risk  of  sacrificing  his  popularity. — 
GossE,  Edmund,  1888,  Has  America  Pro- 
duced a  Poet  ?  The  Forum,  vol  6,  p.  182. 

He  experimented  so  successfully  with  - 
two  measures  unfamiliar  in  English — un- 
rh3rmed  hexameter  and  unrhymed  trochaic 
tetrametei^that  in  their  use  he  has  virtu- 
ally had  neither  rivals  nor  successors.  Fur- 
thermore, he  has  been  deemed,  by  thou- 
sands, preeminently  the  poet  of  sympathy 
and  sentiment,  the  laureate  of  the  common 
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human  heart;  yet  none  has  been  able  to 
class  him  with  the  slender  sentimentalists, 
or  to  deny  to  him  the  possession  of  artistic 
powers  of  somewhat  unusual  range  and  of 
unquestionable  effectiveness.  Longfellow 
has  aroused  affection  on  the  one  hand  and 
stimulated  criticism  on  the  other;  the  per- 
sonality has  hardly  been  forgotten  in  the 
product,  and  yet  the  work  has  made  no 
claims  not  intrinsic.  like  Whittier,  Long- 
fellow is  beloved;  like  Emerson,  he  is  hon- 
ored for  his  poetic  evangel;  and  like  Poe,  he 
is  studied  as  an  artist  in  words  and  metrical 
effects.— Richardson,  Charles  F.,  1888, 
Ameriean  Literature,  1807-1885,  vol.  n,  p. 
51. 

Has  no  superior  among  our  modem  poets. 
— Egan,  Maurice  Francis,  1889,  LedurtB 
on  EnilUh  titeraiure,  f.  139. 

I  have  not  read  much  in  him  for  twenty 
years.  I  take  him  up  to-day,  and  what  a 
flood  of  memories  his  music  brings  with  it! 
To  me  it  is  like  a  sad  autunm  wind  blowing 
over  the  woods,  blowing  over  the  empty 
fields,  bringing  the  scents  of  October,  the 
song  of  a  belated  bird,  and  here  and  there 
a  r^  leaf  from  the  tree.  There  is  that 
autumnal  sense  of  things  fair  and  far  be- 
hind, in  his  poetry,  or,  if  it  is  not  there,  his 
poetry  stirs  it  in  our  forsaken  lodges  of  the 
past.  Yes,  it  comes  to  one  out  of  one's  boy- 
hood: it  breathes  of  a  world  very  vaguely 
realised— a  world  of  imitative  sentiments 
and  forebodings  of  hours  to  come.  Perhaps 
Longfellow  first  woke  me  to  that  later  sense 
of  what  poetry  means,  which  comes  with 
early  manhood.— Lang,  Andrew,  1889, 
LongfeUoWy  LeUers  on  Literature,  p.  44. 

To  Longfellow  alone  was  it  given  to  see 
that  stately  galley  which  Count  Amaldos 
saw;  his  only  to  hear  the  steersman  singing 
that  wild  and  wondrous  song  which  none 
that  hears  it  can  resist,  and  none  that  has 
heard  it  may  forget.  Then  did  he  learn  the 
old  monster's  secret — ^the  word  of  his  charm, 
the  core  of  his  mystery,  the  human  note  in 
his  mufflc,  the  quality  of  his  influence  upon 
the  heart  and  the  mind  of  man;  and  then 
did  he  win  himself  a  place  apart  among  sea 
poets.— Henley,  William  Ernest,  1890, 
Views  and  RevieiDSy  p.  152. 

Longfellow  has  carefully  marked  out  the 
frontiers  of  his  domain,  and  within  these  he 
has  moved  with  ease  as  undisputed  lord. 
He  is  pre-eminently  the  poet  of  the  house- 
hold and  the  affections.  ...  If  any  poet, 
not  a  hynmist,  be  found  upon  the  cottage 


tables  of  our  artisans,  and  in  the  humble 
homes  of  our  peasantry,  that  poet  is  likelier 
to  be  Longfellow  than  any  other;  and  there 
are  probably  thousands  of  persons,  not 
habitual  students  of  literature,  though 
otherwise  well-informed  and  intelligent, 
who  scarcely  know  whether  Longfellow 
was  an  Englishnum  or  an  American.— 
Dawson,  W.  J.,  1892,  Qvui  and  Vidon, 
pp.  112,  114. 

Though  Longfellow  is  the  favorite  poet- 
of  young  girlhood,  womanhood  and  the 
home,  there  b  no  sentimentality  and  no 
melancholy  in  his  personality.  His  pas- 
torals are  full  of  picturesque  figures  of 
speech,  and  are  imbued  with  a  love  of  nature 
and  a  genial  love  of  man.  The  poet  haa 
done  much  to  create  among  his  country- 
men a  love  of  European  literature  and  to 
instill  the  beginnings  of  what  may  prove  a 
mellowing  culture,  while,  in  his  ''Hiawatha" 
and  "Evangeline,''  he  has  given  to  the  world 
two  clasfflcs,  distinctively  American.— Ma- 
rie, Hamilton  W.,  1892,  The  Memorial 
Story  of  America,  p.  593. 
The  winds  have  talked  with  him  confidingly ; 

The  trees  have  whispered  to  him;  and  the 
night 

Hath  held  him  gently  as  a  mother  might, 
And  taught  him  all  sad  tones  of  melody: 
The  moim tains  have  bowed  to  him;  and  the  sea- 

In  clamorous  waves,  and  murmurs  exquisite, 

Hath  told  him  aU  her  sorrow  and  delight — 
Her  legends  fair — ^her  darkest  mystery. 

His  verse  blooms  like  a  flower,  night  and  day, 
Bees  cluster  round  his  rhymes;  and  twitterings 

Of  lark  and  swallow,  in  an  endless  May, 
Are  mingling  with  the  tender  songs  he  sings. — 

Nor  ahaXL  he  cease  to  sing — in  eveiy  lay 

Of  Nature's  voice  he  sings — ^and  will  alway. 

— RiLET,  James  Whttcomb,  1892,  Lon(f^ 
fellow,  Qreen  Fields  and  Running  Brooks,  p. 
215. 

Longfellow  was  emphatically  the  poet  of 
his  native  land.  Though  deeply  imbued 
with  the  classic  spirit,  and  reveUng  at  his 
ease  in  all  the  treasures  of  English  and 
European  literature,  the  scenery  and  art  of 
the  old  worid,  with  its  mighty,  monuments 
and  andent  historic  memories,  his  heart 
was  yet  in  this  New  World— its  wild  scenes 
and  its  fresh  life;  and  here  he  found  a  home 
for  lids  muse,  and  he  made  that  home  illus- 
trious.—Saunders,  Frederick,  1894,CAar- 
aeter  Studies,  p.  121. 

Mr.  Longfellow  was  at  the  time  of  his 
death  the  most  famous  of  Americans.  For 
more  than  fifty  years  he  had  been  sending 
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forth  his  writings  to  a  world  that  welcomed 
his  slightest  word.  In  both  hemispheres 
his  influence  had  been  felt,  giving  a  nobler 
cheer  to  the  daUy  life,  consecrating  the 
home  and  sweetening  the  thoughts  and  the 
intercourse  of  men;  and  yet  m  all  these 
years  he  said  very  little  either  about  his 

own  relkion  or  tiiat  of  other  men I 

have  said  that  there  is,  in  the  writings  of 
Longfellow,  very  little  of  formal  utterance 
on  the  subject  of  religion.  I  have  also  said 
that  this  reticence  was  far  from  indicating 
an  absence  of  religious  thinking  and  feeling. 
He  was  a  Unitarian  by  training  and  con- 
viction, and  though  he  had  "no  religion  to 
speak  of,"  he  had  a  very  definite  and  noble 
religion  to  live  by.— Savage,  W.  H.,  1895, 
The  Religion  of  LongfeUow,  The  ArerMf  vol 
11,  pp.  145, 147. 

Longf eUow  is  the  most  popular  poet  yet 
born  in  America;  and  if  we  can  measure 
popular  approval  by  the  widespread  sale  of 
his  successive  volumes,  he  was  probably  the 
most  popular  poet  of  the  English  language 
in  this  century.  Part  of  his  popularity  is 
due  to  his  healthy  mind,  his  csJm  spirit,  his 
vigorous  sympathy.  His  thought,  though 
often  deep,  was  never  obscure.  His  lyrics 
had  always  a  grace  that  took  the  ear  witii 
delight.  They  have  a  singing  simplicity, 
caught,  it  may  be,  from  the  German  lyristo, 
such  as  Uhland  or  Heine.  This  simpUciiy 
was  the  result  of  rare  artistic  repression;  it 
was  not  due  to  any  poverty  of  intellect, 
like  Victor  Hugo  in  France,  Longfellow  in 
America  was  the  poet  of  childhood.  And  as 
he  understood  the  children,  so  he  also 
sympathized  with  the  poor,  the  toiling,  the 
lowly— not  looking  down  on  them,  but 
glorifying  their  labor,  and  declaring  the 
necessity  of  it  and  the  nobility  of  work.  He 
could  make  the  barest  life  seem  radiant  with 
beauty.  He  had  acquired  the  culture  of  all 
lands,  but  he  understood  also  the  message 
of  his  own  country.  He  thought  that  the 
best  that  Europe  could  bring  was  none  too 
good  for  the  plain  people  of  America.  He 
was  a  true  American,  not  only  in  his  stalwart 
patriotism  in  the  hour  of  trial,  but  in  his 
loving  acceptance  of  the  doctrine  of  human 
equaUty,  and  in  his  belief  and  trust  in  his 
fellow-man.— Matthews,  Brander,  1896, 
An  Introduction  to  the  Study  of  Ammean 
Literature,  p.  136. 

The  foreign  flavor  of  Longfellow's  poetry 
sweetened  the  American  air.  This  Harvard 
professor  was  unconsciously  a  great  fore- 


runner of  university  extension.  He  was  be- 
coming the  poetic  schoolmaster  of  the  land, 
not  only  winning  it  to  the  love  of  song,  but 
accustoming  his  Puritan-bred,  utilitarian 
audience  to  the  richer  lights  in  which  Eu- 
rope views  the  human  spectacle.  ...  A 
professor  in  his  library,  among  many  books 
in  many  tongues,  he  was,  nevertheless,  a 
poet  of  stories  and  feelings,  so  simple  that 
the  littie  children  love  him.  It  may  be  true 
that  his  imagination  was  moderate,  his 
fancy  sometimes  forced  and  artificial,  his 
passion  decorously  pent  within  the  meek 
New  England  limits  of  trust  and  resigna- 
tion. Notwithstanding  his  far  range  of  sub- 
ject,  critics  have  styled  him  the  Poet  of  the 
Commonplace.  It  is  no  mean  titie.  To  lift 
the  commonplace  into  the  bright  air  of 

Ctry  is  to  confer  one  of  the  richest  of 
ns  on  dull  humanity.  As  Bryant  sub- 
limed our  thought  of  nature,  so  Longfellow 
hallowed  our  human  life  itself.— Bates, 
Katharine  Lee,  1897,  American  Literature, 
pp.  145,  147. 

Not  in  the  dawning  of  his  golden  prime 
His  finest  songs  across  the  world  he  flung, 

But  who  could  match  the  pathos  of  his  rhyme, 
When  that  the  eve  of  life  around  him  hung? 

As  darkness  neared^  rarer  each  touching  lay; 
Then,  thro\igh  his  lyre,  we  heard  his  rapt  soul 
pour: 

As  those  charmed  harps  that  but  at  night-time 
play 

iEk>lian  strains  on  Pascagoula's  shore. 

—Mifflin,  Lloyd,  1898,  Longfellow,  The 
Slopes  of  Hdieon  and  Other  Poeme,  p.  122. 

One  has  merely  to  glance  at  any  de- 
tailed catalogue  of  the  translations  from 
Longfellow's  works  ...  to  measmie  the 
vast  extent  of  his  fame.  The  list  includes 
thirty-five  versions  of  whole  books  or  de- 
tached poems  in  German,  twelve  in  Italian, 
nine  each  in  French  and  Dutch,  seven  in 
Swedish,  Ax  in  Danish,  five  in  Polish,  three 
in  Portuguese,  two  each  in  Spanish,  Rus- 
sian, Hungarian,  and  Bohemian,  with  single 
translations  in  Latin,  Hebrew,  Chinese, 
Sanskrit,  Marathi,  and  Judea-German-- 
yielding  one  hundred  veraons  altogether, 
extending  into  eighteen  languages,  apart 
from  the  original  English.  There  is  no 
evidence  that  any  other  English-speaking 
poet  of  the  last  century  has  ^n  so  widely 
appreciated.  Especially  is  this  relative 
superiority  noticeable  in  that  wonderful 
literary  cyclopsdia,  the  vast  and  many- 
volumed  catalogue  of  the  British  Museum. 
There,  under  each  authors  name,  is  found 
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not  merely  the  record  of  his  works  in  every 
successive  edition,  but  every  secondary  or 
relative  book,  be  it  memoir,  criticism,  at- 
tack, parody,  or  translation;  and  it  is  al- 
ways curious  to  consider  the  relative  stand- 
ing of  American  and  English  authors  under 
thiB  severe  and  inexorable  test.  The  en- 
tries or  items  appearing  in  the  interleaved 
catalogue  under  the  name  of  Tennyson,  for 
instance,  up  to  September,  1901,  were  487; 
under  Longfellow  357;  then  follow,  among 
English-writing  poets,  Browning  (179), 
Emerson  (158),  Arnold  (140),  Holmes  (135), 
Morris  (117),  Lowell  (114),  Whittier  (104), 
Poe  (103),  Swinburne  (99),  WWtman  (64). 
— HiGGiNSON,  Thomas  Wbntworth,  1902, 
Henry  Wadwmtk  LangJeUow  (American 
Men  of  Leitert),  p.  246. 

We  get  at  times  even  an  impression  of  ex- 
cessive amiability  and  gentieness  in  Long- 
fellow. We  almost  wish  for  one  fiercer 
strain,  to  show  him  a  good  hater,  if  only  of 
injustice  or  cruelty.  But  his  art,  at  all 
events,  if  not  his  life,  was  unclouded  in  its 
serenity.— Lawton,  William  Cranston, 
1902,  IntradueHon  to  the  Study  of  American 
Literature,  p.  214. 

He  was  always  simple  in  thought  and  ex- 
pression, always  healthy,  always  sincere,  al- 
ways well  bred.  He  uttered  clearly  and 
melodiously  the  old  inherited  wisdom,  and 
if,  as  Colonel  Higginson  says  ''he  will  never 
be  read  for  the  profoundest  stirring,  or  for 
the  unlocldng  of  the  deepest  mysteries,  he 
will  always  be  read  for  invigoration,  for 
comfort,  for  content."  He  had  quiet 
humor,  gentle  pathos,  the  power  of  telling 


a  story  and  of  suggesting  an  atmosphere, 
and  these  may  well  suffice  to  maintain  for 
him  an  audience  that  does  not  demand  the 
originality  and  profundity  of  the  great  old 
masters,  or  the  subtlety  and  complexity  of 
the  little  new  ones.— Neilson,  William 
Allan,  1902,  Higgimon'i  Longfellow,  At- 
lanHc  Monthly,  vol.  93,  p.  851. 

The  art  of  Longfellow  is  something  too 
precious  among  our  heritages  from  the  past 
not  to  be  valued  at  its  full  worth.  It  was 
the  hardly  saving  grace  which  Hawthorne 
owned  in  the  American  literature  of  his 
time,  and  it  is  the  art  of  Longfellow  which 
takes  from  the  American  poetiy  of  Us 
generation  the  aspect  of  something  frag- 
mentary and  fugitive.  Whatever  else  it  h^ 
from  others,  from  Emerson,  from  Bryant, 
from  Whittier,  from  Holmes,  from  Lowell, 
it  had  standing  and  presence  and  recogni- 
tion among  the  world  literatures  from  the 
art  of  Longfellow.  We  had  other  poets 
easily  more  American  than  he,  but  he  was 
above  all  others  the  American  poet,  and  he 
was  not  the  less  American  because  he  ac- 
cepted the  sole  conditions  on  which  Ameri- 
can poetry  could  then  embody  itself .  As  far 
as  he  ever  came  to  critical  consciousness  in 
the  matter  he  acted  upon  the  belief,  which 
he  declared,  that  we  could  not  be  really 
American  without  being  in  the  best  sense 
European;  that  unless  we  brought  to  our 
New  World  life  the  literature  of  the  Old 
World,  we  should  not  know  or  say  our- 
selves aright.— HowELLS,  William  Dean, 
1902,  Editor^z  Easy  Chair,  Harper's  Magor 
zine,  vol  104,  p.  834. 


Chaxles  Robert  Darwin 

1809-1882 
Bom,  12  Feb.  1809,  at  Shrewsbury.  Educated  at  Mr.  Case's  dayschool  at  Shrewsbury, 
1817;  at  Shrewsbury  School,  1818-25.  To  Edinburgh  University,  1825.  Medical  career 
given  up  in  favor  of  clerical.  Matriculated  at  Christ's  Coll.,  Cambridge,  Oct.  1827 ;  entered 
upon  residence,  Lent  term  1828;  B.  A.,  1832;  M.  A.,  1837.  Sailed  as  "naturalist''  on  the 
"Beagle,"  27  Dec.  1831.  Return  toEngland,  6  Oct.  1836.  Idea  of  clerical  career  abandoned. 
To  Cambridge,  Dec.  1836.  In  London,  1837-42.  F.  R.  S.,  24  Jan.  1839;  Royal  medal,  1853; 
Copley  medal,  1864.  Married  Emma  Wedgwood,  29  Jan.  1839.  Secretary  to  Geolo^cal 
Society,  1838-41.  In  consequence  of  ill-health,  removed  to  Down,  Kent,  1842.  Laved 
there,  engaged  in  scientific  work,  till  his  death.  Occasional  visits  to  friends;  and  to 
meetings  of  British  Association,  Southampton,  1846,  Oxford,  1847;  Birmingham,  1849; 
Glasgow,  1855.  County  Magistrate,  1857.  Hon.  LL.  D.,  Cambridge,  1877.  Died,  19 
April  1882.  Buried  in  Westminster  Abbey.  Works:  "Letters  to  Prof.  Henslow"  (pri- 
vately printed  for  Cambridge  Philosophical  Society),  1835;  "Journal  and  Remarks,  1832- 
36"  (bein^  vol.  iii.of  "Narrative  of  the  Surveying  Voyages  of  H.M. Ships, 'Adventure' 
and  'Beagle'"),  1839  (2nd  edn.  publbhed  separately,  1845);  "Zoology  of  the  Voyage  of 
H.  M.  S.  "'Beagle,'"  (edited  by  Darwin,  with  contributions  to  pts.  1  and  u.),  1840-43; 
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"The  Structure  and  Distribution  of  Coral  Reefs:  being  the  first  part  of  the  Geology  of  the 
Voyage  of  the  'Bea^e/  1842;  (2nd  edn.  published  separately,  1874);  ''Geriogical  Observa- 
tions on  the  Volcanic  Islands  visited  during  the  Voyage  of  H.  M.  S.,  'Beagle':  being  the 
second  part  of  the  Geology  of  the  Voyage,  etc./'  1844;  ''Geological  Observations  on  South 
America:  being  the  third  part  of  the  Geology  of  the  Voyage  of  the  'Beagle/  "  1846  (2nd  edn. 
of  the  two  preceding  published  together  as  "  Geological  Observations  on  the  Volcanic  Islands 
and  parts  of  South  America  visit^,  etc./'  1876;  "Monograph  of  the  Fossil  Lepadids/'  1851; 
"Monograph  of  the  Subclass  Oirrepedia/'  1851;  "Monograph  of  the  BalanidsB/'  1854; 
"Monograph  of  the  Fossil  Balanid»  and  VerrucidsB  of  Great  Britain/'  1854;  "On  the  Or- 
igin of  Species  by  Means  of  Natural  Selection/'  1859;  "On  the  Various  Contrivances  by 
which  Orcluds  are  fertilized  by  Insects/'  1862;  "The  Movements  and  Habits  of  Climbing 
Plants/'  1868;  "The  Variations  of  Animals  and  Plants  under  Domestication/'  1868; 
"The  Descent  of  Man/'  1871;  "The  Expression  of  the  Emotions  in  Man  and  Animals/' 
1872;  "The  Effect  of  Cross  and  Self  Fertilization  in  the  Vegetable  Kingdom/'  1876;  "The 
IMfferent  Forms  of  Flowers  on  Plants  of  the  same  Species/'  1877;  "The  Power  of  Move- 
ment in  Plants/'  (with  F.  Darwin),  1880;  "The  Formation  of  Vegetable  Mould,  through 
the  Action  of  Worms, "  1881.  Various  papers  communicated  to  scientific  journals,  1835-82. 
Poithumous:  "Essay  on  Instinct"  (published  in  Romanes'  "Mental  Evolution  in  Ani- 
mals"), 1883;  "The  Life  and  Letters  of  Charles  Darwin,  including  an  Autobiographical 
CSiapter, "  ed.  by  F.  Darwin,  1887.— Sharp,  R.  Farquharson,  1897,  A  Didumary  of  Engluk 
Authors,  p.  73. 


PERSONAL 

Darwin  was  as  simple  and  jovial  as  a 
boy,  at  dinner,  sitting  up  on  a  cushion  in  a 
high  chair,  very  erect,  to  guard  his  weak- 
ness. Among  other  things,  he  said  "  his 
rule  in  governing  his  children  was  to  give 
them  lump-sugar! "  He  rallied  us  on  our 
vigorous  movements,  and  professed  to  be 
dialed  at  the  rapidity  of  our  operations. 
He  says  he  never  moves,  and  though  he  can 
only  work  an  hour  or  two  every  day,  by 
always  doing  that,  and  having  no  break,  he 
accomplishes  what  he  does.  He  left  us  for 
half  an  hour  after  dinner  for  rest,  and  then 
returned  to  his  throne  in  the  parlor. — 
Brace,  Charles  Loring,  1872,  Letters, 
p.  320. 

In  the  summer  of  1818  I  went  to  Dr. 
Butler's  great  school  in  Shrewsbury,  and 
remained  there  for  seven  years  till  ^d- 
summer  1825,  when  I  was  sixteen  years 

old Nothing  could  have  been 

worse  for  the  development  of  my  mind 
than  Dr.  Butler's  school,  as  it  was  strictly 
classical,  nothing  else  being  taught,  except 
a  little  ancient  geography  and  history. 
The  school  as  a  means  of  education  to  me 
was  simply  a  blank.  During  my  whole 
life  I  have  been  singularly  incapable  of 
mastering  any  language.  Especial  atten- 
tion was  paid  to  verse-making,  and  this 

I  could  never  do  well When  I 

left  the  school  I  was  for  my  age  neither 
high  nor  low  in  it;  and  I  believe  that  I  was 
considered  by  all  my  masters  and  by  my 
father  as  a  very  ordinary  boy,  rather  below 


the  common  standard  in  mtellect.  .  .  . 
Looking  back  as  well  as  I  can  at  my  char- 
acter during  my  school  life,  the  only 
qualities  which  at  this  period  promised  weU 
for  the  future,  were,  that  I  had  strong  and 
diversified  tastes,  much  zeal  for  whatever 
interested  me,  and  a  keen  pleasure  in 
understanding  any  complex  subject  or 
thing.  .  .  .  With  respect  to  diver- 
sified tastes,  independently  of  science,  I 
was  fond  of  reading  various  books,  and  I 
used  to  sit  for  hours  reading  the  historical 
plays  of  Shakespeare,  generally  in  an  old 
window  in  the  thick  walls  of  the  school.  I 
read  also  other  poetry,  such  as  Thomson's 
"Seasons,"  and  the  recently  published 
poems  of  B3Ton  and  Scott.  I  mention  this 
because  later  in  life  I  wholly  lost,  to  my 
great  regret,  all  pleasure  from  poetry  of 
any  kind,  including  Shakespeare.  .  .  . 
Early  in  my  school  days  a  boy  had  a  copy 
of  the  "Wonders  of  the  World,"  which  I 
often  read,  and  disputed  with  other  boys 
about  the  veracity  of  some  of  the  state- 
ments; and  I  believe  that  this  book  first 
gave  me  a  wish  to  travel  in  remote  coun- 
tries, which  was  ultimately  fulfilled  by  the 
voyage  of  the  Beagle.  In  the  latter  part 
of  my  school  life  I  became  passionately 
fond  of  shooting;  I  do  not  believe  that 
anyone  could  have  shown  more  zeal  for  the 
most  holy  cause  than  I  did  for  shooting 
birds.— Darwin,  Charles,  1876-87,  Auto- 
biography ^  Life  and  Letters  of  Charles  Dar- 
win, vol  I,  pp.  28,  29,  30,  31. 
The    one    great    representative    body 
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conspicuous  by  its  absence  was  the  Royal 
Family.  In  life,  as  Professor  Huxley  says, 
they  had  ignored  Darwin,  and  they  ignore 
him  now  that  he  is  dead.  Continent  vie 
with  each  other  in  doing  honour  to  the 
great  man  who  is  buried  to-day.  In  Eng- 
land everything  that  is  illustrious  pays  him 
a  last  tribute  of  reverence,  royalty  ex- 
empted. Sometimes  a  king  or  queen  who 
cannot  be  present  in  person  sends  a  lord- 
in-waiting,  a  goldstick,  an  aide-de-camp- 
some  sort  of  functionary  or  other^to  be 
respectful  by  proxy.  Not  even  that  cold 
civility  was  thought  due  to  Darwin  by  the 
Queen,  or  by  the  Prince  of  Wales,  or  by 
any  single  member  of  the  family  which  oc- 
cupies the  throne.  It  does  not  matter  to 
Darwin.  It  matters  a  little  to  them — not 
perhaps  very  much,  but  it  is  one  thing  left 
undone  the  doing  of  which  would  have 
strengthened,  as  the  omission  of  it  weak- 
ens, in  whatever  degree,  the  attachment  of 
Englishmen  to  their  rulers. — Smallet, 
Gboege  W.,  1882-91,  Darwin  in  Wetir 
minster  Abbey,  AprU  26;  London  LeUer$ 
and  Some  Others,  vol  I,  p.  73. 

Darwin's  funeral  was  a  great  gathering, 
though  not  so  great  as  when  Stanley  was 
buried.  It  was  the  mourning  of  the  mind 
in  Darwin's  case,  in  Stanley's  the  mourn- 
ing of  the  heart.— MuLLER,  Friedrich 
Max,  1882,  To  hie  Daughter,  April  27;  Life 
and  Letters,  vol.  n,  p.  119. 

I  loved  him  with  a  strength  of  love 
Which  man  to  man  can  only  bear 
When  one  in  station  far  above 
The  rest  of  men,  yet  deigns  to  share 
A  friendship  true  with  those  far  down 
The  ranks:  as  though  a  mighty  king, 
Girt  with  his  armies  of  renown, 
Should  call  within  his  narrow  ring 
Of  counceUors  and  chosen  friends 
Some  youth  who  scarce  can  understand 
How  it  began  or  how  it  ends 
That  he  should  grasp  the  monarch's  hand. 

—Romanes,  George  John,  1882,  Charks 
Dartoin. 

What  we  may  call  this  fervid  youthful- 
ness  of  feeling  extended  through  all  Mr. 
Darwin's  mind,  giving,  in  combination 
with  his  immense  knowledge  and  massive 
sagacity,  an  indescribable  charm  to  his 
manner  and  conversation.  Animated  and 
fond  of  humom',  his  wit  was  of  a  singularly 
fascinating  kind,  not  only  because  it  was 
always  bifilkfit  and  amusing,  but  still  more 
because  it  was  always  hearty  and  good- 
natured    Indeed,  he  was  so  exquisitely 
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refined  in  his  own  feelings,  and  so  painfully 
sensitive  to  any  display  of  questionable 
taste  in  others,  that  he  could  not  help 
showing  in  his  humour,  as  in  the  warp  and 
woof  of  his  whole  nature,  that  in  him  the 
man  of  science  and  the  philosopher  were 
subordinate  to  the  genUeman.  His  cour- 
teous consideration  of  others,  also,  which 
went  far  beyond  an3^hing  that  the  ordi- 
nary usages  of  society  require,  was  sim- 
ilarly prompted  by  his  mere  spontane- 
ous instinct  of  benevolence.  —  Romanes, 
George  John,  1882,  Personal  Character, 
Charles  Darwin  Memorial  Notices  reprinted 
from  "Naiure,"  p.  3. 

This  self-restrunt  seems  to  me  to  have 
formed  the  climax  to  the  most  exalted 
nature  it  has  ever  been  my  happiness  to 
encounter.  Those  who  knew  Charles  Dar- 
win most  intimately,  are  unanimous  in 
their  appreciation  of  the  unsurpassed 
nobility  and  beauty  of  his  whole  character. 
In  him  there  was  no  "other  side."  Not 
only  was  he  the  Philosopher  who  has 
wrought  a  greater  revolution  in  human 
thought  within  a  quarter  of  a  century  than 
any  man  of  our  time— or  perhaps  of  any 
time,— and  has  given  what  has  proven 
the  death-blow  to  Theological  systems 
which  had  b€«n  clinging  yet  more  tena- 
ciously about  men's  shoulders  because  of 
the  efforts  made  to  shake  them  off;  but  as  a 
Man  he  exemplified  in  his  own  life  that  true 
religion,  which  is  deeper,  wider,  and  loftier 
than  any  Theology.  For  this  not  only  in- 
spired him  with  the  devotion  to  Truth 
which  was  the  master-passion  of  his  great 
nature;  but  made  him  the  most  admirable 
husband,  brother,  and  father;  the  kindest 
friend,  neighbour,  and  master;  the  genuine 
lover,  not  only  of  his  fellow-man,  but  of 
every  creature.  Of  no  one  could  it  be 
more  appropriately  said>- 

"He  prayeth  best  who  loveth  best 

AU  things  both  great  and  smaU;" 
for  the  whole  attitude  of  his  mind  was  that 
of  humble  reverence  for  the  Great  Power 
which  "made  and  loveth  all."— Carpenter, 
William  B.,  1882,  Charles  Darwin;  His 
Life  and  Work,  Modem  Review,  vol  3,  p. 
523. 

There  is,  now  and  then,  a  mind— perhaps 
one  in  four  or  five  millions— which  in  early 
youth  thinks  the  thoughts  of  mative  man- 
hood, and  which  in  old  age  retains  the 
flexibility,  the  receptiveness,  the  keen 
appetite  for  new  impressions,  that    are 
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characteristic  of  the  first  season  of  youth. 
Such  a  mind  as  this  was  Mr.  Darwin's.  To 
the  last  he  was  eager  for  new  facts  and 
suggestions,  to  the  last  he  held  his  judg- 
ments in  readiness  for  revision;  and  to  this 
unfailing  freshness  of  spirit  was  joined  a 
sagacity  which,  naturally  great,  had  been 
refined  and  strengthened  by  half  a  century 
most  fruitful  in  experiences,  till  it  had  come 
to  be  almost  superhuman.  .  .  .  When 
the  extent  of  his  work  is  properly  esti- 
mated, it  is  not  too  much  to  say  that 
among  the  great  leaders  of  human  thought 
that  have  ever  lived  there  are  not  half  a 
dozen  who  have  achieved  so  much  as  he. 
In  an  age  that  has  been  richer  than  any 
preceding  age  in  great  scientific  names,  his 
name  is  indisputably  the  foremost.  He 
has  already  found  his  place  in  the  history 
of  science  by  the  side  of  Aristotle,  Des- 
cartes, and  Newton.  And  among  think- 
ers of  the  first  order  of  originality,  he  has 
been  peculiarly  fortunate  in  having  lived 
to  see  all  the  fresh  and  powerful  minds  of  a 
new  generatioii  adopting  his  fundamental 
conceptions,  and  pursuing  their  enquiries 
along  the  path  which  he  was  the  first  to 
break.— FiSKE,  John,  1882,  Charles  Bar- 
win,  AtLandc  MorMy,  vol.  45,  p.  835. 

One  could  not  converse  with  Darwin  with- 
out being  reminded  of  Socrates.  There 
was  the  same  desire  to  find  some  one  wiser 
than  himself;  the  same  belief  in  the  sover- 
eignty of  reason;  the  same  ready  humour; 
the  same  sympathetic  interests  in  all  the 
ways  and  works  of  men.  But  instead  of 
turning  away  from  the  problems  of  Nature 
as  hopelessly  insoluble,  our  modem  phUoso- 
pher  devoted  his  whole  life  to  attacking 
them  in  the  spirit  of  Heraclitus  and  of 
Democritus,  with  results  which  are  as  the 
substance  of  which  their  speculations  were 
anticipatory  shadows.  .  .  .  None  have 
fought  better,  and  none  have  been  more 
fortunate,  than  Charles  Darwin.  He 
found  a  great  truth  trodden  under  foot, 
reviled  by  bigots,  and  ridiculed  by  all  the 
world;  he  lived  long  enough  to  see  it, 
chiefly  by  his  own  efforts,  irrefragably  es- 
tablished in  science,  inseparably  incor- 
porated with  the  common  thoughts  of  men, 
and  only  hated  and  feared  by  those  who 
would  revile,  but  dare  not.  What  shall  a 
man  desire  more  than  this?  Once  more 
the  image  of  Socrates  rises  unbidden,  and 
the  noble  peroration  of  the  "Apology" 
rings  in  our  ears  as  if  it  were  Charles  Dar- 


win's farewell:  "The  hour  of  our  departure 
has  arrived,  and  we  go  our  ways— I  to  die 
and  you  to  live.  Which  is  the  better,  God 
only  knows."— Huxley,  Thomas  Henry, 
1882,  ChjarUz  Dahoin,  Darmniana,  p.  250. 

May  I  beg  a  comer  for  my  feeble  testi- 
mony to  the  marvellous  persevering,  en- 
durance in  the  cause  of  science  of  that  great 
naturalist,  my  old  and  lost  friend,  Mr. 
Charles  Darwin,  whose  remains  are  so  very 
justly  to  be  honoured  with  a  resting-place 
in  Westminster  Abbey?  Perhaps  no  one 
can  better  testify  to  his  early  and  most 
trying  labours  than  myself.  We  worked 
together  for  several  years  at  the  same  table 
in  the  poop  cabin  of  the  Beagle  during  her 
celebrated  voyage,  he  with  his  microscope 
and  myself  at  the  charts.  It  was  often  a 
very  lively  end  of  the  little  craft,  and  dis- 
tressingly so  to  my  old  friend,  who  suffered 
greatly  from  sea-sickness.  After  perhaps 
an  hour's  work  he  would  say  to  me,  "Old 
fellow,.  I  must  take  the  horizontal  for  it," 
that  being  the  best  relief  position  from 
ship  motion;  a  stretch  out  on  one  side  of 
the  table  for  some  time  would  enable  him 
to  resume  his  labours  for  a  while,  when  he 
had  again  to  lie  down.  It  was  distressing 
to  witness  this  early  sacrifice  of  Mr.  Dar- 
win's health,  who  ever  afterwards  felt  the 
ill-effects  of  the  Beagle's  voyage.— Stokes, 
Admiral  Lord,  1882,  Letter  to  the  Times, 
AprU  25. 

The  dwelling  of  the  Darwin  family,  as  I 
recall  it,  is  a  spacious  and  substantial  old- 
fashioned  house,  square  in  form  and  plain 
in  style,  but  pleasing  in  its  comfortable 
and  homelike  appearance.  The  approach 
seems  now  to  my  memory  to  have  been  a 
long  lane,  as  though  the  house  stood  re- 
mote from  any  much-travelled  highway, 
and  without  near  neighbors,  surrounded 
by  trees  and  shrubbery,  and  commanding 
a  far-reaching  view  of  green  fields  and 
gently  undulating  country.  A  portion  of 
the  house,  the  front,  has,  I  believe,  been 
built  long  enough  to  be  spoken  of  as  old 
even  in  England,  to  which  m  the  rear  some 
modem  additions  have  been  made.  En- 
tering a  broad  hall  at  the  front,  we  passed, 
on  the  right,  the  door  of  the  room  the 
interior  of  which  has  since  been  made 
known  in  pictures  as  "Mr.  Darwin's 
Study;"  and  a  little  further  on  were  wel- 
comed immediately  by  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Dar- 
win to  a  spacious  and  cheerful  parlor  or 
family  room,  whose  broad  windows  and 
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outer  door  opened  upon  a  wide  and  partly 
sheltered  piazza  at  the  rear  of  the  house, 
evidently  a  favorite  sitting-place,  judging 
from  the  comfortable  look  of  easy-chairs 
assembled  there,  beyond  which  was  a 
pleasing  vista  of  fresh  green  lawn,  bright 
flower  beds,  and  blossoming  shrubbery, 
gravel-paths,  and  a  glass  greenhouse,  or 
perhaps  botanical  laboratory,  and,  further 
yet,  a  garden  wall,  with  a  gate  leading  to 
pleasant  w^ks  in  fields  beyond.  .  .  . 
The  interior  of  the  room  wore  a  delight- 
fully comfortable  every-day  look,  with 
books  and  pictures  in  profusion,  and  a 
large  table  in  the  middle  covered  with 
papers,  periodicals,  and  literary  miscel- 
lany.—HAQUE,  James  D.,  1884,  A  Remr 
iniicenee  of  Mr.  Darvnn,  Harpef$  Maga- 
zine, vol  69,  pp.  760,  761. 

His  days,  as  far  as  the  state  of  his 
health  would  permit,  were  carefully  par- 
celled out  between  work  and  recreation,  to 
make  the  best  of  his  time.  Retiring  to 
bed  at  ten,  he  was  an  early  riser,  and  often 
in  his  library  at  eight,  after  breakfast  and 
his  first  morning  walk.  Later  in  the  day 
he  generally  walked  again,  often  in  his  own 
grounds,  but  sometimes  further  afield,  and 
then  generally  by  quiet  foot  paths  rather 
than  frequented  roads.  The  walks  at  one 
time  were  varied  by  rides  along  the  lanes 
on  a  favourite  black  cob;  but,  some  years 
before  Mr.  Darwin's  death,  his  four-footed 
friend  fell,  and  died  by  the  roadside,  and 
from  that  day  the  habit  of  riding  was  given 
up.  Part  of  his  evening  was  devoted  to 
his  family  and  his  friends,  who  delighted  to 
gather  round  him,  to  enjoy  the  charm  of  his 
bright  intelligence  and  his  unrivalled  stores 
of  knowledge.  To  Down,  occasionally, 
came  distinguished  men  from  many  lands; 
and  there  in  later  years  would  sometimes 
be  found  the  younger  generation  of  scien- 
tific students,  looking  up  to  the  great  Nat- 
uralist with  the  reverence  of  disciples,  who 
had  experienced  his  singular  modesty,  his 
patient  readiness  to  listen  to  all  opinions, 
and  the  winning  grace  with  which  he  in- 
formed their  ignorance  and  corrected  their 
mistakes.  —  Woodall,  Edward,  1884, 
Charles  Darwin,  p.  38. 

Of  Darwin's  pure  and  exalted  moral 
nature  no  Englishman  of  the  present  gen- 
eration can  trust  himself  to  speak  with  be- 
coming moderation.  His  love  of  truth, 
his  singleness  of  heart,  his  sincerity,  his 
earnestness,  his  modesty,  his  candor,  his 


absolute  sinking  of  self  and  8elfi8hnes&-« 
these,  indeed,  are  all  conspicuous  to  every 
reader,  on  the  very  face  of  every  word  he 
ever  printed.  Like  his  works  themselves, 
they  must  long  outlive  him.  But  his 
sympathetic  kindliness,  his  ready  gener- 
osity, the  staunchness  of  his  friendship, 
the  width  and  depth  and  breadth  of  his 
affections,  the  manner  in  which  ''he  bore 
with  those  who  blamed  him  unjustly  with- 
out blaming  them  in  return,"  these  things 
can  never  so  well  be  known  to  any  other 
generation  of  men  as  to  the  three  genera- 
tions who  walked  the  world  with  him. 
Many  even  of  those  who  did  not  know  him 
loved  him  like  a  father;  to  many  who  never 
saw  his  face,  the  hope  of  winning  Charles 
Darwin's  approbation  and  regard  was  the 
highest  incentive  to  thought  and  action. 
Towards  younger  men,  especially,  his  unre- 
mitting kindness  was  always  most  note- 
worthy; he  spoke  and  wrote  to  them,  not 
like  one  of  the  masters  in  Israel,  but  like  a 
fellow-worker  and  seeker  after  truth,  m- 
terested  in  their  interests,  pleased  at  their 
successes,  sympathetic  with  their  fulures, 

gentle  to  their  mistakes.  ...  He 
ad  the  sympathetic  receptivity  of  all  truly 
great  minds,  and  when  he  died,  thousands 
upon  thousands  who  had  never  beheld  his 
serene  features  and  his  fatherly  eyes  felt 
that  they  had  lost  indeed  a  personal  friend. 
Greatness  is  not  always  joined  with  gentle- 
ness; in  Charles  Darwin's  case,  by  umversal 
consent  of  all  who  knew  him,  "an  intel- 
lect which  had  no  superior"  was  wedded 
to  ''a  character  even  nobler  than  the  in- 
tellect."—Allen,  Grant,  1885,  Charles 
Darwin  (English  Worthies),  pp.  174,  175. 
The  family  gave  up  their  first-formed 
plans,  and  the  fimeral  took  place  in  West- 
minster Abbey  on  April  26th.  The  pall- 
bearers were:— 

Sir  John  Lubbock, 

Mr.  Huxley, 

Mr.  James  Russell  Lowell, 

(American  Minister), 

Mr.  A.  R.  Wallace, 

The  Duke  Of  Devonshirb, 

Canon  Farrar, 

Sir  J.  D.  Hooker, 

Mr.  Wm.  SpornswooDE, 

(President  of  the  Royal  Society), 

The  Earl  of  Derby, 

The  Duke  of  Argyll. 
The  funeral  was  attended  by  the  repre- 
sentatives  of   France,    Glennany,    Italy, 
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Spain,  Russia,  and  by  those  of  the  Uni- 
versities, and  learned  Societies,  as  well  as 
by  large  numbers  of  personal  friends  and 
distinguished  men.  The  grave  is  in  the 
North  aisle  of  the  Nave,  close  to  the  angle 
of  the  choir-screen,  and  a  few  feet  above 
the  grave  of  Sir  Isaac  Newton.  The  stone 
bears  the  inscription— 

CHARLES  ROBERT  DARWIN, 
Born  12  February,  1809. 
Died  19  April,  1882. 
—Darwin,  Francis,  1887,  Life  and  Letters 
of  Charles  Darwin,  Appendix  vol.  n,  p,  532. 
Of  his  personal  appearance  (in  these  days 
of  multiplied  photographs)  it  is  hardly 
necessary  to  say  much.  He  was  about  six 
feet  in  height,  but  scarcely  looked  so  tall, 
as  he  stooped  a  good  deal;  in  later  days  he 
yielded  to  the  stoop;  but  I  can  remember 
seeing  him  long  ago  swinging  his  arms  back 
to  open  out  his  chest,  and  holding  himself 
upright  with  a  jerk.  He  gave  one  the  idea 
that  he  had  been  active  rather  than  strong; 
his  shodders  were  not  broad  for  his  height, 
though  certainly  not  narrow.  .  .  . 
He  walked  with  a  swinging  action,  using  a 
stick  heavily  shod  with  iron,  which  he 
struck  loudly  against  the  ground,  produc- 
ing as  he  went  round  the  "Sand  Walk"  at 
Down,  a  rhythmical  click  which  is  with  all 
of  us  a  very  distinct  remembrance.  .  .  . 
When  interested  in  his  work  he  moved 
about  quickly  and  easily  enough,  and  often 
in  the  middle  of  dictating  he  went  eagerly 
into  the  hall  to  get  a  pinch  of  snuff,  leaving 
the  study  door  open,  and  calling  out  the 
last  words  of  his  sentence  as  he  went. 
...  In  spite  of  his  strength  and 
activity,  I  think  he  must  always  have  had  a 
clumsiness  of  movement.  He  was  natur- 
ally awkward  with  his  hands,  and  was 
unable  to  draw  at  all  well.  This  he  always 
regretted  much,  and  he  frequently  urged 
the  paramount  necessity  of  a  young  nat- 
uralist making  himself  a  good  draughtsman. 
He  could  dissect  well  under  the  simple 
microscope,  but  I  think  it  was  by  dint  of 
his  great  patience  and  carefulness.  .  .  . 
His  beard  was  full  and  almost  untrimmed, 
the  hair  being  grey  and  white,  fine  rather 
than  coarse,  and  wavy  or  frizzled.  His 
moustache  was  somewhat  disfigured  by 
being  cut  short  and  square  across.  He 
became  very  bald,  having  only  a  fringe  of 
dark  hair  behind.  His  face  was  ruddy  in 
colour,  and  this  perhaps  made  people 
think  him  less  of  an  invalid   than    he 


was.  ...  My  father  was  wonderfully 
liberal  and  generous  to  all  his  children  in 
the  matter  of  money.  ...  He  had  a 
great  respect  for  pure  business  capacity,  and 
often  spoke  with  admiration  of  a  relative 
who  had  doubled  his  fortune.  And  of 
himself  he  would  often  say  in  fun  that  what 
he  really  was  proud  of  was  the  money  he 
had  saved.  He  also  felt  satisfaction  in  the 
money  he  made  by  his  books.  His  anxiety 
to  save  came  in  a  great  measure  from  his 
fears  that  his  children  would  not  have 
health  enough  to  earn  their  own  livings, 
a  foreboding  which  fairly  haunted  him  for 
many  years.— Darwin,  Francis,  1887, 
Life  and  Letters  of  Charles  Dortrtn,  vol.  l, 
pp.  87,  88,  89,  98,  99. 

In  spite  of  that  refusal  to  accept  the 
Hand  stretched  forth  out  of  the  darkness, 
which  saddens  so  many  of  the  lives  of  our 
time,  he  seems  a  very  attractive  and  noble 
person.  The  utter  absence  of  bigwigged- 
ness,  the  simplicity  and  the  candour, 
the  genuine  delight  in  taking  trouble  and 
giving  help,  the  kindness  and  brightness, 
the  unworldliness  and  absence  of  elation, 
seem  to  me  very  charming.  —  Church, 
Richard  William,  1887,  To  Asa  Gray, 
Nov.  26;  Life  and  Letters  of  Dean  Church, 
ed.  his  Daughter,  p.  395. 

If  ever  a  man's  ancestors  transmitted  to 
him  ability  to  succeed  in  a  particular  field, 
Charles  Darwin's  did.  If  ever  early  sur- 
roundings calculated  to  call  out  inherited 
ability,  Charles  Darwin's  were.  If  ever  a 
man  grew  up  when  a  ferment  of  thought 
was  (Usturbing  old  convictions  in  the  do- 
main of  knowledge  for  which  he  was 
adapted,  Charles  Darwin  did.  If  ever  a  man 
was  fitted  by  worldly  position  to  undertake 
imbiased  and  long-continued  investiga- 
tions, Charles  Darwin  was  such  a  man. 
And  he  indisputably  found  realms  waiting 
for  a  conqueror.  Yet  Darwin's  achieve- 
ments far  transcend  his  advantages  of  an- 
cestry, surroundings,  previous  suggestion, 
position.  He  stands  magnificently,  con- 
spicuous as  a  genius  of  rare  simplicity  of 
soul,  of  unwearied  patience  of  observa- 
tion, of  striking  fertility  and  ingenuity  of 
method,  of  unflinching  devotion  to  and 
belief  in  the  efficacy  of  truth.  He  revo- 
lutionised not  merely  half-a-dozen  sciences, 
but  the  whole  current  of  thinking  men's 
mental  life.—BETTANT,  G.  T.,  1887,  Life  of 
Charles  Darwin  {Great  Writers),  p.  11. 

There  is  nothing  more  useful  to  observe 
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in  the  life  of  Darwiil  than  its  simplicity. 
He  was  the  man  of  science  as  Marlborough 
was  the  soldier,  and  he  was  only  that. 
From  boyhood  he  refused  all  other  ways  of 
life  and  knowledge  as  by  instinct,  and  in 
his  maturity  the  ill  health  which  ends  the 
career  of  ordinary  men  only  confirmed 
him  in  his  own;  he  was  always  the  collector, 
the  investigator,  or  the  theorizer.  .  .  . 
No  words  can  be  too  strong  to  express  the 
lovableness  of  Darwin's  personality,  or  the 
moral  beauty  of  his  character.  .  .  . 
Never  was  a  man  more  alive  to  what  is 
visible  and  tangible,  or  in  any  way  matter 
of  sensation:  on  the  sides  of  his  nature 
where  an  appeal  could  be  made,  never  was 
a  man  more  responsive;  but  there  were 
parts  in  which  he  was  blind  and  dull.  Just 
as  the  boy  failed  to  be  interested  in  many 
things,  the  man  failed  too;  and  he  disre- 
garded what  did  not  interest  him  with  the 
same  ease  at  sixty  as  at  twenty.  What  did 
interest  him  was  the  immediately  present, 
and  he  dealt  with  it  admirably,  both  in  the 
intellectual,  and  in  the  moral  world;  but 
what  was  remote  was  as  if  it  were  not.  The 
spiritual  element  in  life  is  not  remote,  but 
it  is  not  matter  of  sensation,  and  Darwin 
lived  as  if  there  were  no  such  thing;  it  be- 
longs to  the  region  of  emotion  and  imagi- 
nation, and  those  perceptions  which  deal 
with  the  nature  of  man  in  its  contrast  with 
the  material  world.— Woodberry,  George 
Edward,  1890,  Studies  in  Letters  and  Life, 
pp.  240,  253,  258. 

In  all  his  work,  and  in  every  effort  of  his 
life,  Darwin  underestimated  his  services  to 
science.  His  modesty  was  proverbial,  and 
even  on  subjects  of  which  he  was  the  ac- 
knowledged master,  he  would,  with  a  rare 
and  delightful  sense  of  justice,  express  the 
opinion  that  some  one  else  might  have 
produced  greater  results  with  the  matter  at 

command Darwin  was  a  firm 

believer  in  a  First  Cause.  He  was  in  theory 
an  agnostic,  in  practice  an  orthodox  Chris- 
tian of  the  broadest  type.  Honourable 
m  the  smallest  things  in  life,  thoughtful  to 
others,  doing  as  he  would  be  done  by,  sen- 
sitive for  others  to  an  extreme  that  was 
often  an  injustice  to  himself,  kind,  lovable, 
ready  to  help  the  young,  charitable,  and 
possessed  of  extreme  modesty,— such  was 
the  greatest  naturalist  of  the  age,  a  hero  of 
heroes,  a  model  for  all  men;  and  when 
we  remember  that  for  forty  years  of  this 
life  there  was  not  one  day  without  its  physi- 


cal suffering,  we  can  understand  the  true 
peatness  of  his  nature.  ....  Upon 
introduction  I  was  at  once  struck  with  his 
stature  (which  was  much  above  the  aver- 
age, and  I  should  say  fully  six  feet),  his 
ponderous  brow,  and  long  white  beard— 
the  moustache  being  cut  on  a  Une  with  the 
lips  and  slightly  brown  from  the  habit  of 
snuff-taking.  His  deep-set  eyes  were  light 
blue*^ay.  He  made  the  impression  of  a 
powerful  man  reduced  somewhat  by  sick- 
ness. The  massive  brow  and  forehead 
show  in  his  later  photographs,  but  not  so 
conspicuously  as  in  a  life-size  head  of  him 
when  younger,  which  hung  in  the  parlour. 
In  the  brief  hours  I  then  spent  at  Down, 
the  proverbial  modesty  and  angular  sim- 
plicity and  sweetness  of  his  character  were 
apparent,  while  the  delight  he  manifested 
in  stating  facts  of  interest  was  excelled  only 
by  the  eagerness  with  which  he  sought  them 
from  others,  whether  while  strolling 
through  the  greenhouse  or  sitting  round 
the  generously  spread  table.  Going  to 
him  as  a  young  entomologist  with  no  claim 
on  his  favour,  he  seemed  to  take  delight 
in  manifesting  appreciation.  —  Holder, 
Charles  Frederick,  1891,  Charks  Darwin 
(Leaders  in  Science),  pp.  140.  147,  239. 

His  passion  for  shooting  and  hunting 
led  him  into  a  sporting,  card-playing, 
drinking  company,  but  science  was  hfs  re- 
demption. No  pursuit  gave  him  so  much 
pleasure  as  collecting  beetles,  of  his  zeal  in 
which  the  following  is  an  example:  "One 
day,  on  tearing  off  some  old  bark,  I  saw 
two  rare  beetles,  and  seized  one  in  each 
hand;  then  I  saw  a  third  and  new  kind, 
which  I  could  not  bear  to  lose,  so  I  popped 
the  one  which  I  held  in  my  right  hand  into 
my  mouth.  Alas!  it  ejected  some  in- 
tensely acrid  fluid,  which  burnt  my  tongue 
so  that  I  was  forced  to  spit  the  beetle  out, 
which  was  lost,  as  was  the  third  one."— 
Clodd,  Edward,  1897,  Pioneers  for  Evolu- 
tion from  ThaUs  to  Huxley y  p.  119. 

If  I  were  asked  what  traits  in  Mr.  Dar- 
win's character  appeared  to  me  most  re- 
markable during  the  many  exercises  of  his 
intellect  that  I  was  privileged  to  bear 
witness  to,  they  would  be,  first,  his  self-con- 
trol and  indomitable  perseverance  under 
bodily  suffering,  then  his  ready  grasp  of 
diflScult  problems,  and,  lastly,  the  power 
of  turning  to  account  the  waste  ob- 
servations, failures,  and  even  blunders  of 
his  predecessors  in  whatever   subject  of 
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enquiry.  It  was  this  power  of  utilising  the 
vain  eflForts  of  others  which  in  my  friend 
Sir  James  Paget's  opinion  afforded  the  best 
evidence  of  Darwin's  genius.  Like  so 
many  men  who  have  been  great  discoverers, 
or  whose  works  or  writings  are  proofs  of 
their  having  intellects  indicating  great 
originality,  he  was  wont  to  attribute  his 
success  to  industry  rather  than  ability. 
"It  is  dogged  that  does  if'  was  an  expres- 
sion he  often  made  use  of .  .  .  .  Re- 
ferring to  his  disregsffd  when  possible  of  his 
bodily  sufferings,  I  remember  his  once 
saying  to  me  that  his  sleepless  nights 
had  their  advantages,  for  they  enabled  him 
to  forget  his  hours  of  misery  when  record- 
ing the  movement  of  his  beloved  plants 
from  dark  to  dawn  and  daybreak.  .  .  . 
In  argtung  he  was  ever  ready  with  repartee, 
as  I  many  times  experienced  to  my  discom- 
fiture, though  never  to  my  displeasure;  it 
was  a  physic  so  thoughtful  and  kindly  ex- 
hibited. ...  I  was  describing  to  him 
the  reception  at  the  Linnean  Society, 
where  he  was  unable  to  be  present,  of  Ms 
now  famous  account  of  "  The  two  forms 
or  dimorphic  condition  of  Primula,"  for 
which  he  took  the  common  primrose  as  an 
illustration.  On  that  occasion  an  enthusi- 
astic admirer  of  its  author  got  up,  and  in 
concluding  his  iloge  likened  British  botan- 
ists who  had  overlooked  so  conspicuous 
and  beautiful  a  contrivance  to  effect  cross- 
fertilisation  to  Wordsworth's  "Peter  Bell," 
to  whom 

"A  primrose  on  the  river's  brim 
A  yeUow  primrose  was  to  him, 
And  it  was  nothing  more." 
When  I  told  Mr.  Darwin  of  this  he  roared 
with  laughter,  and,  slapping  his  side  with 
his  hand,  a  rather  common  trick  with  him 
when  exdted,  he  said,  "I  would  rather 
be  the  man  who  thought  of  that  on  the  spur 
of  the  moment  than  have  written  the  paper 
that  suggested  it."— Hooker,  Sir  Joseph 
DAim)N,  1899,  Address  ai  the  unveiling  of 
Darwin's  Statue  at  Oxford,  June  14. 

I  remember  him  as  the  most  courteous, 
simple,  and  retiring  of  men,  wholly  un- 
conscious, it.  would  seem,  of  his  own  vast 
reputation,  and  of  such  painful  delicacy  of 
b<Klily  frame  and  of  such  intense  nervous 
sensitiveness,  that  he  could  not  endure 
conversation  even  within  his  family  circle 
for  more  than  a  limited  time.—  Harrison, 
Frederic,  1901,  Oeorge  Washington  and 
Other  American  Addresses,  p.  202. 
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I  have  just  finished  your  volume  and 
right  glad  I  am  that  I  did  my  best  with 
Hooker  to  persuade  you  to  publish  it  with- 
out waiting  for  a  time  which  probably 
could  never  have  arrived,  though  you 
lived  to  the  age  of  a  hundred,  when  you 
had  prepared  all  your  facts  on  which  you 
ground  so  many  grand  generalizations.  It 
is  a  splendid  case  of  close  reasoning  and 
long-sustained  arguments  throughout  so 
many  pages,  the  condensation  immense,  too 
great,  perhaps,  for  the  uninitiated,  but 
an  effective  and  important  preliminary 
statement  which  will  admit,  even  before 
your  detailed  proofs  appear,  of  some  occa- 
sional useful  exemplifications,  such  as  your 
pigeons  and  cirripdes,  of  which  you  make 
such  excellent  use.— Ltell,  Sir  Charles, 
1859,  LeUer  to  Darwin,  Life  of  Charks 
Lyell,  vol  u,  p.  325. 

I  am  a  sinner  not  to  have  written  you  ere 
this,  if  only  to  thank  you  for  your  glorious 
book— what  a  mass  of  close  reasoning  on 
curious  facts  and  fresh  phenomena— it  is 
capitally  written,  and  will  be  very  success- 
ful.  I  say  this  on  the  strength  of  two  or 
three  plunges  into  as  many  chapters,  for  I 
have  not  yet  attempted  to  read  it.  Lyell, 
with  whom  we  are  staying,  is  perfectly  en- 
chanted, and  is  absolutely  gloating  over  it. 
Hooker,  Shr  Joseph  Dalton,  1859,  To 
Darwin,  Nov.  21 ;  Life  and  Letters  of  Charles 
Darwin,  ed.  Darwin,  vol  n  p.  23. 

I  have  read  your  book  with  more  pain 
than  pleasure.  Parts  of  it  I  admired 
greatly,  parts  I  laughed  at  till  my  sides  were 
almost  sore;  other  parts  I  read  with  abso- 
lute sorrow,  because  I  think  them  utterly 
false  and  grievously  mischievous.  You 
have  (fe<er<ed— after  a  start  in  that  tram- 
road  of  all  solid  physical  truth— the  true 
method  of  induction,  and  started  us  in 
machinery  as  wild,  I  think,  as  Bishop  \^- 
kins's  locomotive  that  was  to  sail  with  us  to 
the  moon.  Many  of  your  wide  conclusions 
are  based  upon  assumptions  which  can 
neither  be  proved  nor  disproved,  why  then 
express  them  in  the  language  and  arrange- 
ment of  philosophical  induction?— Sedg- 
wick, Adam,  1859,  To  Darwin,  Dee.  24; 
Life  and  Letters  of  Charles  Darwin,  ed. 
Darwin,  vol  n,  p.  43. 

We  began  Darwin's  book  on  ''The  Origin 
of  Species"  to-night.  Though  full  of  in- 
teresting matter,  it  is  not  impressive,  from 
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want  of  luminous  and  orderly  presentation. 
— EuoT,  George,  1859,  Journal,  Nov.  23; 
Oeorge  Eliot  t  Ldfe  oi  rdaied  in  her  Letters 
and  Jaumah,  ed,  Crotn,  vol.  n,  p.  104. 

The  best  part,  I  think,  is  the  tohole,  t.  e. 
its  plan  and  treaimeni,  the  vast  amount  of 
facts  and  acute  inferences  handled  as  if 
you  had  a  perfect  mastery  of  them. 
.  .  .  Then  your  candour  is  worth 
everything  to  your  cause.  It  is  refreshing 
to  find  a  person  with  a  new  theory  who 
frankly  confesses  that  he  finds  difficulties. 
.  .  .  The  moment  I  understood  your 
premises,  I  felt  sure  you  had  a  real  founda- 
tion to  hold  on.  ...  I  am  free  to 
say  that  I  never  learnt  so  much  from  one 
book  as  I  have  from  yours.— Gray,  Asa, 
I860,  LeikT  to  Darwin,  Jan.  23. 

Even  when  Darwin,  in  a  book  that  all  the 
scientific  world  is  in  ecstasy  over,  proved 
the  other  day  that  we  are  all  come  from 
shell-fish,  it  £dn't  move  me  to  the  slightest 
curiosity  whether  we  are  or  not.  I  did  not 
feel  that  the  slightest  light  would  be  thrown 
on  my  practical  life  for  me,  by  having  it 
ever  so  logically  made  out  that  my  first  an- 
cestor, m&lions  of  miUions  of  ages  back, 
had  been,  or  even  had  not  been,  an  oyster. 
It  remained  a  plain  fact  that  I  was  no 
oyster,  nor  had  any  grandfather  an  oyster 
within  my  knowledge;  and  for  the  rest, 
there  was  nothing  to  be  gained,  for  this 
world,  or  the  next,  by  going  into  the  oyster- 
question,  till  all  more  pressing  questions 
were  exhausted!  So— if  I  can't  read  Dar- 
win, it  may  be  feared  I  shall  break  down  in 
Mrs.  Duncan.-— Garltle,  Jane  Wei^h, 
I860,  To  Mrs.  Russell,  Jan.  28;  Letters  and 
MemarialSf  ed.  Froude,  vol.  n,  p.  155. 

In  the  name  of  all  true  philosophy  we  pro- 
test agunst  such  a  mode  of  dealing  with 
nature,  as  utterly  dishonourable  to  all 
natural  sdences,  as  reducing  it  from  its 
present  lofty  level  of  being  one  of  the 
noblest  trainers  of  man's  intellect  and  in- 
structors of  his  mind,  to  being  a  mere  idle 
play  of  the  fancy,  without  the  basis  of  fact 
or  the  discipline  of  observation.  In  the 
"Arabian  Nights"  we  are  not  offended  as 
at  an  impossibility  when  Amina  sprinkles 
her  husband  with  water  and  transforms  him 
into  a  dog,  but  we  cannot  open  the  august 
doors  of  the  venerable  temple  of  sdentific 
truth  to  the  genii  and  magicians  of  romance. 
....  Such  assumptions  as  these,  we 
once  more  repeat,  are  most  dishonourable 
and  injurious  to  science;  and  though,  out  of 


respect  to  Mr.  Darwin's  high  character  and 
to  the  tone  of  his  work,  we  have  felt  it 
right  to  weigh  the  ''argument"  again  set 
by  him  before  us  in  the  simple  scales  of 
logical  examination,  yet  we  must  remind 
him  that  the  view  is  not  a  new  one,  and 
that  it  has  already  been  treated  with  ad- 
mirable humour  when  propounded  by  an- 
other of  his  name  and  of  his  lineage.  We 
do  not  think  that,  with  all  his  matchless 
ingenuity,  Mr.  Darwin  has  found  any  in- 
stance which  so  well  illustrates  his  own 
theory  of  the  improved  descendant  under 
the  elevating  influences  of  natural  selection 
extermmating  the  progenitor  whose  spedal^ 
ties  he  has  exaggerated  as  he  himself  af- 
fords us  in  tins  work.  For  if  we  go  back 
two  generations  we  find  the  ingenious 
erandsire  of  the  author  of  ''The  Ongin  of 
Species"  speculating  on  the  same  subject, 
and  ahnost  in  the  same  manner  with  his 

more  daring  descendant Mr. 

Darwin  writes  as  a  Christian,  and  we  doubt 
not  that  he  is  one.  We  do  not  for  a  mo- 
ment believe  him  to  be  one  of  those  who 
retain  in  some  comer  of  their  hearts  a 
secret  unbelief  which  they  dare  not  vent; 
and  we  therefore  pray  him  to  consider  well 
the  grounds  on  which  we  brand  his  specu- 
lations with  the  charge  of  such  a  tendency. 
First,  then,  he  not  obscurely  declares  that 
he  applies  his  scheme  of  the  action  of  the 
principle  of  natural  selection  to  MAN 
himself,  as  well  as  to  the  animals  around 
him.  Now,  we  must  say  at  once,  and 
openly,  that  such  a  notion  is  absolutely 
incompatible  not  only  with  single  expres- 
sions in  the  word  of  God  on  that  subject  of 
natural  science  with  which  it  is  not  im- 
mediately concerned,  but,  which  in  our 
judgment  is  of  far  more  importance,  with 
the  whole  representation  of  that  moral  and 
spiritual  condition  of  man  which  is  its 
proper  subject-matter.  —  Wilberforce, 
Samuel,  1860,  Darwin's  Origin  of  Species, 
Quarterly  Review,  vol  108,  pp.  250,  254, 
257. 

Interesting  facts  and  idle  fancies  have 
seldom  been  combined  in  physical  re- 
searches, and  when  such  an  alUance  has 
been  formed,  the  value  of  new  facts  has 
often  compensated  for  the  errors  of  their 
application.  There  are  many  cases,  in- 
deed, in  the  history  of  science,  where  specu- 
lations, like  those  of  Kepler,  have  led  to 
great  discoveries  in  the  very  attempts 
which  they  suggested  in  order  to  establish 
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or  to  refute  them.  It  is  otherwise,  how- 
ever, with  speculations  which  trench  upon 
sacred  ground,  and  which  run  counter  to 
the  universal  convictions  of  mankind,  poi- 
soning the  fountains  of  science,  and  dis- 
turbing the  serenity  of  the  Christian  world. 
Such  is  doubtless  the  tendency  of  Mr.  Dar- 
win's work  on  the  origin  of  species.  Trained 
in  a  less  severe  school  than  that  of  geometry 
and  physics,  lus  reasonings  are  almost 
always  loose  and  inconclusive:  His  gener- 
alizations seem  to  have  been  reached  before 
he  had  obtained  the  materials  upon  which 
he  rests  them:  His  facts,  though  frequently 
new  and  interesting,  are  often  little  more 
than  conjectures;  and  the  grand  phenomena 
of  the  world  of  life,  and  instinct,  and  reason, 
which  other  minds  have  woven  into  noble 
and  elevating  truths,  have  thus  become  in 
Mr.  Darwin's  hands  the  basis  of  a  danger- 
ous and  degrading  speculation 

Had  Mr.  Darwin  written  a  work  on  the 
change  of  species,  as  determined  by  ob- 
servation and  experiment,  without  any 
other  object  but  that  of  advancing  natural 
science,  he  would  have  obtained  a  high 
place  among  philosophical  naturalists.  But 
after  reading  his  work,  in  which  the  name 
of  the  Creator  is  never  distinctly  mentioned, 
we  can  hardly  believe  that  scientific  truth 
was  the  only  object  the  author  had  in  view. 
Researches,  conducted  under  the  influence 
of  other  motives,  are  not  likely  to  stand  the 
test  of  a  rigorous  scrutiny;  and  some  of  Mr. 
Darwin's  not  unfriendly  critics  have  pro- 
duced ample  evidence  that  the  idol  of  specu- 
lation has  been  occasionally  worshipped  at 
the  expense  of  truth. — Brewster,  Sir 
David,  1862,  The  FacU  and  Fancies  of  Mr. 
Darwin,  Good  Words,  vol  3,  pp.  3, 8. 

The  "Oripn  of  Species"  made  an  epoch. 
The  product  of  an  immense  series  of  tenta- 
tive gropings,  it  formed  the  turning-point 
of  an  entirely  new  series;  concentrating 
as  in  a  focus  the  many  isolated  rays  emitted 
by  speculative  ingenuity  to  illuminate  the 
diversified  community  of  organic  life,  it 
propounded  an  hypothecs  surpassing  all  its 
predecessors  in  its  congruity  with  verifiable 
facts,  and  in  its  wide-reaching  embrace. 
Because  it  was  the  product  of  long-con- 
tinued though  bafiled  research,  and  thereby 
gave  articulate  expres^on  to  the  thought 
which  had  been  inarticulate  in  many  minds, 
its  influence  rapidly  became  European;  be- 
cause it  was  both  old  in  purpose  and  novel 
in  conception,  it  agitated  the  schools  with  a 


revolutionary  ferment.  No  work  of  our 
time  has  been  so  general  in  its  influenoe. — 
Lewes,  George  Henrt,  1868,  Mr.  Darwin's 
HffpMem,  Fortnightly  Review,  vol.  9,  p.  353. 

The  book  had  hardly  been  published 
when  it  was  found  that  a  great  crisis  had 
been  reached  in  the  history  of  science  and  of 
thought.  The  importance  of  Darwin's 
"Origin  of  Species,"  regarded  as  a  mere 
historical  fact,  is  of  at  least  as  much  im- 
portance to  the  world  as  Comte's  publica- 
tion of  his  theory  of  historical  development. 
In  these  pages  we  are  considering  Darwin's 
theory  and  his  work  merely  as  historical 
facts.  We  are  dealing  with  them  as  we 
migU  deal  with  the  fall  of  a  dynasty  or  the 
birth  of  a  new  state.  The  controversy 
which  broke  out  when  "Origin  of  Species" 
was  published  has  been  going  on  ever  since, 
without  the  slightest  sign  of  diminishing 
ardor.  It  spread  almost  through  all  so- 
ciety. It  was  heard  from  the  pulpit  and 
from  the  platform;  it  raged  in  the  scien- 
tific and  unscientific  magazines.  It  was 
trumpeted  in  the  newspapers;  it  made  one 
of  the  stock  subjects  of  talk  in  the  dining 
room  and  smoking  room;  it  tittered  over 

the    tea-table Dr.    Darwin's 

work  was  fiercely  assailed  and  passion- 
ately championed.  It  was  not  the  scien- 
tific principle  which  inflamed  so  much  com- 
motion; it  was  the  supposed  bearing  of  the 
doctrines  on  revealed  religion.  Injustice 
was  done  to  the  calm  examination  of  Dar- 
win's theory  on  both  ddes  of  the  con- 
troversy. Many  who  really  had  not  yet 
given  themselves  time  even  to  consider  its 
arguments  cried  out  in  admiration  of  the 
book,  merely  because  they  assumed  it  was^ 
destined  to  deal  a  blow  to  the  faith  re- 
vealed in  religion.  On  the  other  side, 
many  of  the  believers  in  revealed  religion 
were  much  too  easily  alarmed  and  too  sen- 
sitive. Many  of  them  did  not  pause  to  ask 
themselves  whether,  if  every  article  of  the 
doctrine  were  proved  to  be  sdentifically 
true,  it  would  affect  in  the  slightest  degree 
the  basis  of  their  religious  faith.  To 
this  writer  it  seems  clear  that  Dr.  Darwin's 
theory  might  be  accepted  by  the  most 
orthodox  believer  without  the  firmness  of 
his  faith  moulting  a  feather.  The  theory 
is  one  altogether  as  to  the  process  of 
growth  and  construction  in  the  universe, 
and,  whether  accurate  or  inaccurate,  does 
not  seem  in  any  wise  to  touch  the  question 
which  is  concerned  with  the  sources  of  all 
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life,  movement,  and  being.  However 
that  may  be,  it  is  certain  that  the  book 
made  an  era  not  only  in  science,  but  in 
scientific  controversy,  and  not  merely 
in  scientific  controversy,  but  in  controversy 
expanding  into  all  drcles  and  among  all 
intelligences.  The  scholar  and  the  fribble, 
the  divine  and  the  school-girl,  still  talk 
and  argue  and  wrangle  over  Darwin  and 
the  origin  of  species.— McCartht,  Justin, 
1880,  A  UiMory  of  Our  Ovm  Times  from  the 
Aeeemon  of  Queen  Victoria  to  ihe  Berlin 
ConffresSj  vol  iv,  eh,  Lxvn. 

Many  of  you  will  be  familiar  with  the 
aspect  of  this  small  green-covered  book. 
It  is  a  copy  of  the  first  edition  of  the 
"Origin  of  Spedes,"  and  bears  the  date  of 
its  production— the  1st  of  October,  1859. 
Only  a  few  months,  therefore,  are  needed 
to  complete  the  full  tale  of  twenty-one 
years  since  its  birthday.  Those  whose 
memories  carry  them  back  to  this  time  will 
remember  that  the  infant  was  renuurkably 
lively,  and  that  a  great  number  of  excellent 
persons  mistook  its  manifestations  of 
vigorous  individuality  for  mere  naughti- 
ness; in  fact  there  was  a  very  pretty  tur- 
moiY  about  its  cradle.  My  recollections  of 
the  period  are  particularly  vivid;  for, 
having  conceived  a  tender  affection  for 
a  child  of  what  appeared  to  me  to  be 
such  remarkable  promise,  I  acted  for  some 
time  in  the  capacity  of  a  sort  of  under-nurse 
and  thus  came  in  for  my  share  of  the 
storms  which  threatened  the  very  life  of 
the  young  creature.  .  .  .  Those  who 
have  watched  the  progress  of  science 
within  the  last  ten  years  will  bear  me  out 
to  the  full,  when  I  assert  that  there  is  no 
field  of  biological  inquiry  in  which  the  in- 
fluence of  the  "Origin  of  Species"  is  not 
traceable;  the  foremost  men  of  science  in 
every  country  are  either  avowed  cham- 
pions of  its  leading  doctrines,  or  at  any 
rate  abstain  from  opposing  them;  a  host  of 
young  and  ardent  investigators  seek  for 
and  find  inspriation  and  guidance  in  Mr. 
Darwin's  great  work;  and  the  general  doc- 
trine of  evolution,  to  one  side  of  which  it 
gives  expresdon,  obtains,  in  the  phenom- 
ena of  biology,  a  firm  base  of  operations 
whence  it  may  conduct  its  conquest  of  the 
whole  realm  Qi  Nature.— Huxlet,  Thomas 
Henry,  1880,  The  Coming  oj  Age  of  "  The 
Origin  of  Species"  Darunntana,  pp.  227, 
228. 

The  "Origin  of  Species''  was  published 


in  1859.  An  educated  and  unprejudiced 
reader,  who  has  not  become  familiar  with 
natural  history  and  reads  the  book  in 
leisurely  fashion,  must  come  to  the  con- 
clusion that  it  is  a  conspicuously  clever 
performance,  that  it  abounds  in  facts,  that 
the  conclusions  drawn  from  these  facts  are 
moderate,  and  that  there  b  ilo  particular 
reason  why  such  a  book  should  set  the 
whole  world  on  fire.  From  beginning  to 
end  Bfr.  Darwin's  most  famous  volume  does 
not  contain  one  rash  statement,  one  daz- 
zling remark,  one  specially  bold  conclusion, 
and  least  of  all  an  observation  to  which  a 
good  lawyer,  a  respectable  theologian,  or  a 
poet  could  object;  while  even  a  layman 
cannot  help  observing  that  Mr.  Darwin 
knew  far  better  than  do  most  naturalists 
how  to  look  at  the  living  organisms  of  na- 
ture, and  how  to  survey  a  whole  field  of 
which  most  men  cultivate  but  a  small  part 
and  reveal  nothing  save  fragments  and  iso- 
lated facts.  Those  who  are  familiar  with 
Humboldt's  writings  can  hardly  fail  to 
notice  that  Mr.  Darwin  is  simpler,  less 
pedantic,  less  obstrufflvely  erudite,  less 
mysterious  and  mystical,  far  less  preten- 
tious, more  amiable,  more  attractive,  more 
accurate,  and  far  more  poetical,— the  latter 
because  his  detail  is  so  exquisite.— 
Ernst,  C.  W.,  1882,  Darwin,  The  Literary 
World,  vol.  13,  p.  146. 

The  book  itself  was  one  of  the  greatest, 
the  most  learned,  the  most  lucid,  the  most 
logical,  the  most  crushing,  the  most  con- 
clusive, that  the  world  had  ever  yet  seen. 
Step  by  step,  and  principle  by  principle, 
it  proved  every  point  in  its  progress  tri- 
umphantly before  it  went  on  to  demon- 
strate the  next.  So  vast  an  array  of  facts 
so  thoroughly  in  hand  had  never  before 
been  mastered  and  marshalled  in  favor  of 
any  biological  theory.  Those  who  had 
in^ght  to  learn  and  understand  were  con- 
vinced at  once  by  the  cogency  of  the  argu- 
ment; those  who  had  not  were  overpow- 
ered and  silenced  by  the  weight  of  the  au- 
thority and  the  mass  of  the  learning.— 
Allen,  Grant,  1885,  Charles  Darwin 
(English  Worthies),  p.  113. 

Not  only  gave  a  better  account  of  the 
evidence  for  the  development  of  species 
than  had  ever  been  given  before,  but 
showed  the  fallacy  of  the  adverse  argu- 
ment from  hybridism,  and,  above  all,  gave 
a  lucid  explanation  of  how  progress  had 
been  brought  about  by  means  of  natural 
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selection.  ...  In  ten  years  almost 
all  naturalists  were  converted;  in  twenty 
years  the  doctrine  had  spread  far  beyond 
natural  science  into  the  dominions  of 
ethics  and  psychology;  and,  a  little  more 
than  twenty-two  years  after  the  publica- 
tion of  his  book,  Darwin  was  buried  in 
Westminster  Abbey,  near  the  tomb  of  Sir 
Isaac  Newton,  literary  men  and  theo- 
logians uniting  with  philosophers  and  nat- 
uralists to  do  honour  to  the  memory  of  one 
of  the  greatest  observers  and  thinkers  that 
the  world  has  ever  seen. — Hutton^  Fbed- 
ERICK  WoLLASTON,  1887-99,  DaTtoiniim 
and  LamarekiiM  Old  and  New,  p,  32. 

The  root  of  the  error  lies,  indirectty 
rather  than  directiy,  with  Mr.  Darwin.  In 
1859,  through  the  publication  of  the 
"Origin  of  Species,"  he  offered  to  the 
world  what  purported  to  be  the  final  clue 
to  the  course  of  living  Nature.  That  clue 
was  the  principle  of  the  Struggle  for  Life. 
After  the  years  of  storm  and  stress  which 
follow  the  intrusion  into  the  world  of  all 
great  thoughts,  this  principle  was  uni- 
versally accepted  as  the  key  to  all  the 
sciences  which  deal  with  life.  So  ceaseless 
was  Mr.  Darwin's  emphasis  upon  this 
factor,  and  so  masterful  his  influence,  that, 
after  the  first  sharp  conflict,  even  the  con- 
troversy died  down.  With  scarce  a  chal- 
lenge the  Struggle  for  Life  became  ac- 
cepted by  the  scientific  world  as  the  gov- 
erning factor  in  development,  and  the 
drama  of  Evolution  was  made  to  hinge 
entirely  upon  its  action.  It  became  the 
"part"  from  which  science  henceforth 
went  on  "to  reconstruct  the  whole,"  and 
biology,  sociology,  and  theology,  were 
built  anew  on  this  foundation.— Drum- 
MOND,  Henrt,  1894,  The  Aeeeni  of  Man, 
p.  12. 

Incomparably  the  greatest  work  which 
the  biological  sciences  have  seen.— Poui/- 
TON,  Edward  B.,  1896,  Charles  Darwin 
and  the  Theory  of  Natwral  Seleetion,  p. 
102. 

The  influence  of  this  book  ranks  it  with 
the  treatises  of  C!opemicus  and  of  Newton, 
with  the  "Ck>ntrat  Social"  and  the  "Wealth 
of  Nations."  It  is  doubtful  if  anv  other 
book,  in  all  the  history  of  modem  thought, 
has  been  so  far-reaching  in  its  influences, 
or  productive  of  such  immense  intellectual 
results.  There  is  a  difference,  not  merely 
of  degree  but  almost  of  kind,  between  the 
intellectual  processes  of  the  men  who  lived 


before  Darwin  and  those  who  have  grown 
to  manhood  during  the  period  in  which  the 
evolutionary  leaven  has  been  working  in 
men's  minds.—PAYNE,  Wiluam  Morton, 
1902,  Literature  and  CrUieiim,  Editorial 
Echoes,  p.  68. 

DESCENT  OF  MAN 
1871 
In  the  ''Descent  of  Man"  Darwin  dealt 
at  length  and  boldly  with  that  subject  on 
which  he  had  hitherto  deemed  it  well  to  be 
reticent.  He  presented  man  as  a  co-de- 
scendent  with  the  catarhine,  or  ''down- 
nostrilled"  monkeys,  from  a  hairy  quad- 
ruped, furnished  with  a  tail  and  pointed 
ears,  and  probably  a  climber  of  trees.  Nay 
he  traced  back  the  claim  of  descent  untU 
he  found,  as  the  progenitor  of  all  the  verte- 
brate animals,  some  aquatic  creature  pro- 
vided with  gills,  hermaphrodite,  and  with 
brain,  heart  and  other  organs  imperfectiy 
developed.  The  treatise  in  which  this 
view  is  presented  falls  in  no  respect  behind 
Mr.  Darwin's  other  great  work  in  closeness 
of  reasoning  and  grasp  of  facts.  The  por- 
tion of  the  work— more  than  one-haJf— 
bearing  on  sexual  selection,  if  somewhat 
less  satisfactory  and  conclusive,  forms  yet 
a  most  importimt  contribution  to  the  wide 
subject  of  the  genesis  of  species.— Proc- 
tor, Richard  A.,  1882,  Charles  R.  Darwin, 
Knowledge,  vol.  7,  p.  549. 

On  the  moral  and  social  side,  the  ulti- 
mate importance  of  the  "Descent  of  Man" 
upon  the  world's  history  can  hardly  be 
overrated  by  a  philosophic  investigator. 
Vast  as  was  the  revolution  affected  in 
biology  by  the  "Origin  of  Species,"  it  was 
as  nothing  compared  with  the  still  wider, 
deeper,  and  more  subtly-working  revolu- 
tion inaugurated  by  the  announcement  of 
man's  purely  animal  origin.  The  main 
discovery,  strange  to  say,  affected  a  sb^e 
branch  of  thought  alone;  the  minor  corol- 
lary drawn  from  it  to  a  single  species  has 
already  affected,  and  is  destined  in  the 
future  still  more  profoundly  to  affect, 
every  possible  sphere  of  human  energy. 
Not  only  has  it  completely  reversed  our 
entire  conception  of  history  generally,  by 
teaching  us  that  man  has  slowly  risen  from 
a  very  low  and  humble  beginning,  but  it 
has  also  revolutionized  ouft  whole  ideas 
of  our  own  position  and  our  own  destiny, 
it  has  permeated  the  sdenoes  of  language 
and  of  medicine,  it  has  introduced  new  con- 
ceptions of  ethics,  and  of  religion,  and  it 
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threatens  in  the  future  to  produce  im- 
mense effects  upon  the  theory  and  prac- 
tice of  education,  of  politics,  and  of  eco- 
nomic and  sodal  science.  These  wide- 
reaching  and  deep-seated  results  began  to 
be  felt  from  the  first  moment  when  the 
E^urwinian  principle  was  definitely  pro- 
mulgated in  the  "Origin  of  Species/'  but 
their  final  development  and  general  ac- 
ceptance was  immensely  accelerated  by 
Darwin's  own  authoritative  statement  in 
the  "Descent  of  Man."— Allen,  Grant, 
1885,  Ckarln  Darwin  (Engliik  Warikiei), 
p.  141. 

The  "Descent  of  Man"  of  which  Mr. 
Darwin  was  kind  enough  to  ^ve  me  a  copy 
before  publication,  inspured  me  with  the 
deadliest  alarm.  His  new  theory  therein 
set  forth,  respecting  the  nature  and  origin 
of  conscience,  seemed  to  me  then,  and  still 
seems  to  me,  of  absolutely  fatal  import.— 
CoBBE,  Frances  Power,  1894,  Life  hy 
HertdJ,  vol.  n,  p.  447. 

GENERAL 

I  first  read  Darwin's  "Journal"  three  or 
four  years  back,  and  have  lately  re-read  it. 
As  the  journal  of  a  scientific  traveler,  it  is 
second  only  to  Humboldt's  "Personal 
Narrative;"  as  a  work  of  general  interest, 
perhaps  superior  to  it.  He  is  an  ardent 
admirer  and  most  able  supporter  of  Mr. 
Lyell's  views.  BBs  style  of  writing  I  very 
mu(^  admire,  so  free  from  all  labour,  affec- 
tation, or  egotism,  yet  so  full  of  interest  and 
original  thought.  —  Wallace,  Alfred 
RussEL,  1845,  Letien  to  Henry  Walter 
BaieSf  Pioneers  of  Evolution,  ed.  Clodd, 
p.  125. 

Ah,  that  I  could  begin  to  study  nature 
anew,  now  that  you  have  made  it  to  me  a 
live  thing,  not  a  dead  collection  of  means. 
But  my  work  lies  elsewhere  now.  Your 
work,  nevertheless,  helps  mine  at  every 
turn.  It  is  better  that  the  division  of 
labour  should  be  complete,  and  that  each 
man  should  do  only  one  thing,  while  he 
looks  on,  as  he  finds  time,  at  what  others 
are  doing,  and  so  gets  laws  from  other  sci- 
ences which  he  can  apply,  as  I  do,  to 
my  own.— KiNQSLET,  Charles,  1863,  To 
CharleB  Darwin,  June  14;  Charki  Kingsleyf 
ki$  Letters  and  Memories  of  his  Life,  ed.  Ms 
Wife,  vol.  n,  p.  173. 

My  recent  studies  have  made  me  more 
adverse  than  ever  to  the  new  scientific 
doctrines  which  are  flourishing  now  in 


England.  This  sensational  zeal  reminds 
me  of  what  I  experienced  as  a  young  man 
in  Germany,  when  the  physio-philosophy 
of  Oken  had  invaded  every  centre  of 
scientific  activity;  and  yet,  what  is  there 
left  of  it?  I  trust  to  outfive  this  mania 
siao.  As  usual,  I  do  not  ask  beforehand 
what  you  think  of  it,  and  I  may  have  put 
my  hand  into  a  hornet's  nest;  but  you 
know  your  old  friend  Agass.,  and  will  for- 

E've  him  if  he  hits  a  tender  spot.^AoASSiz, 
[)UIS,  1867,  To  Sir  Philip  De  Grey  Eger- 
ton,  March  26;  Life  and  Correspondence,  ed. 
Agassiz,  vol.  n,  p.  647. 

This  largeness  of  knowledge  and  read* 
ness  of  resource  render  Mr.  Darwin  the 
most  terrible  of  antagonists.  Accom* 
plished  naturalists  have  levelled  heavy  and 
sustained  criticism  against  him—not  al- 
ways with  the  view  of  fairly  weighing  his 
theory,  but  with  the  express  intention  of 
exposing  his  weak  points  only.  This  does 
not  irritate  him.  He  treats  every  objec- 
tion with  a  soberness  and  thoroughness 
which  even  Bishop  Butler  might  be  proud 
to  imitate,  surrounding  each  fact  with  its 
appropriate  detail,  placing  it  in  its  proper 
relations,  and  usually  giving  it  a  sigmfi* 
cance  which,  as  long  as  it  was  kept  isolated, 
failed  to  appear.  This  is  done  without  a 
trace  of  ill-temper.  He  moves  over  the 
subject  with  the  passionless  strength  of  a 
glacier;  and  the  gnnding  of  the  rocks  is  not 
always  without  a  counterpart  in  the  logical 

Julverization  of  the  objector.— Tyndall, 
OHN,  1874,  Address  before  the  British  Asso- 
ciaiion  for  the  Advancement  of  Science  at 
Bdfaet,  Report,  p.  Ixxxvii. 

I  have  been  translating  into  Spanish  a 
sketch  of  Mr.  Darwin's  life— no,  not  your 
Mr.  Darwin,  certainly,  you  foolish  httle 
person,  but  his  father.  Not  that  I  like 
science  any  better  than  I  ever  did.  I  hate 
it  as  a  savage  does  writing,  because  he  fears 
it  will  hurt  him  somehow;  but  I  have  a 
great  respect  for  Mr.  Darwin  as  almost 
the  only  perfectly  disinterested  lover  of 
truth  I  ever  encountered.  I  mean,  of 
course,  in  his  books,  for  I  never  had  the 
pleasure  of  seeing  him. — Lowell,  James- 
RusSELL,  1878,  To  Mrs.  W.  E.  Darwin, 
Sept.  1 ;  Liters,  ed.  Norton,  vol.  n,  p.  230. 

The  sole  innovation  of  Darwinism  upon 
this  doctrine  of  evolution  consisted  in  at- 
tempting to  strip  from  it  all  proof  of  the 
incessant  creative  action  of  a  desigmng 
mind,  by  reducing  it  to  a  blind  mechanicsd 
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process,  necessarily  restdting  from  inherent 
mudbom  energies  and  productive  power, 
and  this  attempt,  resting  solely  upon  the 
two  unfounded  assumptions  of  a  battle  for 
life  and  of  the  necessary  survival  of  the 
higher  organisms  over  tiie  lower  ones  in 
that  cont^t,  it  has  now  been  shown,  must 
be  regarded  as  an  ignominious  failure.  Yet 
the  very  nu^king  of  this  attempt  contri- 
buted much  to  the  speedy  and  jojrful  ac- 
ceptance of  the  Darwinian  hypothesis  in 
certain  quarters.  It  was  the  pepper  which 
made  tike  dish  palatable  to  Huxley, 
Haeckel  &  Co.,— that  is,  to  those  Eng- 
lish and  German  naturalists  whose  pre- 
vious bias  in  favor  of  materialism  and 
fatalism  indisposed  them  to  recognize  any- 
where any  proofs  of  the  being  of  a  God. — 
BowEN,  Francis,  1879-80,  Malthunaniim, 
Darwiniim  and  Pesrimism;  Gleanings  from 
a  Literary  Life,  p.  369. 

I  am  not  likely  to  take  a  low  view  of 
Darwin's  position  in  the  history  of  science, 
but  I  am  disposed  to  think  that  Buffon  and 
Lamarck  would  run  him  hard  in  both 
genius  and  fertility.  In  breadth  of  view 
and  in  extent  of  knowledge  these  two  men 
were  giants,  though  we  are  apt  to  forget 
their  services.  Von  Bar  was  another  man 
of  the  same  stamp;  Cuvier,  in  a  somewhat 
lower  rank,  another;  and  J.  Miiller  another. 
"Colossal"  does  not  seem  to  me  to  be  the 
right  epithet  for  Darwin's  intellect.  He 
had  a  dear  rapid  intelligence,  a  great 
memory,  a  vivid  imagination,  and  what 
made  his  greatness  was  the  strict  subor- 
dination of  all  these  to  his  love  of  truth. 
—Huxley,  Thomas  Henry,  1882,  To  0. 
J.  Romanes f  May  9;  Life  and  LeUer$,  ed. 
Huxley,  vol  ll,  p.  42. 

Notwithstanding  the  extent  and  variety 
of  his  botanical  work,  Mr.  Darwin  always 
disclaimed  any  right  to  be  regarded  as  a 
professed  botonist.  He  turned  his  at- 
tention to  plants  doubtless  because  they 
were  convenient  objects  for  studying 
organic  phenomena  in  their  least  com- 
plicated forms;  and  this  point  of  view, 
which,  if  one  may  use  the  expression 
without  disrepect,  had  something  of  the 
amateur  about  it,  was  in  itself  of  the  great- 
est importance.  For,  from  not  being, 
till  he  took  up  any  point,  famUiar  with 
the  literature  bearing  on  it,  his  mind  was 
absolutely  free  from  any  prepossession. 
He  was  never  afraid  of  his  facts  or  of 
framing  any  hypothesis,  however  startling 


which  seemed  to  explain  them.  However 
much  weight  he  atiributed  to  inheritance 
as  a  factor  in  organic  phenomena,  tradition 
went  for  nothing  in  studying  them.  In 
any  one  else  such  an  attitude  would  have 
produced  much  work  that  was  crude  and 
rash.  But  Mr.  Darwin— if  one  may  ven- 
ture on  language  which  will  strike  no  one 
who  had  conversed  with  him  as  over- 
strained—seamed by  gentle  peisuasion  to 
have  penetrated  that  reserve  of  nature 
which  baflles  smaller  men.  In  other  words, 
his  long  experience  had  given  him  a  kind 
of  instinctive  insight  into  the  method  of 
attack  of  any  biological  problem,  however 
unfamiliar  to  him,  while  he  rigidly  con- 
trolled the  fertility  of  his  mind  in  hypo- 
thetical explanations  by  the  no  less  fer- 
tility of  ingeniously-devised  experiment. 
Whatever  he  touched  he  was  sure  to  draw 
from  it  something  that  it  had  never  before 
yielded,  and  he  was  wholly  free  from  that 
familiarity  which  comes  to  the  professed 
student  in  every  branch  of  science,  and 
blinds  the  mental  eye  to  the  significance  of 
things  which  are  overlooked  because 
always  in  view.— Dyer,  W.  T.  Thiselton, 
1882,  Work  in  Botany,  Charle$  Darwin 
Memorial  Notices  from  "Nature,"  p.  43. 

No  n;an  of  his  time  has  exercised  upon 
the  science  of  Geology  a  profounder 
influence  than  Charles  Darwin.  .  . 
In  fine,  the  spirit  of  Mr.  Darwin's  teaching 
may  be  traced  all  through  the  literature  of 
science,  even  in  departments  which  he 
never  himself  entered.  No  branch  of  re- 
search has  benefited  more  from  the  in- 
fusion of  this  spirit  than  geology.  Time- 
honoured  prejudices  have  been  broken 
down,  theories  that  seemed  the  most 
surely  based  have  been  reconsidered,  and 
when  found  untenable,  have  been  boldly 
discarded.  That  the  Present  must  be 
taken  as  a  guide  to  the  Past,  has  been  more 
fearlessly  asserted  than  ever.  And  yet  it 
has  been  recognized  that  the  Present  differs 
widely  from  the  Past,  that  there  has  been  a 
progress  everywhere,  that  Evolution  and 
not  Unif  ormitarianism  has  been  the  law  by 
which  geological  history  has  been  governed. 
For  the  impetus  with  which  these  views 
have  been  advanced  in  every  civilized 
country,  we  look  up  with  reverence  to  the 
loved  and  immortal  name  of  Charles  Dar- 
win.—Geikie,  Archibald,  1882,  Work  in 
Geology,  Charles  Darwin  Memorial  Notices 
reprinied  from  "Nature,"  pp,  15,  27. 
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Mr.  Darwin^a  latest  books  belong  to  a 
period  in  which,  having  lived  to  witness 
the  complete  success  of  his  great  work,  he 
has  employed  his  time  in  recording  the 
results  of  his  researches  on  many  sub- 
sidiary points,  of  no  little  interest  and  im- 
-portance  The  treatises  on  the  Expression 
of  the  Emotions  in  Man  and  Animals,  on 
the  Movements  and  Habits  of  Climbing 
Plants,  on  Insectivorous  Plants,  on  Cross 
and  Self  Fertilization,  on  the  Differ^t 
Forms  of  Flowers,  and  on  the  formation  of 
Vegetable  Mould  throiigh  the  Action  of 
Worms  should  be  read  as  models  of  sound 
sdentific  method  by  every  one  who  cares  to 
learn  what  scientific  method  is.  They 
may  be  counted,  too,  among  the  most  en- 
tertaining books  of  science  that  have  ever 
been  written ;  and  the  points  that  have  been 
established  in  them,  taken  in  connection 
with  Mr.  Darwin's  previous  works,  make 
up  an  aggregate  of  scientific  achievement 
such  as  has  rarely  been  equaled.  .  .  . 
On  the  Sunday  foUowing  Mr.  Darwin's 
death.  Canon  Liddon,  at  St.  Paul's  Cathe- 
dral, and  Canons  Barry  and  Prothero,  at 
Westminster  Abbey,  agreed  in  referring  to 
the  Darwinian  theory  as  ''not  necessarily 
hostile  to  the  fundamental  truths  of  reli- 
gion." The  effect  of  Mr.  Darwin's  work 
has  been,  however,  to  remodel  the  theologi- 
cal conceptions  of  the  origin  and  destiny  of 
man  which  were  current  in  former  times. 
In  this  respect  it  has  wrought  a  revolution 
as  great  as  that  which  Copernicus  inaugur- 
ated and  Newton  completed,  and  of  very 
much  the  same  kind.— Fiske,  John,  1882, 
Ckarki  Darwin,  AUantie  MonMy,  vol  49, 
p.  845. 

Unambitious  and  unassuming,  he  has 
never  thrust  himself  before  the  public,  nor 
sought  for  honours  and  emoluments.  He 
worked  for  the  love  of  science  and  of  truth, 
careless  of  his  own  reputation  if  only  he 
could  impart  to  others  that. which  his 
own  mind  had  grasped  so  firmly  and 
analysed  so  accurately.  As  a  naturalist, 
not  even  his  greatest  enemies  will  deny 
him  the  meed  of  praise.  No  other  man 
could  have  drawn  so  much  knowledge  from 
a  single  scientific  voyage,  and  the  works 
consequent  upon  his  connection  with  the 
expedition  of  the  Beagle  would  have  stood 
out  as  monuments  of  vast  genius  and  un- 
paralleled industry,  even  had  he  never 
written  those  better  Imown  and  much 
criticised  books  which  have  made  his  name 


the  war-<7y  of  opposing  factions. — Buck- 
land,  A.  W.,  1882,  CkarUi  Darwin,  Knowl- 
edge, vol.  1,  p.  571. 

One  of  the  most  notable  men  of  the  age— 
among  scientific  men  doubtiess  the  most 
notable  .  .  .  Whatever  indgment  pos- 
terity may  pronounce  upon  his  genius 
and  his  work,  we  may  say  that  no  other 
naturalist  ever  made  an  impression  at  once 
so  deep,  so  wide  and  so  immediate.  The 
name  of  Linmeus  most  invites  comparison; 
but  the  readers  and  pupils  of  linnsus  over 
a  century  ago  were  to  those  of  Darwin  as 
tens  are  to  thousands,  and  the  interest  of 
the  subjects  discussed  were  somewhat  in 
the  same  ratio.  Humboldt,  who,  like 
Darwin,  began  with  research  in  travel,  and 
to  whom  the  longest  of  lives,  vigorous 
health,  and  the  best  of  opportunities  were 
allotted,  essayed  similar  themes  in  a  more 
ambitious  spirit,  enjoyed  equal  popularity, 
but  left  no  great  impression  upon  the 
thought  of  his  own  day  and  ours.  As  a 
measure  of  contemporary  celebrity,  one 
may  note  that  no  other  author  that  we 
know  of  ever  gave  rise  in  his  own  active 
life-time  to  a  special  department  of  bibliog- 
raphy. Dante-literature  and  Shakespere- 
literature  are  the  growth  of  centuries;  but 
DoTwiniimus  had  filled  shelves  and  alcoves 
and  teeming  catalogues,  while  the  quiet 
but  unremitting  investigator  was  still  sup- 
plying new  and  even  novel  subjects  for 
comment.  Note,  also,  that  the  terms 
which  he  chose  as  the  catch-word  of  his 
theory  and  more  than  one  of  the  phrases 
by  which  he  illustrated  it,  less  than 
twenty-five  years  ago,  have  akeady  in 
their  spedal  meanings  been  engrafted  into 
his  mother-tongue,  and  even  into  other 
European  languages,  and  are  turned  to  use 
in  common  converse  with  hardly  any  sense 
of  strangeness.— Gray,  Asa,  1882,  Darwin, 
The  LUerary  World,  vol.  13,  p.  145. 

A  conqueror  greater  than  Alexander, 
who  extended  the  empire  of  human  knowl- 
edge.—Curtis,  George  Wiluam,  1882. 
The  Leadership  of  Edneaied  Men,  Orations 
and  Addreuee,  vol.  i,  p.  316. 

In  no  country  of  the  world,  however, 
England  not  excepted,  has  the  reforming 
doctrine  of  Darwin  met  with  so  much  liv- 
ing interest  or  evoked  such  a  storm  of 
writings,  for  and  against,  as  in  Germany. 
It  is  therefore  only  a  debt  of  honor  we  pay, 
it  at  this  yearns  assembly  of  German  Natur- 
alists and  Physidans  we  gratefully  call  to 
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remembrance  the  mighty  geniiis  who  has 
departed,  and  bring  home  to  our  minds  the 
loftiness  of  the  theory  of  nature  to  which 
he  has  elevated  us.  And  what  place  in  the 
world  could  be  more  appropriate  for  ren- 
dering this  service  of  thanks  than  Eis- 
enach, with  its  Wartburg,  this  stronghold 
of  free  inquiry  and  free  opinion!  As  in 
this  sacred  spot  360  years  ago  Martin 
Luther,  by  his  reform  of  the  church  in  its 
head  and  members,  introduced  a  new  era  in 
the  history  of  dvilisation,  so  in  our  days 
has  Charles  Darwin,  by  his  reform,  of  the 
doctrine  of  development,  consemed  the 
whole  preception,  thought,  and  volition  of 
mankind  into  new  and  higher  courses.  It 
is  true  that  personally  both  in  his  character 
and  influence,  Darwin  has  more  affinity 
to  the  meek  and  mild  Melanchthon  than  to 
the  powerful  and  inspired  Luther.  In  the 
scope  and  importance,  however,  of  their 
great  work  Of  reformation,  the  two  cases 
were  entirely  parallel,  and  in  both  the 
success  marks  a  new  epoch  in  the  develop- 
ment of  human  mind. — Haeckel,  Ernst 
Hbinrich,  1882,  Darwin,  Goeihe  arid  La- 
march;  Lecture  given  at  Eisenach. 

It  is  well  known  that  Mr.  Darwin's 
theory  on  the  Origin  of  Species  has  been 
accepted  in  Germany  more  widely,  with 
more  absolute  faith,  and  with  more  vehe- 
ment enthusiasm,  than  in  the  country  of 
its  birth.  In  Germany,  more  conspicuously 
than  elsewhere,  it  has  itself  become  the 
subject  of  developments  as  strange  and  as 
aberrant  as  any  which  it  assumes  in  the 
history  of  Organic  life.  The  most  ex- 
travagant concluinons  have  been  drawn 
from  it— invading  every  branch  of  human 
thought,  in  Sdence,  in  Philosophy,  and  in 
Religion.  These  conclusions  have  been 
preached,  too,  with  a  dogmatism  as  angry 
and  as  intolerant  as  any  of  the  old  theolo- 
gies. It  is  the  fate  of  every  idea  which  is 
new  and  fruitfid,  that  it  is  ridden  to  the 
death  by  excited  novices.  We  cannot 
be  surprised  if  this  fate  has  overtaken  the 
idea  that  all  existing  animal  forms  have 
had  their  ancestry  in  other  forms  which 
exist  no  longer,  and  have  been  derived 
from  these  by  ordinary  generation  through 
countless  stages  of  descent. —  Argyll, 
Duke  op,  1882,  The  Theories  of  Darvdn  and 
Their  rdaiian  to  Philosophy,  Religion  and 
MoralUy  hy  Rudolf  Schmidi.t.  Zimmermann, 
Introduction,  p.  5. 

Darwin  seems  to  me  to  be  the  Coper- 


nicus of  the  organic  world.^RETNOLD,  E. 
Dubois,  1883,  Darwin  and  Copernicus, 
Addresses  before  the  Berlin  Academy  of 
Sciences. 

His  name  has  given  a  new  word  to  sev- 
eral languages,  and  his  genius  is  acknowl* 
edged  wherever  civilisation  extends.  Yet 
the  very  greatness  of  his  fame,  together 
with  the  number,  variety,  and  scientific 
importance  of  his  works  has  caused  him 
to  be  altogether  misapprehended  by  the 
bulk  of  the  reading  public.  Every  book 
of  Darwin's  has  been  reviewed  or  noticed 
in  almost  every  newspaper  and  periodical, 
while  his  theories  have  been  the  subject  of 
so  much  criticism  and  so  much  dispute, 
that  most  educated  persons  have  been 
able  to  obtain  some  general  notion  of  his 
teachings,  often  without  having  read  a 
single  chapter  of  his  works,— and  very 
few,  indeed,  except  professed  students  oiF 
science,  have  read  the  whole  series  of  them. 
It  has  been  so  easy  to  learn  something  of 
the  Darwinian  thedry  at  second-hand  that 
few  have  cared  to  study  it  as  expounded 
by  ite  author.  It  thus  happens  that  while 
Darwin's  name  and  fame  are  more  widely 
known  than  in  the  case  of  any  other  mod- 
em man  of  science,  the  real  character  and 
importance  of  the  work  he  did  are  as 
widely  misunderstood. — Wallace,  Al- 
fred RussEL,  1883-95,  Natural  Selection 
and  Tropical  Nature,  p.  450. 

Darwin:  Socrates? 

Dotmon  (Socrates):  Who  else  should 
greet  thee  here  than  he  whose  spirit  guided 
thee  thine  earth-life  through?  Thou 
knewest  it  not;  but  all  men  saw  thy  method 
was  Socratic.  Thy  natal  star  was  mine 
that  beamed  upon  thee  in  the  Abbey 
church.  Thy  Nemesis  and  I  are  one. 
'Twas  my  familiar  spirit  speaking  through 
the  course  of  Nature's  evolution  from  t£e 
moner  to  the  man,  pointing  the  way  of 
truth  through  mundane  matter  to  the 
substence  of  soul  that  clothes  thy  spirit 
now  in  brightness.  This,  thy  Dsmon,  is 
the  Love  of  Truth.— CouES,  Elliott,  1885, 
The  Damon  of  Darwin,  p.  48. 

Aside  from  their  scientific  value,  the 
works  of  Darwin  have  a  broad  human  in- 
terest, and  are  thenefore  not  to  be  over- 
looked by  the  literary  man.  They  add  to 
our  knowledge  of  nature,  not  after  the  man- 
ner of  the  closest  naturalist,  but  after  the 
manner  of  the  great  explorers  and  dis- 
coverers.     It  is  mainly  vital  knowledge 
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which  he  gives  us.  What  a  peculiar  human 
interest  attaches  to  the  results  of  his  ob- 
servations upon  the  earth-worm  and  the 
formation  of  vegetable  mould;  to  his  work 
upon  the  power  of  movement  in  plants;  to 
his  discovery  of  the  value  of  cross-fertiliza- 
tion in  the  vegetable  kingdom,  to  say  noth- 
ing of  the  light  which  he  has  thrown  upon 
the  origin  of  species  and  the  descent  of 
man.  Of  course,  all  kinds  of  knowledge  are 
not  equally  viUuable;  all  knowledge  does 
not  alike  warm  and  enlighten  us;  but  there 
is  much  in  Darwin  that  warms  and  en- 
lightens us.  Contact  with  such  a  broad, 
sane,  sincere  spirit,  is  of  itself  of  the  highest 
value.  Indeed,  to  ignore  Darwin  is  not 
only  to  ignore  modem  science ;  it  is  to  ignore 
one  of  the  broadest  and  most  helpful  minds 
of  the  century.  And  then  to  object  to  him 
upon  such  whimsical  grounds  as  Ruskin 
does— namely,  "because  it  is  every  man's 
duty  to  know  what  he  i<,  not  to  think  of  the 
embryo  he  was, "and  also  "because  Dar- 
win has  a  mortal  fascination  for  all  vainly 
curious  and  idly  speculative  persons" — is  a 
piece  of  folly  that  it  would  be  hard  to  match 
even  in  the  utterances  of  this  prince  of 
caprice.— Burroughs,  John,  1886,  RuMtCb 
Judgment  of  CUbbon  and  Darwin^  The  CriHe, 
May  1. 

His  style  has  been  much  praised;  on  the 
other  hand,  at  least  one  good  judge  has 
remarked  to  me  that  it  is  not  a  cp>od  style. 
It  is,  above  all  things,  direct  and  clear; 
and  it  is  characteristic  of  himself  in  its  sim- 
plicity, bordering  on  naivete,  and  in  its 
absence  of  pretence.  He  had  the  strongest 
disbelief  in  the  common  idea  that  a  classi- 
cal scholar  must  write  good  English;  in- 
deed, he  thought  that  the  contrary  was  tiie 
case.  In  writing,  he  sometimes  showed 
the  same  tendency  to  strong  expressions 
sa  he  did  in  conversation.— Darwin, 
Francis,  1887,  Life  and  Letters  of  Chaiet 
DarwiUy  vol.  I,  p.  131. 

Never,  perhaps,  did  a  biography  give 
such  an  unmixedly  pleasing  impression 
both  of  its  hero  and  of  his  friends.  In 
these  hundreds  of  unstudied  letters  there 
is  not  a  sentence  which  we  could  wish  other- 
wise written ;  nor  are  the  surrounding  group 
of  correspondents  unworthy  of  the  centr^ 
figure.  In  this  respect  their  various  theo- 
retical opinions  seem  to  make  little  differ- 
ence; but  we  soon  feel  that  it  is  not  from  a 
chosen  company  of  men  such  as  these  that 
we  can  argue  as  to  the  ultimate  influence 


of  any  belief  or  disbelief  upon  the  mass  of 
manland.  Ignorant  and  prejudiced  critics 
are  the  only  villains  in  the  tale,  and  even 
their  howling  comes  to  us  faint  as  the 
woolfish  sounds  which  .£neas  heard  across 
j^he  waters  as  he  steered  safe  by  Circe's 
isle.  How  different  from  the  restless  bit- 
terness of  Carlyle,  who  makes  us  feel  that 
he  is  struggling  alone  to  retain  reason  and 
humanity  among  the  crowding  bears  and 
swine  (—from  the  sad  resolve  of  George 
Eliot,  who  seems  ever  to  be  encountering 
the  enchantress  with  the  sprig  of  moly, 
herself  half  doubtful  of  its  power!  And 
linked  with  this  peace  of  conscience  there 
is  a  boyish  yet  a  steadfast  happiness;  a 
total  freedom  from  our  self-questioning 
complexities  —  from  the  Welt-Schmerz 
which,  in  one  form  or  other  has  paralysed 
or  saddened  so  many  of  the  best  lives  of  our 
times.  Can  we  get  nearer  to  the  source  of 
this  tran^uilitv?  Can  we  detect  the 
prophylactic  whidi  kept  the  melancholv 
mfection  at  bay?— Mters,  Frederic  W. 
H.,  1888,  Charlee  Darwin  and  Agnoeticiem, 
TortnigMy  Review,  vol.  49,  p.  105. 

Evidence  is  not  wanting  that  at  times 
he  had  misgivings  that  his  own  inteUect  was 
not  competent  to  judge  of  the  facts  he  had 
collected,  and  that  he  was  biased  by  long 
brooding  over  a  certain  kind  of  thoughts. 
He  feared,  at  times,  that  he  might  be  only  a 
"crank"  following  an  ignie-fatuui.  "How 
awfully  flat  I  shall  feel/'  he  writes,  "if 
when  I  get  my  notes  together  on  species, 
etc.,  the  whole  thing  explodes  like  an 
empty  puff-ball!''  But  he  felt  that  com- 
petent judges  were  at  hand,  at  least  three 
of  them,  on  whose  verdict  the  theory  could 
stand  or  fall  so  far  as  he  was  concerned. 
Darwin  realized  that  if  he  could  convince 
Lyell,  Hooker,  and  Huxley,  the  battle  was 
won.  If  these  three  sreat  minds  gave 
assent,  the  truth  must  be  there.  For  the 
rest  of  the  scientific  world,  especially  for 
the  younger  and  more  observant  of  his  fel- 
low-workers, the  adoption  of  the  theory  of 
descent  would  be  only  a  question  of  time. 
Nothing  in  the  history  of  science  is  more 
remarkable  than  the  calm  patience  and 
humility  with  which  Darwin  awaits  the 
verdict  of  posterity  on  the  main  question 
involved  in  his  theory  of  the  origin  of 
species.— Jordan,  David  S.,  1888,  Darwin's 
Life  and  Letters,  The  Did,  vol.  8,  p.  217. 

What  is  the  relation  of  Agassiz  to 
Darwin — of   Agassizian    development    to 
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Darwinian  evolution?  I  answer,  it  is  the 
relation  of  formal  science  to  physical  or 
casual  science.  Agassiz  advanced  biology 
to  the  farmd  stage;  Darwin  carried  it  for- 
ward, to  some  extent  at  least,  to  the  phyrir 
ed  stage.— Le  Ck)NTE,  J6seph,  1888,  Etxt- 
luHon  and  its  Relation  to  Rdigiaus  Thought, 
p.  46. 

The  publication  of  the  '*  life  and  Letters" 
of  the  late  Mr.  Charles  Darwin  by  his  son, 
has  thrown  light  upon  some  points  of  Dar- 
win's opinions  and  character  which  till  now 
were  obscure,  and  has  re-awakened  an 
interest  in  his  well-known  theory  of  "nat- 
ural selection''  which  had  begun  some- 
what to  flag.  .  .  .  The  influence 
which  Wt.  Darwin  has  exercised  over  men's 
mijids  with  respect  to  this  question  is 
probably  greater  than  that  of  any  writer 
since  St.  Paul.— Mivart,  St.  George,  1889, 
Darmn's  BriUiani  Fallacy,  The  Forum,  vol. 
7,  p.  99. 

The  conception  of  evolution  has  pene- 
trated every  department  of  organic  science, 
espedally  where  it  touches  man.  Darwin 
personally,  to  whom  belongs  the  chief  place 
of  honour  in  the  triumph  of  a  movement 
which  b^an  with  Aristotle,  has  been  a 
transf or^ng  power  by  virtue  of  his  method 
and  spirit.  Us  immense  patience,  his  keen 
observation,  his  modesty  and  allegiance  to 
truth;  no  one  has  done  so  much  to  make 
science— that  is  to  say,  all  inquiry  into  the 
traceable  causes  or  relation  of  things— so 
attractive.— Ellis,  Havelock,  1890,  The 
New  Spun,  Introduction,  p.  5. 

Nobody  can  value  more  than  I  do  the 
fflgnificance  for  the  general  student  of  the 
splendid  achievement  of  Darwin;  but  it 
was  a  splendid  achievement  for  humanity 
at  large  because  the  age  was  ripe  for  the 
extension  of  the  historical  conception  far 
beyond  the  boundaries  of  humanity  proper. 
...  If  you  can  conceive  Darwin's 
knowledge  of  natural  history,  his  in- 
vestigations, and  his  marvelous  induc- 
tion that  led  to  the  principle  of  natural 
selection,  ^th  all  its  consequences,  if,  I 
say,  you  can  conceive  all  thiis  transferred 
to  the  last  century,  some  properly  in- 
formed naturalist  might,  no  doubt,  have 
been  convinced;  but  the  world  at  large 
could  have  found  no  place  for  the  doctrine. 
It  would  have  been  to  them  only  one  oddity 
the  more  in  nature,  or  rather  in  specula- 
tion. They  would  have  called  it  Darwin's 
paradox,  and  would  have  banished  it  into 


the  realm  of  curiosities.  It  was  coming 
into  an  historical  age,  that  made  Darwin's 
book  so  great  a  prize,  and  the  idea  of  nat- 
ural selection  so  deeply  suggestive  to  philos- 
ophy. .  .  .  With  the  one  exception 
of  Newton's  "Principia,"  no  single  book  of 
empirical  science  has  ever  been  of  more  im- 
portance to  philosophy  than  this  work  of 
Darwin's.— ROYCE,  Josiah,  1892,  The 
SpirU  of  Modem  Philosophy,  pp.  285,  286. 
One  of  the  noblest  and  yet  humblest  of 
the  high  priests  of  inductive  science. — 
ViGNOLBS,  0.  J.,  1893,  The  Home  of  a 
Natwrdist,  Good  Words,  vol  34,  p.  97. 

The  name  of  Charles  Darwin  will  ever 
be  pre-eminent  among  the  immortal  coterie 
of  commanding  thinkers  who  have  mjade 
the  nineteenth  century  the  most  notable 
epoch  in  the  history  of  scientific  thought 
and  attunment.  The  influence  of  his  care- 
ful and  patient  research  and  the  logical 
deductions  which  he  gave  mankind  in  his 
masterly  volumes  have  changed,  to  a  great 
extent,  the  current  of  a  world's  thought. 
Not  that  Darwin  alone  accomplished  this, 
for  never  was  a  king  surrounded  by  more 
loyal  knights  than  was  this  great  man  en- 
vironed by  giant  thinkers  who  nobly  fought 
for  the  thought  he  sought  to  estabMi, 
against  the  combined  opposition  of  estab- 
lished religious  and  scholastic  conservatism. 
But  the  important  fact  must  not  be  over- 
looked that  had  it  not  been  for  the  years 
of  patient  observation  and  research,  which 
enabled  Mr.  Darwin  tangibly  to  demon- 
strate the  truth  of  many  important  con- 
tested questions,  the  splendid  philosophical 
presentations  of  Spencer,  the  important 
labors  of  Dr.  Alfred  Russel  Wallace,  and 
other  scarcely  less  vigorous  thinkers  would 
have  only  been  suflident  to  arouse  a  fierce 
war,  which  even  a  century  might  not  have 
settled  in  favor  of  the  bold  innovators. 
Hence  Mr.  Darwin  will  ever  stand  as  the 
great  apostle  of  evolutionary  thought, 
vaguely  foreshadowed  by  Buffon,  St. 
Hilaire,  and  Erasmus  Darwin,  and  boldly 
outlined  by  Lamarck.— Flower,  B.  0., 
1893,  Life  of  Charles  Darwin,  The  Arena, 
vol.  7,  p.  352. 

In  the  first  place,  with  regard  to  merely 
historical  accuracy,  it  appears  to  me 
undesirable  that  naturalists  should  en- 
deavor to  hide  certdn  parts  of  Darwin's 
teaching,  and  give  undue  prominence  to 
others.  In  the  second  pace,  it  appears  to 
me  still  more  undesirable  that  tMs  should 
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be  done— as  it  usually  is  done— for  the  pur- 
pose of  making  it  appear  that  Darwin's 
teaching  did  not  really  differ  very  much 
from  that  of  Wallace  and  Weismann  on  the 
important  points  in  question.  I  myself 
beUeve  that  Darwin's  judgment  with  re- 
gard to  all  these  points  will  evidently 
prove  more  sound  and  accurate  than  that 
of  any  of  the  recent  would-be  improvers 
upon  his  system;  but  even  apart  from  this 
opinion  of  my  own,  it  is  undesirable  that 
Darwin's  views  should  be  misrepresented, 
whether  the  misrepresentation  be  due  to 
any  unfavorable  bias  against  one  side  of  his 
teaching,  or  to  sheer  carelessness  in  the 
reading  of  books.— Romanes,  Georgb 
John,  1894,  Darwin  and  after  Darwin,  In- 
iroduetion,  pt.  n,  p.  8. 

A  great  merit  of  his  writings  lies  in  the 
amount  of  his  facts,  and  in  the  moderation 
with  whidi  he  states  them.  But  his  results, 
though  gaining  acceptance,  are  still  matter 
of  dispute.  There  is  little  charm  in  his 
style;  the  charm  lies  in  the  originality  and 
boldness  of  his  theories,  and  the  interest 
of  his  subject.  He  is  probably  the  most 
eminent  man  of  science  of  tbb  century.— 
Robertson,  J.  Logie,  1894,  A  Hiitary  of 
EnglUk  Ldieraiure,  p.  380. 

His  educational  history,  his  thorough- 
ness, his  scientific  honesty,  his  logical 
power,  his  power  of  minute  observation 
and  broad  generalization,  the  greatness  of 
the  problems  with  which  he  dealt,  and  the 
profound  influence  of  his  views  upon  the 
thought  of  the  world,  all  conspire  to  make 
him  a  model,  in  the  study  of  scientific 
n^ethod.  Some  of  lus  views  have  been 
rejected,  and  n^any  may  be  profoundly 
modified  by  more  accurate  knowledge,  but 
these  things  will  in  no  way  affect  the  value 
of  Darwin  as  a  type  of  what  education 
should  accomplish,  and  how  it  must  ac- 
complish it.— Cramer,  Frank,  1896,  The 
Method  of  Darwin,  p.  31. 

The  style  of  Darwin  &ttem.pts  no  omate- 
ness,  and  on  the  other  hand  it  is  not  one 
of  those  extremely  ample  styles  which  are 
independent  of  ornament  and  to  which 
ornament  would  be  simply  a  defacement. 
But  it  is  very  clear;  it  is  not  in  the  least 
slovenly;  and  there  is  about  it  the  inde- 
finable sense  that  the  writer  might  have 
been  a  much  greater  writer,  simply  as  such, 
than  he  is,  if  he  had  cared  to  take  the 
trouble,  and  had  not  been  almost  solely 
intent  upon  his  matter.    Such  writers  are 
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not  so  common  that  they  should  be  ne- 
glected, and  they  may  at  least  stand  in  the 
Court  of  the  Gentiles,  the  "provincial  band  '^ 
of  literature.— Saintsburt,  George,  1896, 
A  Hietory  of  Nineieenih  Centwry  Literature, 
p.  413. 

A  man  who  has  effected  a  greater  revo- 
lution in  the  opinions  of  mankind  than 
anyone,  at  least  since  Newton,  and  whose 
name  is  likely  to  live  with  honor  as  long  as 
the  human  race  moves  upon  the  planet.  — 
Lecky,  WiLUAii  Edward  Hartpole,  1896, 
Democraey  and  Liberty,  vol.  i,  p.  255. 

The  style  of  Darwin's  writing  is  re- 
markable for  the  absence  of  all  affectation, 
of  all  attempt  at  epi^*am,  literary  allusion, 
or  rhetoric.  In  this  it  is  admirably  suited 
to  its  subject.  At  the  same  time  there  is 
no  sacrifice  of  clearness  to  brevity,  nor  are 
technical  terms  used  in  place  of  langua^. 
The  greatest  pains  are  obviously  given  by 
the  author  to  enable  his  reader  to  thor- 
oughly understand  the  matter  in  hand. 
Fitfther,  the  reader  is  treated  not  only  with 
this  courtesy  of  full  explanation,  but  with 
extreme  fairness  and  modesty.  Darwin 
never  slurs  over  a  difficulty  nor  minimizes 
over  it.  He  states  objections  and  awkward 
facts  prominentiy,  and  without  shirking 
proceeds  to  deal  with  them  by  citation  or 
experiment  or  observation  carried  out  by 
him  for  tiie  purpose.  His  modesty  towards 
his  reader  is  a  delightful  characteristic. 
He  simply  desires  to  persuade  you  as  one 
reasonable  friend  may  persuade  another. 
He  never  thrusts  a  conclufiion  nor  even  a 
step  towards  a  conclusion  upon  you,  by  a 
demand  for  your  confidence  in  him  as  an 
authority,  or  by  an  unfair  weighting  of 
the  arguments  which  he  balances,  or  by  a 
juggle  of  word-play.  The  consequence  is 
that  though  Darwin  himself  thought  he  had 
no  literary  ability,  and  labored  over  and 
rewrote  his  sentences,  we  have  in  his  works 
a  model  of  clear  exposition  of  a  great  argu- 
ment, and  the  most  remarkable  example 
of  persuasive  style  in  the  English  language 
— persuasive  because  of  its  transparent 
honesty  and  scrupulous  moderation.— 
Lankester,  E.  Ray,  1897,  Library  of  the 
WotMs  Best  Literature,  ed.  Warner,  vol. 
rai,  p.  4392. 

Asaphilospherwho  regards  evolutionism 
in  some  form  as  affording  the  most  hopeful 
method  of  approaching  tiie  mystery  of  ex- 
istence, I  am  inclined  to  hold  that  when 
historical  perspective  has  cleared  away  the 
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mole-hiDs  we  have  made  into  mountains, 
it  will  be  here  that  will  be  found  Darwin's 
most  momentous  and  enduring  service  to 
knowledge  and  to  mankind. — ScHiLLESRy 
F.  C:  S.,  1897,  Darwinitm  and  Design,  Con- 
temporary  Review,  vol.  71,  p.  883. 

Darwin's  books  owe  comparatively  little 
to  the  graces  of  style.  He  wrote  slowly, 
and  co^esses  to  have  found  composition 
difficult.  It  was  not  therefore  to  the  lit- 
erary quality  of  his  work,  but  to  the  in- 
terest attaching  to  the  numberless  obser- 
vations of  facts  that  he  recorded,  and  the 
startling  nature  of  the  speculations  to 
which  they  led  him,  that  the  extraordinary 
success  of  Mb  books  was  due.^GRAHAM, 
RiCHASD  D.,  1897,  The  Maeterz  of  Vidarian 
LikraJture,  p.  483. 

The  gr^d^st  of  Victorian  natural  philoso- 
phers. .  •  .  He  is  one  of  the  great  arti- 
ficers of  human  thought,  a  noble  figure 
destined,  in  utter  simplicity  and  abnegation 
of  self,  to  perform  one  of  the  most  stirring 
and  inspiring  acts  ever  carried  out  by  a  angle 
intelligence,  and  to  reawaken  the  sources 


of  human  enthusiasm.  Darwin's  great 
suggestion,  of  life  evolved  by  the  process 
of  natural  selection,  is  so  far-reaching  in  its 
effects  as  to  cover  not  science  oidy,  but  art 
and  literature  as  well ;  and  he  had  the  genius 
to  carry  this  suggested  idea,  past  all  ob- 
jections and  obstacles,  up  to  the  station  of  a 
biological  system  the  most  generally  ac- 
cepted of  any  put  forth  in  recent  times. — 
GossE,  Edmund,  1897,  A  Short  History  of 
Modem  English  Literaitare,  p.  358. 

Darwin,  though  a  specialist  of  genius, 
and  a  specialist  on  a  great  scale,  was  still, 
after  all,  a  specialist.  And  he  never  claimed 
to  bring  the  world  a  new  cosmical  philoso- 
phy; it  was  enough  for  him  to  introduce 
one  new  hypothesis,  linkmg  together  idl 
forms  of  life,  and  to  see  this  hypothesis 
conquerinjg  nund  after  mind,  until  the 
whole  dvuized  world  seemed  to  bow  to  its 
discoverer.  Darwin  dealt  with  the  evo- 
lution of  species,  Spencer  has  dealt  with 
the  evolution  of  the  univ6rse.~MACKiN- 
T06H,  Robert,  1899,  From  ComU  to  Ben- 
jamin Kidd,  p  67. 


Gabriel  Charles  Dante  Rossetti 

1828-1882 
B<Nm  in  London,  and  early  in  his  professional  career  modified  his  name  into  Dante 
Gabriel  Rossetti.  He  was  the  brother  of  Christina  Qeorgina  Rossetti,  and  son  of  Gabriels 
Rossetti,  an  Italian  poet-patriot,  who  escaped  to  England  as  a  political  exile  after  the 
failure  of  the  Neapolitan  msurrection  in  1821.  In  1835  Dante  Gabriel  entered  King's 
College  School,  where  he  remiuned  for  eight  years,  when  he  studied  first  at  an  Art  academy, 
and  fSterwarda  at  the  Royal  Academy  Antique  School.  He  left  the  academy  in  1848,  and 
the  following  year  exhibited  his  first  picture,  "The  Girlhood  of  Mary  \lrgin.''  In  1848 
he  associated  with  Holman  Hunt  and  Thomas  Woohier  in  founding  the  Pre-Raphaelite 
Brotherhood,  and  two  years  later  contributed  "  The  Blessed  Damozel"  to  The  Germ,  which 
had  been  started  as  the  offidal  organ  of  that  movement.  In  1856  he  became  one  of  the  con- 
tributors to  The  Oxford  and  Cambridge  Magazine,  which  also  advocated  Pre-Raphaelite 
principles.  In  1860  he  married  Elizabeth  Eleanor  Sddal,  his  model  and  pupil,  who  died 
two  years  later,  under  tragic  drcumstances,  being  found  dead  in  her  bed  from  the  effects  of 
an  overdose  of  laudanum.  Under  stress  of  deep  mef .  he  impulsively  buried  in  his  wife's 
cofBn  tiie  manuscript  copies  of  both  his  published  ana  unpublished  poems,  which  he  eight 
years  Uter  permitted  to  be  exhumed  at  the  earnest  solicitation  of  his  friends.  The  poems 
thus  recovered  were  revised  for  publication,  and  appeared  in  1870.  It  was  this  volume 
which  inspired  Mr.  Robert  Buchanan's  article  "  The  Fleshly  School  of  Poetry, "  in  The  Con- 
temporary  Review.  The  strictures  of  this  critic,  followed  by  others  equallv  harsh,  served 
to  make  Rossetti,  always  retirm^  in  his  habits,  ahnost  a  recluse.  ShorUy  before  the  pub- 
lication of  Mr.  Buchanan's  criticism,  he  had  resorted  to  chloral  as  a  remedy  for  insomnia, 
and  his  disturbed  condition  of  mind  caused  by  the  hostUe  reception  given  to  his  poems  led 
him  into  such  excesave  use  of  the  drug,  as  to  ultimately  cause  his^  death.  He  published 
''The  Early  Italian  Poets"  (translation,  1861;)  "Poems,"  1870,  and  a  new  edition  1881; 
''Dante  and  his  Circle"  (translations),  1874;  "Ballads  and  Sonnets,"  1881.  A  coUected 
edition  of  his  poems  and  translations,  edited  by  his  brother,  Mr.  William  Michael  Rossetti, 
was  publbhed  m  1887.— Randolph,  Hsnrt  F.,  1887,  ed.  Fifty  Yean  of  Sn^Kii  Sang, 
Biographical  Notes,  vol.  TV,  p.  26. 
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PERSONAL 
OaUed  on  Dante  Rossetti.  Saw  Mias 
Siddal,  looking  thinner  and  more  deathlike 
and  more  beautiful  and  more  ragged  than 
ever;  a  real  artist,  a  woman  without  parallel 
for  many  a  long  year.  Oabriel  as  usual 
diffuse  and  inconsequent  in  his  work. 
Drawing  wonderful  and  lovely  Gusgums 
one  after  another,  each  one  a  fresh  (£arm, 
each  one  stamped  with  immortality,  and 
his  picture  never  advancing.  However,  he 
\a  at  the  wall,  and  I  am  to  get  him  a  white 
calf  and  a  cart  to  paint  here;  would  he  but 
study  the  golden  one  a  little  more.  Poor 
GabrieUo.— Brown,  Madox,  1854,  Diary, 
Oct.  6;  Ruikin,  Ro$9etti  PferaphadiHim, 
ed.  Ro9ietd,  p.  19. 

While  I  write,  my  heart  is  sore  for  a 
great  calamity  just  befallen  poor  Rossetti, 
which  I  only  heard  of  last  night— his  wife, 
who  had  been,  as  an  invalid,  in  the  habit 
of  taking  laudanum,  swallowed  an  over- 
dose—was found  by  the  poor  fellow  on  his 
return  from  the  workingmen's  class  in  the 
evening,  under  the  effects  of  it— help  was 
called  in,  the  stomach-pump  used;  but  she 
died  in  the  night,  about  a  week  a^.— 
Browning,  Robert,  1862,  To  Mu$  Bloif' 
den,  Feb.  15;  Life  and  Letten  of  Robert 
Browning,  ed.  Orr,  tcl,  n,  p.  375. 

What  wreath  have  I  above  thy  rest  to  place, 
What  worthy  song-wreath,  Friend — ^nay,  more 

than  friend? 
For  80  thou  didst  aU  other  men  transcend 
That  the  pure,  fiery  worship  of  old  days — 
That  of  the  boy,  content  to  hear,  to  gase — 
Burned  on  most  brightly,  though  as  lamps  none 

tend 
The  lights  on  other  shrines  had  made  an  end 
And  darkness  reigned  where  wa9  the  vestal 

blase. 
Far  from  us  now  thou  art,  and  never  again 
Thy  magic  voice  shall  thrill  me  as  one  thrills 
When  noblest  music  storms  his  heart  and  brain. 
The  sea  remembers  thee,  the  woods,  the  hills, 
Sunlight  and  moonlight,  and  the  hurrying  rills; 
And  love  saith,  "Surely  this  man  leads  my 

train!" 

—  Marston,  Philip  Bourke,  1882,  In 
Memory  o\  D.  0.  Rosntti,  WindrVoicee, 
p.  176. 

During  the  last  eight  years  of  his  life, 
Rossetti's  whole  being  was  clouded  by  the 
terrible  curse  of  an  excitable  temperament 
—sleeplessness.  To  overcome  this  enemy, 
which  interfered  with  his  powers  of  work 
and  concentration  of  thought,  he  accepted 
the  treacherous  aid  of  the  new  drug,  chloral, 
which  was  then  vaunted  as  perfectly  harm- 


less in  its  effect  upon  the  health.  The  doses 
of  chloral  became  more  and  more  necessary 
to  him,  and  I  am  told  that  at  last  they  be- 
came so  frequent  and  excessive  that  no  case 
has  been  recorded  in  the  annals  of  medicine 
in  wUch  one  patient  has  taken  so  much,  or 
even  half  so  much  chloral  as  Rossetti  took. 
Under  this  unwholesome  drug  his  constitu- 
tion, originally  a  magnificent  one,  slipped 
unconsciously  into  decay,  the  more  stealth- 
ily that  the  poison  seemed  to  have  no  effect 
whatever  on  the  powers  of  the  victim's 
inteUect.  He  painted  until  physical  force 
failed  him;  he  wrote  brilliantly  to  the  very 
last,  and  two  sonnets  dictated  by  him  on 
his  death-bed  are  described  to  me  as  being 
entirely  worthy  of  his  mature  powers.— 
GOBSK,  Edmund,  1882,  Dank  Oabriel 
Ro$$etH,  Centwry  Mofazine,  vol.  24,  p.  725. 

ffis  interest  was  entirely  engrossed  by 
his  work;  although  well  read  and  an  ex- 
ceUent  talker  he  shrank  from  general 
society,  but  he  was  a  warm  friend  to  his 
friends  and  tiiere  was  about  him  that 
curious  personal  fascination  so  frequently 
found  combined  with  creative  genius.— 
HxjEFFBR,  Francis,  1882,  Ballade  and 
Poeme,  Tauehniiz  Ed.,  Memoir,  p.  21 

Naturally  the  sale  of  Mr.  Rossetti's 
effects  attracted  a  large  number  of  persons 
to  the  gloomy  old-fashioned  residence  in 
Gheyne  Walk,  Chelsea,  and  nuiny  of  the 
articles  sold  went  for  prices  very  far  in 
excess  of  tiieir  intrinsic  value,  tiie  total 
sum  reaJised  being  over  £3,000.  .  .  .  But 
during  the  sale  of  these  books  on  that  fine 
July  afternoon,  in  the  dingy  study  hung 
round  with  the  lovely  but  melancholy  faces 
of  Proserpine  and  Pandora,  despite  the 
noise  of  we  throng  and  the  witticisms  of 
the  auctioneer,  a  sad  feeling  of  desecration 
must  have  crept  over  nuiny  of  those  who 
were  present  at  the  dispersion  of  the  house- 
hold goods  and  favourite  books  of  that 
man  who  hated  the  vulgar  crowd.  Gazing 
through  the  open  windows  they  could  see 
the  tall  trees  waving  their  heads  in  a  sorrow- 
ful sort  of  way  in  the  summer  breeze, 
throwing  their  shifting  shadows  over  the 
neglected  grass-grown  paths,  once  the 
haunt  of  the  stately  peacocks  whose 
medieval  beauty  had  such  a  strange 
fascination  for  Rossetti,  and  whose  feathers 
are  now  the  accepted  favours  of  his  apostles 
and  admirers.  And  so  their  gaze  would 
wander  back  agwi  to  that  mysterious  face 
upon  the  wall,  that  face  as  some  say  the 
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grandest  in  the  world,  a  lovely  one  in  truth, 
with  its  wistful,  woful,  passionate  eyes,  its 
n^asses  of  heavy  wavy  auburn  hair,  its 
sweet  sad  mouth  with  the  full  red  lips;  a 
face  that  seemed  to  say  the  sad  old  lines : 
"'Tis  better  to  have  loved  and  lost, 
Than  never  to  have  loved  at  all." 
And  then  would  come  the  monotonous  cry 
of  the  auctioneer  to  disturb  the  reverie, 
and  call  one  back  to  the  matter  of  fact 
world  which  Dante  Gabriel  Rossetti,  painter 
and  poet,  has  left. 

GOING!    GOING  I    GONE  I 
—Hamilton,  Walter,  1882,  The  JEdheHc 
Movement  in  England,  pp.  59, 60. 

The  main  features  of  his  character  were, 
in  my  apprehension,  fearlessness,  kindli- 
ness, a  decision  that  sonietimes  made  him 
seem  somewhat  arbitrary,  and  condensa- 
tion or  concentration.  He  was  wonder- 
fully self-reliant.  .  .  .  His  work  was  f[reat; 
the  man  was  greater.  His  conversation  had 
a  wonderful  ease,  precision,  and  felicity 
of  expression.  He  produced  thoughts  per- 
fectly enunciated  with  a  deliberate  happi- 
ness that  was  indescribable,  though  it  was 
always  simple  conversation,  never  harangu- 
ing or  declamation.  He  was  a  natiual 
leader  because  he  was  a  natural  teacher. 
When  he  chose  to  be  interested  in  anj^hing 
that  was  brought  before  him,  no  pains  were 
too  great  for  him  to  take.  His  advice  was 
always  given  warmly  and  freely,  and  when 
he  spoke  of  the  works  of  others  it  was 
always  in  the  most  generous  spirit  of 
praise.  It  was  in  fact  impossible  to  have 
been  more  free  from  captiousness,  jealousy, 
envy,  or  any  other  form  of  pettiness  than 
this  truly  noble  man.— Dixon,  Richard 
Watson,  1882,  Letter  to  Hall  Caine,  ReeoU 
lections  of  Rossetti,  p.  38. 

Rossetti  had  buried  the  only  complete 
copy  of  his  poems  with  his  wife  at  Bxghr 
gate,  and  for  a  time  he  had  been  able  to 
put  by  the  thought  of  them;  but  as  one  by 
one  of  his  friends,  Mr.  Morris,  Mr.  Swin- 
burne, and  others,  attained  to  distinction 
as  poets,  he  began  to  hanker  after  poetic 
reputation,  and  to  reflect  with  pain  and 
regret  upon  the  hidden  fruits  of  his  best 
effort.  Rossetti- in  all  love  of  his  memory 
be  it  spoken — was  after  all  a  frail  mortal; 
of  unstable  character:  of  variable  purpose: 
a  creature  of  impulse  and  whim,  and  with  a 
^ntiful  lack  of  the  backbone  of  volition. 
With  less  affection  he  would  not  have 
buried  his  book;  with  more  strength  of  will 


he  had  not  done  so;  or,  having  done  so,  he 
had  never  wished  to  undo  what  he  had 
done;  or  having  undone  it,  he  would  never 
have  tormented  himself  with  the  memory 
of  it  as  of  a  deed  of  sacrilege.  But  Rossetti 
had  both  affection  enough  to  do  it  and 
weakness  enough  to  have  it  undone. 
After  an  infinity  of  self-conununions  he 
determined  to  have  the  grave  opened,  and 
tiie  book  extracted,  ^dless  were  the 
preparations  necessary  before  such  a  work 
could  be  begun.  ]\fr.  Home  Secretary 
Bruce  had  to  be  consulted.  At  length 
preliminaries  were  complete,  and  one 
night,  seven  and  a  half  years  after  the 
burial,  a  fire  was  built  by  the  side  of  the 
grave,  and  then  the  coffin  was  raised  and 
opened.  The  body  is  described  as  perfect 
upon  coming  to  light.  Whilst  this  painful 
work  was  being  done  the  unhappy  author 
of  it  was  sitting  alone  and  anxious  and  full 
of  self-reproaches  at  the  house  of  the 
friend  who  had  charge  of  it.  He  was 
relieved  and  thankful  when  told  that  all 
was  over.  The  volume  was  not  much  the 
worse  for  the  years  it  had  lain  in  the  grave 
Deficiencies  were  filled  in  from  memory,, 
the  manuscript  was  put  in  the  press,  and 
in  1870  the  reclaimed  work  was  issued 
under  the  simple  title  of  "Poems."— 
Caine,  Hall,  1882,  Reeotteetians  of  Dante 
Gabriel  Rossetti,  p,  59. 

As  to  the  personality  of  Dante  Gabriel 
Rossetti  much  has  been  written  since  his 
death,  and  it  is  now  widely  Imown  that  he 
was  a  man  who  exercised  an  almost  irre- 
fflstible  charm  over  most  with  whom  he 
was  brought  in  contact.  His  manner  could 
be  peculiarly  winning,  especially  with  those 
much  younger  than  himself,  and  his  voice 
was  alike  notable  for  its  sonorous  beauty 
and  for  a  magnetic  quality  that  made  the 
ear  alert  whether  the  speaker  was  engaged 
in  conversation,  recitation,  or  reuiing. 
I  have  heard  him  read,  some  of  them  over 
and  over,  all  the  poems  in  the  "Ballads  and 
Sonnets,"  and  especially  in  such  produc- 
tions as  "The  Qoud  Confines"  was  bis  voice 
as  stirring  as  a  trumpet  tone;  but  where 
he  excelled  was  in  some  of  tiie  pathetio 
portions  of  the  "Vita  Nuova,"  or  the  ter- 
rible and  sonorous  passages  of  L'Infemo,. 
when  the  music  of  the  Italian  language 
found  full  expression  indeed.  Ifis  conver- 
sational powers  I  am  unable  adequately  to 
describe,  for  during  the  four  or  five  years 
of  my  intimacy  with  him  he  suffered  too 
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much  from  ill  health  to  be  a  consistently 
brilliant  talker,  but  again  and  again  I  have 
seen  instances  of  those  marvellous  gifts 
that  made  him  at  one  time  a  Sydney  Smith 
in  wit  and  a  CJoleridge  in  eloquence.  In 
appearance  he  was  if  anything  rather 
over  middle  height,  and,  especially  lat- 
terly, somewhat  stout;  his  forehead  was 
of  splendid  proportions,  recalling  instan- 
taneously to  most  strangers  the  Stratford 
bust  of  Shakespeare;  and  his  sray-blue 
eyes  were  clear  and  piercing,  and  character- 
ised by  that  rapid  penetrative  gaze  so 
noticeable  in  Emerson.  He  seemed  always 
to  me  an  unmistakable  Englishman,  yet 
the  Italian  element  was  frequently  recog- 
nisable; as  far  as  his  own  opinion  is  con- 
cerned, he  was  wholly  English.  Possess- 
ing a  thorough  knowledge  of  French  and 
Italian,  he  was  the  fortunate  appredator 
of  many  great  works  in  their  native  tongue, 
and  his  sympathies  in  religion,  as  in  litera- 
ture, were  truly  catholic.  To  meet  him 
even  once  was  to  be  the  better  of  it  ever 
after;  those  who  obtained  his  friendship 
cannot  well  say  all  it  meant  and  means  to 
them;  but  they  know  that  they  are  not 
again  in  the  least  likely  to  meet  with  such 
another  as  Dante  Gabriel  Rossetti.— 
Sharp,  William,  1882,  DanU  Gabriel  Rob- 
idtif  A  Record  and  a  Study,  p.  36. 

In  the  early  spring  of  the  present  year 
there  passed  away  at  Birchington-on-Sea, 
in  I&nt,  one  of  the  most  original  painters 
and  most  gifted  poets  who  was  ever  sent 
to  lend  li^t  and  leading  to  a  perverse 
generation.  A  man  unique  in  this  par- 
ticular—that he  passed  through  good  and 
evfl  report  with  serene  incMerence  to 
mercenary  reward  or  social  successes;  and 
that,  while  exercising  an  unusual  influence 
on  the  higher  culturjd  of  his  age,  and  living 
in  the  very  midst  of  a  busy  and  somewhat 
pertinacious  artistic  circle,  he  remained 
personally  unknown  to  most  of  his  con- 
temporaries as  well  as  to  the  public  at 
large.  .  .  .  Even  fairer  than  his  artistic 
or  literary  fame  was  the  love  and  admira- 
tion he  awakened  in  all  who  knew  him.  .  .  . 
When  I  remember  how  truly  great  he  was— 
in  that  best  greatness  of  modesty  and 
meekness  of  soul,  when  I  think  how  pa- 
tiently he  laboured  at  his  beautiful  art  and 
how  Uttle  golden  praise  men  ^ve  to  him; 
when  I  contrast  his  gentle  hfe  with  the 
strenuous  Hves  of  noisier  and  more  pros- 
perous men,  it  seems  strange  to  think  that, 


at  any  period  of  his  career,  any  writer 
could  be  found  blind  enough  or  hard  enough 
to  criticise  him  adversely.  Yet,  that  cruel 
thing;)  were  written  of  him,  and  by  one 
who  should  have  looked  longer  and  Imown 
better,  we  all  know.  He  has  been  called  a 
''fleshl/'  person,  a  sensuous,  even  sensual 
poet;  he  who,  more  than  perhaps  many 
of  his  contemporaries,  was  the  least  obiec- 
tive,  the  least  earthly,  and  the  most  ideal.— 
Buchanan,  Robert,  1882-86,  A  Note  on 
Dante  Roieetti,  A  Look  Round  Literahat, 
pp.  152, 153. 

I  know  not  what  friend  of  Hossetti's  can 
assume  the  judicial  attitude  when  speaking 
of  him.  I  know  not  who  shall  render  in 
words  a  character  so  fascinating,  so  origi- 
nal, and  yet  so  self-contradictory.  At  one 
moment  exhibiting,  as  Rossetti  would,  the 
sagacity  of  the  most  astute  man  of  affairs, 
and  the  next  the  perversities  and  the 
whimrical  vagaries  of  a  schoolboy;  startling 
us  at  one  moment  as  he  would  startle  us 
with  the  brilliance  of  the  most  accom- 
plished wit,  at  the  next  with  a  spontaneous 
tenderness  like  that  of  a  woman  or  else 
with  some  trait  of  simplicity  and  naiveti 
like  that  of  a  child— it  is  no  wonder  that 
misconceptions  about  a  character  so  Pro- 
tean should  prevail.  Nor  is  it  any  wonder 
that  to  us  who  loved  him,  the  name  of 
Rossetti  was  a  word  of  music  that  never 
suggested  the  works  but  always  the  man. 
I  say  ''to  us  who  loved  him,"  and  the 
category  contains  aU  who  knew  him,  for 
he  was  a  man  whom  it  was  impossible  to 
know  without  deeply  loving,  and  I  will 
not  deny  that  it  was  necessary  that  he 
should  be  deeply  loved  before  he  could 
be  fully  known.  Perhaps  the  strongest 
proof  of  this  is  that,  notwithstanding  all 
those  'Veaknesses"  upon  which  the  garish 
light  of  the  public  press  has  lately  been 
flashing— notwithstanding  the  seclusion  in 
which,  of  late  years,  he  lived— "the  jealous 
secluaon,"  as  an  illustrious  painter  has 
phrased  it— which  shut  out  at  last  not 
merely  the  outside  world,  but  even  the 
men  of  genius  who  had  shared  with  him 
those  youthful  and  noble  struggles  for  art 
which  have  come  to  such  a  great  fruition— 
notwithstanding  all  this,  I  say,  these  early 
friends  of  Rossetti's  never  lost  their  affec- 
tionate regard  for  him.— Watts-Dunton, 
Theodore,  1883,  The  Truth  About  Ros- 
setti, Nineteenth  Century,  vol.  13,  p.  404. 

I  have  neither  drawing  nor  picture  by 
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Rofisetti.  I  am  sorry  for  it/{or  some  of  his 
work  which  I  have  seen  elsewhere  I  ad- 
mired very  much.  Nor  have  I  any  letter 
from  him,  nor  do  I  remember  his  bdng 
present  when  I  was  reading  the  proofs  of 
''Maud."  Indeed  I  would  willingly  have 
known  so  fine  a  spirit  more  intimately,  but 
he  kept  himself  so  shut  up  that  it  was  all 
but  impo£Bible  to  come  at  him.  What 
you  call  "intimacy"  never  advanced  much 
beyond  acquaintance.— Tsnntson,  Alfred 
Lord,  1885,  LeUer,  Alfred  Lord  Tennyion, 
A  Memoir  by  hi$  Son,  p,  315. 

Few  brothers  were  more  constantly 
together  or  shared  one  another's  feelings 
and  thoughts  more  intimately,  in  childhood, 
boyhood,  and  well  on  into  mature  manhood, 
than  Dante  Gabriel  and  myself.  ...  He 
was  always  and  essentially  of  a  dominant 
turn;  in  intellect  and  in  temperament  a 
leader.  He  was  impetuous  and  vehement, 
and  necessarily,  therefore,  impatient; 
easily  angered,  easily  appeased,  although 
the  embittered  feelings  of  his  later  years 
obscured  this  amiable  quality  to  some 
extent;  constant  and  helpful  as  a  friend 
where  he  perceived  constancy  to  be  recip- 
rocated; free-handed  and  heedless  of  ex- 
penditure, whether  for  himself  or  for 
others;  in  family  affection  warm  and 
equable,  and  (except  in  relation  to  our 
mother,  for  whom  he  had  a  fondling  love), 
not  demonstrative.  Never  on  stilts  in 
matters  of  the  intellect  or  of  aspiration,  but 
steeped  in  the  sense  of  beauty,  and  loving, 
if  not  always  practising,  the  good;  keenly 
alive  also  (though  some  people  seem  to 
discredit  this  now)  to  the  laughable  as  well 
as  the  grave  or  solemn  side  of  things; 
superstitious  in  grain,  and  anti-scientific 
to  the  marrow.  Throughout  his  youth  and 
early  manhood  I  considered  him  to  be  re- 
markably free  from  vanity,  though  cer- 
tainly well  equipped  in  pride;  the  distinc- 
tion between  these  two  tendencies  was  less 
definite  in  his  closing  years.  Extremely 
natural,  and  therefore  totally  unaffected 
in  tone  and  manner,  with  the  naturalism 
characteristic  of  Italian  blood;  good- 
natured  and  hearty,  without  being  com- 
plaisant or  accommodating;  reserved  at 
times,  yet  not  haughty;  desultory  enough 
in  youth,  diligent  and  persistent  in  ma- 
turity; self-centred  always,  and  brushing 
aside  whatever  traversed  his  purpose  or  his 
bent.  He  was  very  generally  and  very 
greatiy   liked  by  persons   of  extremely 


diverse  character;  indeed,  I  think,  it  can 
be  no  exaggeration  to  say  that  no  one  ever 
disliked  him.— Rossetti,  William  M., 
1887,  ed.  The  Collected  Work$  of  Damie 
Oabrid  RoieetU,  Preface. 

Hamlin,  the  hero  of  Vernon  Lee's  novel 
"Hiss  Brown"  (London,  1884),  is  said  to 
represent  Dante  Gal^rid  Eosaetti,  the  poet« 
—Fret,  Albert  R.,  1888,  SoMqueU  and 
Nieknamee,  p.  148. 

When  I  saw  Rossetti  in  his  prime,  a 
healthy  man,  he  was  the  noblest  of  men, 
and  had  a  heart  so  good  that  I  have  never 
known  a  better,  seldom  its  equal.  Dlness 
changed  him,  but  then  he  was  no  longer 
himself.  .  .  .  B^ossetti  was  a  charming 
companion;  he  spoke  well  and  freely  on  all 
subjects,  literary  and  artistic,  and  with 
much  knowledge  of  contemporary  writings. 
His  studio  was  a  favourite  resort  of  men 
whose  names  were  on  title  pages,  to  whom 
he  showed  the  work  he  had  in  progress; 
and,  to  his  intLmate  friends,  he  would 
sometimes  read  a  poem  in  a  rich  and 
sonorous  voice.  He  had  a  very  just  mind. 
When  an  author  was  discussed,  whatever 
might  be  said  against  him,  he  would  insist 
on  his  merits  being  remembered.  From 
rivalship  and  its  jealousies  he  was  abso- 
lutely free,  and  his  hospitidity  was  without 
limit.  Above  all,  he  was  ready  at  all  times 
to  serve  a  friend,  and  to  exert  his  influence 
to  that  end.  —  Hake,  Gordon,  1892, 
Memoirt  of  Eighty  Yean,  pp.  215, 220. 

I  remember  my  wild  delight  in  starting 
for  London;  and,  arrived  at  Euston,  how 
bewildered  and  amazed  I  was  with  the 
bustle  and  excitement  of  the  station.  My 
brother  soon  discovered  me,  and  we  drove 
off  to  Mr.  Rossetti's  house.  No.  16  Cheyne 
Walk,  CSielsea.  The  house  seemed  to  my 
childish  fancy  big,  heavy  and  dull.  We 
passed  into  the  hall,  which  was  spadous 
but  rather  forbidding  at  least,  to  chOdish 
fancy— so  somI»«,  so  dark.  The  floor  was 
of  black  and  white  marble.  About  every- 
thing there  was  an  atmosphere  of  departed 
grandeur,  so  that  I  was  not  surprised  to 
learn  that  the  house  had  once  been  ten- 
anted by  a  lady  who  ascended  the  throne 
of  England.  To.  the  right  hand  as  we 
entered  was  a  door  leading  to  what  I 
learned  to  be  the  dining-room,  but  as  Mr. 
Rossetti  always  had  dinner  in  the  studio, 
the  dining-room  was  never  used,  and  in  the 
course  of  years  it  fell  into  neglect.  On  the 
left  was  the  breakfast  room,  but  as  Mr. 
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Roflsetti  breakfasted  in  bed,  this  apart- 
ment would  have  similariy  faUen  into 
disuse  had  not  my  brother  made  it  his 
study.  Round  about  in  the  dark  hall  were 
one  or  two  statues,  but  in  still  darker 
comers  I  eoohl  dimly  discern  old  oak 
cabinets.  I  had  never  met  a  man  so  full  of 
ideas  interesting  and  attractive  to  a  child. 
Indeed,  now  that  I  look  back  on  it,  I  feel 
that  Mr.  Rossetti  was  wondrously  sweet, 
tender  and  even  playful  with  a  child,  and  I 
^  am  the  most  struck  by  this  as  I  reflect  that, 
except  for  his  own  little  niece  and  nephew 
(now,  like  myself,  no  longer  little),  he  was 
not  very  much  accuston^ed  to  tiieir  trouble- 
some ways  and  noisy  chatter. — Gaine, 
Lilt  Hall,  1894,  A  ChM%  ReeoOeetions 
of  Rosutti,  New  Review,  vol.  11,  pp.  247, 
248,249,250. 

For  Rossetti  I  had  great  regard,  though 
I  saw  not  much  of  him.  He  seemed  to  me 
to  be  rather  an  Italian  than  an  English- 
man; an  Italian  of  the  time  of  the  Medici, 
not  without  thoughts  and  superstitions 
of  that  period,  a  man  of  genius  both  in  art 
and  literature;  one,  however,  lundering  the 
other,  the  literary  preponderating,  and  by 
which  he  will  be  best  recollected.— Linton, 
WiLUAM  James,  1894,  Threescore  and  Ten 
Yean,  1820  to  1890,  ReeoUeetUnu,  p.  171. 

The  life  of  one  of  Blake's  greatest  ad- 
mirers, D.  G.  Rossetti,  must  be  forgiven 
in  the  lightT  of  his  achievements,  but 
cannot  be  forgotten  as  one  of  the  most 
dark  and  shuddering  tragedies  ever  played 
upon  the  human  sti^.— Benson,  Abthxtr 
GHRiSTOPHsa,  1896,  Euaye,  p.  178. 

For  the  rest  it  is  singular  how  lovable  a 
man  Rossetti  appears  in  his  letters  here 
published,  and  it  is  not  more  fair  to  say 
that,  in  his  correspondence  with  Madox 
Brown,  which  I  have  had  occasion  to  study 
rather  minutely,  it  is  difficult  to  discover 
anything  calculated  to  make  an  ordinary 
reader  seriously  dislike  him.  Of  the  two 
men  who  have  attacked  his  person,  the 
one,  'Thomas  Maitland,''  has  recanted,  and 
the  other,  the  late  W.  B.  Scott,  has  so 
liberally  negatived  the  virtues  of  everybody 
with  whom  he  came  in  contact  that  his 
Mephistophelean  nbes  would  pass  for  little 
in  any  case.  Mr  W.  Rossetti  has,  however, 
so  amply  confuted  most  of  his  allegations 
that  their  negative  value  is  increased  in  a 
considerable  degree.— Hueppbr,  Ford  M., 
1896,  D.  0.  Roeeetti  and  His  Family  Letters, 
Longman's  Magazine,  vol  27,  p.  469. 


Deverell  accompanied  his  mother  one 
day  to  a  milliner's.  Through  an  open  door 
he  saw  a  girl  working  with  h^  needle;  he 
got  his  mother  to  ask  her  to  sit  to  Um. 
She  was  the  future  Mrs.  Rossetti.  Millais 
painted  her  for  his  Ophelia— wonderfully 
fike  her.  She  was  tall  and  slender,  with  red 
coppery  hair  and  bright  consumptive  com- 
plexion, though  in  these  early  years  she 
nad  no  striking  signs  of  ill  health.  She  was 
exceedingly  quiet,  speaking  very  fitUe. 
She  had  read  Tennyson,  having  first  come 
to  know  something  about  him  by  finding 
one  or  two  of  his  poems  on  a  piece  of  paper 
wUch  she  brought  home  to  her  mother 
wrapped  round  a  pat  of  butter.  Rossetti 
taught  her  to  draw.  She  used  to  be  draw- 
ing while  dtting  to  him.  Her  drawings 
were  beautiful,  but  without  force.  They 
were  feminine  likenesses  of  his  own. — 
Hughes,  Arthur,  1897,  Letters  of  Dante 
Oabrid  Rossetti  to  William  AUingham,  ed. 
Hid,  p.  4. 

Rossetti  the  man  was,  before  all  things, 
an  artist.  Many  departments  of  human 
activity  had  no  existence  for  him.  He  was 
superstitious  in  ^;rain  and  anti-scientific  to 
the  marrow.  His  reasoning  powers  were 
harldy  beyond  the  average;  but  his  in- 
stincts were  potent,  and  his  perceptions 
keen  and  true.  Carried  awav  by  his 
impulses,  he  frequentiy  acted  with  rudeness, 
inconaderateness,  and  selfishness.  But  if 
a  thing  could  be  presented  to  him  from  an 
artistic  point  of  view,  be  apprehended  it 
in  the  same  spirit  as  he  would  have  appre- 
hended a  subject  for  a  painting  or  a  poem. 
Hence,  if  in  some  respects  his  actions  and 
expressions  seem  deficient  in  right  feeling, 
he  appears  in  other  respects  the  most 
self-denying  and  disinterested  of  men. 
He  was  unsurpassed  in  the  filial  and  fra- 
ternal relations;  he  was  absolutely  superior 
to  jealousy  or  envy,  and  none  felt  a  keener 
dehght  in  noticing  and  aiding  a  youthful 
writer  of  merit.  His  acquaintance  with 
literature  was  almost  entirely  confined  to 
worte  of  imagination.  Within  these  limits 
his  critical  faculty  was  admirable,  not 
deeply  penetrative,  but  always  embodying 
the  soundest  common-sense.  His  few 
critical  essays  are  excellent.  His  memory 
was  almost  preternatural,  and  his  knowl- 
edge of  favorite  writers,  such  as  Shakes- 
peare, Dante,  Scott,  Dumas,  exhaustive. 
It  is  Umentable  that  his  soundness  or 
judgment  should  have  deserted  him  in  his 
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own  case,  and  that  he  should  have  been 
unable  to  share  the  man  of  genius's  serene 
confidence  that  not  all  the  powers  of  dull- 
ness and  malignity  combined  can,  in  the 
long  run,  deprive  him  of  a  particle  of  his 
real  due.  —  Garnett,  Richard,  1897, 
Dictionary  of  National  Biography,  vol. 
xux,  p.  288. 

Rossetti  was  one  of  the  most  fascinating 
characters  I  ever  knew,  open  and  expan- 
sive, and,  when  well,  he  had  a  vein  of  the 
most  delightful  talk  of  the  thin^  which 
interested  him,  mostly  those  wUch  per- 
tained to  art  and  poetry,  the  circle  of  his 
friends  and  his  and  their  poetry  and  paint- 
ing. To  him,  art  was  the  dominant  interest 
of  existence.  .  .  and  he  tolerated  nothing 
that  sacrificed  it  to  material  or  purely 
intellectual  subjects.  I  ren^ember  his  in- 
dignation at  the  death  of  Mrs.  Wells,  the 
wife  of  the  Royal  Academician,  herself  a 
tident^  painter,  who  died  in  childbed. 
''A  great  artist  sacrificed  to  bringing  more 
kids  into  the  world,  as  if  there  were  not 
other  women  just  fit  for  that!"  The  artist 
was  to  him  the  ulHma  ratio  of  humanity, 
and  he  used  to  say  frankly  that  artists  had 
nothing  to  do  with  morality,  and  prac- 
tically, but  in  a  gentle  and  benevolent  way, 
he  niade  that  the  guiding  principle  of  his 
conduct.  Whatever  was  to  his  hand  was 
made  for  his  use,  and  when  we  went  into 
the  house  at  Robertsbridge  [Stillman's 
own]  he  at  once  took  the  place  of  master  of 
the  house,  as  if  he  had  invited  me,  rather 
than  the  converse,  going  through  the 
rooms  to  select,  and  saying,  "I  will  take 
this,"  of  those  which  suited  him  best,  and 
"You  may  have  that,"  of  those  he  had  no 
fancy  for.  ...  He  declined  to  put  himself 
in  comparison  with  any  of  his  contempo- 
raries, though  he  admitted  his  deficiencies 
as  compared  to  the  great  Venetians,  and 
repeatedly  said  that  if  he  had  been  taught 
to  paint  in  a  great  school  he  would  have 
been  a  better  painter,  which  was  no  doubt 
the  truth;  for,  as  he  admitted,  he  had  not 

S^t  learned  the  true  method  of  painting, 
e  refused  to  exhibit  in  the  annual  exhibi- 
tions, not  because  he  feared  the  comparison 
with  other  modem  painters,  but  because 
he  was  indifferent  to  it,  though  I  have 
heard  him  say  that  he  would  be  glad  to 
exhibit  his  pictures  with  those  of  the  old 
masters,  and  they  would  teach  him  some- 
thing about  his  own.  .  .  .  The  only  painter 
of  note  I  ever  heard  him  speak  of  with 


strong  dislike  was  Brett,  whom  he  could 
not  tolerate.— Stillman,  William  James, 
1901,  The  Autobiography  of  a  Jowmaligt, 
td.  n,  p.  470, 471, 472. 

Rossetti's  nick-name  among  some  of  his 
intimates  at  that  time  was  the  Sultan. 
For,  as  a  mutual  friend  explained,  everyone 
flies  at  the  least  sign  to  work  for  Rossetti. 
And  there  seemed  to  be  a  suggestion  of  the 
original  in  his  inimitable  air  of  easy  indo- 
lence, his  small,  finely  shaped  hands,  his 
supple  diction,  colloquial  yet  dignified,  and  ^ 
always  expressive.  No  one  smoked;  the 
conversation  was  rapid.  .  .  .  Towards  the 
latter  part  of  Rossetti's  life  he  rarely  left 
his  house  and  garden.  He  depended  upon 
a  close  drcle  of  friends  for  society,  and  in 
his  own  way  was  a  sociable  man,  but  he 
preferred  to  see  his  friends  and  acquain- 
tances by  appointment,  and  woe-betide 
the  too  intrusive  stranger.  .  .  .  Rossetti 
was  an  excellent  man  of  business,  who  held 
his  own  with  merchants  and  the  great 
world,  yet  he  seldom  stirred  from  his 
hearth.— Gilchrist,  Herbert  H.,  1901, 
ReeoUeetiom  of  Rossetti,  Lippineotfs  Maga- 
zine, vol.  68,  pp.  573, 575, 576. 

ART 

One  face  looks  out  from  all  his  canvasses, 
One  selfsame  figure  sits  or  walks  or  leans: 
We  found  her  hidden  just  behind  those  screens. 
That  mirror  gave  back  all  her  loveliness. 
A  queen  in  opal  or  in  ruby  dresa, 
A  nameless  girl  in  freshest  summer-greens, 
A  saint,  an  angel — every  canvass  means 
The  one  same  meaning,  neither  more  nor  less. 
He  feeds  upon  her  face  by  day  and  night, 
And  she  with  true  kind  eyes  looks  back  on  him. 
Fair  as  the  moon  and  joyful  as  the  light : 
Not  wan  with  waiting,  not  with  sorrow  dim; 
Not  as  she  is,  but  was  when  hope  shone  bright; 
Not  as  she  is,  but  as  she  fiUs  his  dream. 

—  RossETn,  Christina,  1856,  In  an 
Artists  Studio. 

A  mystic  by  temperament  and  right  of 
birth,  and  steeped  in  the  Italian  literature 
of  the  middle  age,  his  works  in  either  art 
are  filled  with  a  peculiar  fascination  and 
fervour,  which  attracted  to  him,  from 
those  who  enjoyed  his  intimacy,  a  rare 
degree  of  admiring  devotion. — Leighton, 
Sir  Frederick,  1882,  Speech  at  a  Banquet 
of  the  Royal  Academy. 

On  Easter-Sunday,  the  day  of  joy  and 
resurrection,  a  great  artist  left  us — one  of 
those  whose  glorious  task  it  is  to  create 
beauty,  gladness,  pity,  and  sympathy  in  a 
world  t^t  would  else  grow  hardened  in 
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'Suffering.  This  Easter  was  clouded  for 
many  by  reason  of  his  death;  but  his  works 
shall  live  when  the  fashion  that  praises 
them  and  the  fashion  that  decries  them  are 
alike  forgotten;  shall  live,  a  possession  of 
ours  that  was  not  before  our  time;  created 
for  us  to  give  perpetual  pleasure,  to  bring 
new  joy,  and  raise  fresh  feeling  for  all  of  us 
who  have  eyes  and  see,  and  for  all  who 
have  ears  and  hear.— Robinson,  A.  Mart 
F.,  1882,  DarUe  Oabriel  RosietH,  Harpefi 
Magazine,  vol  65,  p.  701. 

Rrst  and  foremost,  then,  Rossetti  was 
not  British.  Whether  he  was  bom  in  Eng- 
land, or  whether  he  visited  or  did  not  visit 
Italy,  matters  little.  His  nature  was  a 
transplantation,  not  merely  from  Italy, 
but  from  Mediaeval  Italy.  He  breathed 
time  with  the  pulse  of  perhaps  the  most 
•cosmopolitan  dty  in  the  world,  but  he 
lived  centuries  away.  ...  He  was  with 
us,  but  not  of  us.  Without  effort,  almost 
without  consciousness,  we  associate  him 
with  Madonnas,  illumined  manuscripts, 
altar-pieces,  and  cloisters  where  work  was 
done  not  so  much  for  earth  as  for  heaven, 
where  there  were  no  such  drums  and  trum- 
pets and  journals,  where  art  was  so  much 
nature  that  it  was  praise  and  prayer,  unin- 
fluenced by  private  opinion  made  public, 
by  the  coins  of  a  realm,  a  ribbon  of  honour, 
or  the  initials  of  an  Academy  however 
Royal— an  example  surely  is  the  fortified 
marnier  of  his  purpose  and  work  which 
many  of  us  might  follow  with  personal  and 
public  advant^.  Hio  devotion  to  his  art, 
his  abnegation,  his  patient  waiting  for  that 
tide  which  did  not  seem  to  have  a  flood, 
and  his  endurance  of  what  after  all  was  but 
a  local  reputation— his  whole  work  in 
jshort  was  a  vitalised  reproach  to  much  of 
the  paragraph  literature  and  art  abroad, 
and  he  had,  must  have  had,  a  greatness  of 
jsoul  worthy  the  grove  which  harboured  the 
much  enduring  Carlyle  and  the  faintless 
<jeorge  Eliot.— Tirebuck,  William,  1882, 
Dante  Gabriel  RosietH,  his  Work  and  In- 
fiuenees,  pp,  6,  7. 

On  Thursday  I  managed  to  get  to  the 
Rossetti  exhibition  in  Savile  Row.  If  you 
eare  for  my  opinion,  it  is  that  the  pictures 
are  horrorSy  without  a  single  merit.  Layard 
•calls  them  "women  with  cadaverous  bodies 
and  sensual  mouths.''  I  say,  that  part 
look  as  if  they  were  going  to  be  hanged, 
wringing  their  hands  and  poking  out  their 
•chins— ^and  others  look  as  if  they  had  been 


hanged,  and  were  partially  decomposed. 
It  is  disgraceful  to  hear  so  much  nonsense 
talked  by  people  who  know  nothing  of  art, 
but  it  is  exactly  those  who  are  the  most 
presumptuous.  People  don't  talk  law  to 
lawyers,  or  medicine  to  doctors,  but  their 
conceit  about  art  is  incredible.— Eastlake, 
Lady,  1883,  Letter  to  her  Nephew,  Feb.  17; 
Journali  arid  Corretpondenee,  vol.  n,  p.  277. 

To  summarise  roughly  his  achievement 
purely  as  a  painter,  he  must  be  said  to  have 
been  a  splendid  but  unequal  colourist; 
draughtsman  so  imperfect  that  it  is  only 
in  a  few  of  his  pictures  that  his  failure  in 
this  respect  is  not  painful,  despite  the 
poetry  of  their  intention;  and  that  nis  sense 
of  composition  was  equally  defective  and 
painful  also  in  his  lareer  works,  but  it  was 
to  a  great  extent  redeemed  by  the  finely 
decorative  arrangement  of  accessories. — 
MONKHOUSE,  Cosmo,  1883,  Rossetti^s  Paint- 
ings at  the  Royal  Academy,  The  Academy, 
vol.  23,  p.  15. 

It  is  in  the  earlier  work  of  Rossetti  that 
the  true  vindication  of  his  fame  will  ulti- 
mately be  found,  work  executed  without 
reference  to  the  public,  and  for  the  present 
somewhat  eclipsed  in  importance  by  the 
more  disputable  achievement  of  later 
years.  .  .  .  Rossetti  influenced  moist 
powerfully  those  who  were  at  the  time  best 
prepared  to  receive  his  influence — men  who 
could  distinguish  the  newly-discovered 
prindples  of  his  art  from  its  imperfections, 
and  who,  feeling  deeply  the  worth  of  what 
he  followed,  knew  also  the  difficulties 
which  he  had  to  encounter  in  the  quest, 
and  could  therefore  make  the  right  allow- 
ance for  all  defect  in  the  result.  To  his 
individual  fame  as  an  artist  the  long 
interval  that  has  passed  between  the 
execution  of  his  best  work  and  its  publica- 
tion to  the  worid  has  doubtless  been  a 
grave  disadvantage.  On  a  sudden,  and 
with  scarce  any  time  for  preparation,  wc 
are  asked  to  take  the  measure  of  a  man 
who  brings  a  new  message  of  beauty,  and 
who  brings  it  encmnbered  with  certdn 
imperfections  of  style  and  practice  such  as 
the  least  inspired  members  of  our  school 
can  now  find  a  way  to  avoid.— Carr,  J. 
CoMTNS,  1883,  Rossetti's  Influence  on  Art, 
English  lUustraUd  Magazine,  vol  I,  pp. 
29,30. 

The  Rossetti  note  is  the  note  of  oririnal- 
ity,  the  note  of  artistic  creation.  He  in- 
vented his  own  style  in  poetry  as  surely  as 
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Shelley  invented  his;  he  invented  his  own 
style  in  painting  as  surely  as  Titian  in- 
vented his;  he  invented  his  own  new  t3rpe 
of  female  beauty  as  surely  as  Lionardo 
invented  his.  Hence  it  is  that,  apart  from 
his  own  direct  personal  achievements, 
Rossetti's  reflected  influence  throughout 
the  entire  world  of  En^ish  taste  has  been 
as  potent  almost  as  the  influence  of  Darwin 
throughout  the  entire  world  of  English 
thought.  Not  only  in  our  poetry  and  our 
painting,  but  in  our  decoration,  our  house- 
hold furniture — even  in  our  taste  for  blue 
china  and  in  the  bindii^  of  our  books, 
may  the  spirit  of  Rossetti  be  traced  directly 
or  indirectly.  Whether  this  influence  is  to 
be  a  permanent  force  or  a  fugitive  fashion 
may  be  a  disputable  point,  but  beyond  all 
disputation  is  its  present  potency.^ 
Watts-Dunton,  Theodore,  1883,  The 
Truih  about  BosteUi,  Nineteenih  Century, 
vol.  13,  p.  408. 

In  the  future,  Rossetti  will  stand  less  as  a 
painter-poet  than  as  the  leader  of  the  great 
artistic  movement  of  England  in  the  nine- 
teenth century;  his  work  will  be  regarded 
and  prized  more  for  what  it  effected  than 
for  its  intrinsic  merit.  As  we  get  a  little 
further  removed  in  time  from  the  con- 
troversies which  have  raged  round  the 
modem  schools  of  poetry  and  painting  it 
wiU  be  seen  that  this  was  the  central  Sgare 
of  the  combat,  his  hand  raised  the  standard 
round  which  the  f  oemen  rallied. — Qun/rER, 
Harry,  1883,  The  Art  of  RouetH,  Conr 
temporary  Review,  vol  43,  p.  201. 

In  Rossetti's  pictures  we  find  ourselves 
in  the  midst  of  a  novel  symbolism— a 
symbolism  genuine  and  deeply  felt  as  that 
of  the  fifteenth  century,  and  using  once 
more  birds  and  flowers  and  stars,  colours 
and  lights  of  the  evening  or  the  dawn,  to 
tell  of  beauties  impalpable,  spaces  un- 
fathomed,  the  setting  and  resurrection  of 
no  measurable  or  earthly  day. — Mters, 
Frederic  W.  H.,  1883,  RoseetH  and  the 
Religion  of  Beauty,  ComhiU  Magadne,  vol. 
47,  p.  219. 

He  painted  with  the  highest  truth  that 
is  conastent  with  beauty.  His  is  not  the 
vulgar  realism  which  copies  just  what  it 
sees,  but  the  artistic  realism  of  a  Greek 
statue  as  compared  with  the  first  chance 
model.  It  is  affirmed,  moreover,  that  he 
suggests  varied  thought,  the  only  meaning 
I  can  attach  to  the  words  ^'symbolically 
suggestive.''      Entering,  then,  the  rooms 


where  Mr.  Rossetti's  pictures  hang,  with 
these  instructions  as  to  what  we  ought  to 
find  there,  what  is  it  that  we  see?  I,  for  my 
own  part,  see,  first  of  all,  monotony;  the 
same  face,  the  same  stare,  nearly  the  same 
attitude,  on  every  wall.  I  leave  aside  for 
tiie  moment  the  value  of  these  things  in 
themselves,  and  note  only  that  they  do  not 
vary.  To  me  that  seems  at  once,  and 
completely  destructive  to  Mr.  Rossetti's 
claim  to  be  considered  other  than  a  most 
fimited  artist.  .  .  .  There  are  variations 
of  degree  according  to  the  date  of  the  pic- 
ture, but  never  differences  of  kind.  .  .  . 
Nothing  in  Mr.  Rossetti's  pictures  is,  how- 
ever, so  interesting  as  the  enquiry  why  we 
shoidd  be  called  on  to  admire  them.  Not, 
be  it  observed,  because  they  are  good 
works,  and  because  he  painted  as  other 
artists  the  wholesome  beauty  of  the  world; 
but  because,  in  spite  of  acknowledged 
faults,  weaknesses,  and  affectations,  he  has 
something  to  say  which  no  other  man  has 
said,  miat  that  message  is  nobodv  tells 
us.— Hannay,  David,  1883,  The  Patntingt 
of  Mr.  Roaetti,  NaHonal  Review,  vol  1, 
pp.  127, 129, 133. 

His  art  is  as  remote  from  realism  on  the 
one  hand,  as  it  is  from  commonplace 
artistic  fiction  on  the  other;  it  is  at  once 
acutely  original,  and  almost  exclusively 
poetical  and  imaginative.  .  .  .  Rossetti 
was  essentially  romantic:  I  have  even 
heard  him  express  a  doubt  whether 
familiar  themes  and  surroundings,  and 
every-dajr  passions  and  affections,  were 
capable  m  the  modem  world  of  yielding 
effective  material  to  art  at  all.  At  any 
rate  his  own  instincts  lead  him  irresistibly 
to  the  choice  of  material  of  an  opposite 
kind;  and  if  his  work  differs  from  that  of 
other  romantic  artists,  it  is  chiefly  in  that 
he  was  more  than  they  were  to  the  manner 
bom.  In  the  midst  of  the  Nineteenth 
Century  he  belonged  by  nature  rather  than 
by  effort  to  the  &ddle  Age,  the  age  when 
colors  of  life  are  most  vivid  and  varied, 
and  of  the  sense  of  supematunil  agencies 
most  alive.  Dante  Rocsetti  was  thus  truly 
and  not  artificially  akin  to  the  master  after 
whom  he  was  nanied.  His  genius  resembled 
that  of  the  real  Dante,  notindeed  in  strength, 
yet  in  complexion.  He  had  the  same  cast 
and  tendency  of  imagination  as  inspired 
the  poet  of  flie  "Vita  Nuova"  to  embody 
all  the  passions  and  experiences  of  the 
human  heart  in  forms  of  many-coloured 


GABRIEL  CHARLES  DANTE  ROSSETTI 


443 


personification  and  synibol:  he  was  more- 
over driven  by  something  like  the  same 
unrelaxing  stras  and  fervour  of  tempera- 
ment, so  that  even  in  middle  age,  which 
he  had  almost  reached  when  I  first  knew 
him,  it  seemed  scarcely  less  true  to  say  of 
RoBsetti  than  of  Dante  himself,  that 

"Like  flame  withm  the  naked  hand, 
His  body  bore  his  burning  heart." 

— Ck)LViN,  Sidney,  1883,  RasetA  a$  a 
PaifUer,  Magazine  of  Art,  vol.  6,  pp.  177, 
178. 

The  companionship  of  Rossetti  and  my- 
self soon  brought  about  a  meeting  with 
Millais,  at  whose  house  one  night  we  found 
a  book  of  engraving?  of  the  frescoes  in  the 
Campo  Santo  at  I^.  It  was  probably 
tiie  findmg  of  this  book  at  this  spedal 
time  which  caused  the  establishment  of 
the  Pre-Raphaelite  Brotherhood.  Millais, 
.Rossetti,  and  myself  were  all  seeking  for 
some  sure  ground,  some  starting  point 
for  our  art  which  would  be  secure,  if  it 
were  ever  so  humble.  As  we  searched 
through  this  book  of  engravings,  we  found 
in  them,  or  thought  we  found,  tiiat  freedom 
from  corruption,  pride,  and  disease  for 
which  we  sought.  Here  there  was  at  least 
no  trace  of  decline,  no  conventionality, 
no  arrogance.  Whatever  the  imperfection, 
the  whole  spirit  of  the  art  was  simple  and 
sincere— was,  as  Ruskin  afterwards  said, 
''eternally  and  unalterably  true."  Think 
what  a  revelation  it  was  to  find  such  work 
at  such  a  moment,  and  to  recognize  it 
with  the  triple  enthusiasm  of  our  three 
spirits.  If  Newton  could  say  of  his  theory 
of  gravitation,  that  his  conviction  of  its 
trutii  increased  tenfold  from  the  moment 
in  which  he  got  one  other  person  to  believe 
in  it,  was  it  wonderful  that,  when  we  three 
saw,  as  it  were,  in  a  flash  of  lightning,  this 
truth  of  art,  it  appealed  to  us  almost  with 
the  force  of  a  revolution?  Neither  then  nor 
afterwards  did  we  affirm  that  there  was  not 
much  healthy  and  good  art  after  the  time 
of  Raphael;  but  it  appeared  to  us  that 
afterwards  art  was  so  frequently  tainted 
with  this  canker  of  corruption  that  it  was 
only  in  the  earlier  work  we  could  find  with 
certainty  absolute  health.— Hunt,  Will- 
iam HoUfAN,  1886,  The  Pre-RaphadUe 
Brotherhood,  Contemporary  Review,  vol  49. 

The  religion  of  Rossetti's  art  lies  cer- 
tainly in  its  spirit  rather  than  in  its  par- 
ticular subjects.  It  is  above  all  things,  as 
Ifr.  Ruskin  says,  ''romantic"  art,  as  dis- 


tinct from  classical  art  like  Ldghton's  or 
Poynter's.— Forsyth,  P.  T.,  1889,  Religion 
in  Recent  Art,  p.  16. 

AH  these  painting?,  and  many  other  pro- 
ductions, are  masterpieces;  but  they  are 
tiie  fruit  of  a  mind  which  alwavs  worked, 
and  could  only  work,  alone.  No  painter 
owes  less  to  the  influence  of  either  con- 
temporary or  past  art;  and  whatever  they 
may  lose  bv  the  rejection  or  lack  of  thiU; 
influence,  they  eviaence  a  nature  strong 
enouffh  to  both  conceive  and  construct  an 
art  of  its  own.  Each  is  choice  and  rare, 
or  splendid,  in  mventive  colour;  and,  how- 
ever odd  the  drawing  sometimes  is,  the 
thought  or  emotion  is  always  vividly j^ven. 
— Nettleship,  J.  T.,  1889,  DanU  Oabrid 
RoiieUi  ae  Deiigner  and  Writer,  The  Aeadr 
emy,  vol.  36,  p.  363. 

IBs  inability  to  grapple  with  the  tech- 
nicalities  of  painting  was  especially  un- 
fortunate, inasmuch  as  it  encouraged  him 
to  evade  them  by  confining  himself  to 
single  figures,  whose  charm  was  mainly 
sensuous,  whUe  his  power,  apart  from  the 
magic  of  his  colour,  resided  principally  in 
his  representation  of  spiritual  emotion. 
The  more  spiritual  he  was  the  higher  he 
rose,  and  the  highest  of  all  in  his  Dante 
pictures,  where  every  accessory  and  detail 
aids  in  producing  the  impression  of  almost 
supernatural  pathos  and  purity.— Garnett, 
Richard,  1897,  DieHonary  of  National 
Biography,  vol.  xnx,  p.  288. 

While  the  then  better-known  members 
of  the  Brotherhood  were  enduring  a  ruth- 
kw  persecution  in  public,  and  achieving 
large  measures  of  renown,  Rossetti  was 
taldng  his  part  in  the  strife,  but  in  a  (juite 
different  manner,  and,  as  suited  his  idio- 
syncrasy, addre^g  a  small  but  choice 
and  potent  circle  of  men  of  light  and 
movement.  It  was  not,  in  fact,  until  his 
death  many  years  after  that  the  true  posi- 
tion of  the  artist  of  "The  Beloved"  and 
"Proserpine,"  of  "Dante's  Dream"  and  a 
score  more  pictures  of  the  highest  art  and 
rarest  inspiration  was  manifest  to  "the 
general,"  and  Rossetti's  unique  honours 
as  painter-poet  and  poet-painter  were 
acknowledged  as  they  are  now. — Stephens, 
Frederic  George,  1897,  Social  England, 
id.  Tram,  vol  vi,  p.  297. 

Any  adequate  attempt  to  review  the 
characteristics  of  Rossetti's  own  wonderful 
achievement,  and  his  influence  on  art  at 
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large,  would  necessarily  be  lengthy;  no 
brief  note  would  suffice  to  convey  a  true 
appreciation  of  the  originality  and  the 
power  of  this  wayward  and  self-centered 
genius.  The  influence  he  exercised  on 
contemporaries  and  successors  was  by  no 
means  inconsiderable,  in  spite  of  his  life 
baving  been  spent  outside  the  world  of  art 
and  letters.  The  position  that  he  occupied 
in  the  nre-Raphaelite  Brotherhood  has 
already  been  alluded  to,  and  what  share 
was  actually  his  in  their  vivifying  crusade 
may  never  be  really  known.  But  it  is  ad- 
mitted that  it  was  he  who  had  the  penehant 
for  propaganda  and  prosel3rtising,  that  his 
was  the  fiery  soul  that  was  the  source  of  so 
much  poetic  aspiration;  without  him  the 
Brotherhood  as  such  would  probably  not 
have  come  into  being,  and  the  existence 
of  the  Brotherhood  converted  the  sporadic 
(and  possibly  futile)  efforts,  which  the 
others  would  doubtless  have  singly  made 
on  their  own  initiative,  into  a  systematic 
attempt  to  introduce  a  healthier  tendency 
into  our  national  art,  an  attempt  which 
has  had  the  most  far-reaching  results. 
The  intense  activity  of  today,  in  all  branches 
of  art,  as  compared  with  the  lethargy  and 
torpidity  of  fifty  years  ago,  can  be  traced 
very  largely  to  the  stand  made  by  these 
young  men  and  their  associates.  But, 
besides  the  effect  that  Rossetti  had  on  art, 
through  Pre-Raphaelism,  and  besides  the 
school  of  direct  followers  that  have  arisen 
inspired  by  his  work  (a  group  to  be  treated 
of  later),  there  is  the  influence  of  his  own 
strange  ideals  and  his  unique  achieve- 
ments to  be  traced  in  the  work  of  many 
and  diverse  artists.— Bate,  Percy  H., 
1899,  The  English  Pre-Raphaelite  Painten, 
Their  Associates  and  Successors,  p.  48. 

The  year  1848  marks  his  trandtion 
artistically  from  boyhood  to  adolescence, 
a  gracious  adolescence  adorned  by  many 
qualities  that  we  too  often  look  for  in  vain 
in  an  age  of  tricky  cleverness  and  per- 
nicious skill;  an  adolescence  in  which 
depth  of  feeling  and  height  of  aspiration 
transcended  the  power  of  accomplishment, 
and  no  artifidid  or  showy  mannerisms 
obscured  the  honest  endeavour  and  deep- 
set  seriousness  of  purpose  that  character- 
ized, not  him  alone,  but  the  whole  of  the 
small  band  of  workers  with  which  he 
presently  became  associated.— Mariluer, 
H.  C,  1899,  Dante  Gabriel  Rossetti,  an  lUus- 
iraied  Memorial  of  his  Art  and  Life,  p.  13. 


We  may  caU  Rossetti  a  genius;  we  can- 
not call  him  a  master.  .  .  .  Rossetti 
never  mastered  his  instrument.  He  had  a 
great  gift  of  s}rmpathy,  and  great  talents 
of  expression;  but  for  mastery  he  substi- 
tuted an  erratic  handling  of  his  material. 
His  one  settled  habit  as  a  painter  was  to 
attempt  in^pulsively,  ardently,  or  perti- 
naciously, to  render  whatever  pleased  him, 
without  the  supreme  instinct  for  what  his 
technique  could  accomplish.  .  .  .  One 
thing  at  least  is  certain.  Rossetti's  must- 
have  been  an  impressive  figure,  or  it  would 
not  now  be  a  topic  unto  the  second  genera- 
tion.—Huepper,  Ford  Madox,  1902,  Ros- 
setti, a  Critical  Essay  on  his  Art,  pp.  1, 192. 

BLESSED  DAMOZEL 
1850 

This  paradisal  poem,  "sweeter  than 
honey  or  the  honeycomb,"  has  found  a 
somewhat  further  echo  than  any  of  its 
early  fellows,  and  is  perhaps  known  where 
little  else  is  known  of  its  author's.  The 
sweet  intense  impression  of  it  must  rest 
for  life  upon  all  spirits  that  ever  once 
received  it  into  their  depths,  and  hold  it 
yet  as  a  thing  too  dear  and  fair  for  praise 
or  price.  .  .  .  No  poem  shows  n^ore  plainly 
the  strength  and  wealth  of  the  workman's 
lavish  jfet  studious  hand. — Swinburne, 
Algernon  Charles,  1870,  The  Poems  of 
Dante  Gabriel  Rossetti,  FortnighUy  Re- 
view, vol,  13,  p  564. 

The  nearest  approach  to  a  perfect  whole 
is  the  ''Blessed  Damozel,"  a  peculiar  poem, 
placed  first  in  the  book,  perhaps  by  acci- 
dent, perhaps  because  it  is  a  key  to  the 
poems  which  follow.  This  poem  appeared 
m  a  rough  shape  many  years  ago  in  the 
Germ,  an  unwholesome  periodic^  started 
by  the  Pre-Raphaelites,  and  suffered,  after 
gasping  through  a  few  feeble  numbers,  to 
die  the  death  of  all  such  publications.  In 
spite  of  its  affected  title,  and  of  number- 
less affectations  throughout  the  text,  the 
''Blessed  Damozel"  has  great  merits  of  its 
own,  and  a  few  lines  of  real  genius.  We 
have  heard  it  described  as  a  record  of 
actual  grief  and  love,  or,  in  simple  wcnrds, 
the  apotheosis  of  one  actually  lost  by  the 
writer;  but,  without  having  any  private 
knowledge  of  the  circumstances  of  its 
composition,  we  feel  that  such  an  account 
of  the  poem  is  inadnpssible.  It  doee  not 
contain  one  single  note  of  sorrow.  It  is  a 
"composition,"  and  a  clever  one.— Bu- 
chanan,  Robert  (Thomas  Mattlani)), 
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1871,  The  FleMy  School  of  Poetry:  Mr. 
D,  0.  RoMeiti,  Contemporary  Review,  vol. 
18,  p.  340. 

The  "Blessed  Damozel"  is  a  very  highly 
imaginative  subject— as  far  removed  in- 
deed from  "realism"  in  the  vnlgar  sense 
as  possible;  and  yet,  in  imagining  it,  the 
poet  never  seems  to  have  lost  sight  for  a 
moment  of  the  colour  and  detiul  of  his 
thought.— FoRMAN,  H.  Buxton,  1871, 
Our  Living  Poets,  p.  191. 

For  pathos,  and  purity,  and  medisval- 
ism  of  the  most  exquisite  kind,  this  poem 
may  fitly  be  compared  with  the  nussal- 
paintings  of  Fra  Angelico.— Edwabdb, 
Amelia  B.,  1878,  ed.  A  Poetry  Book, 
Second  Series,  The  Modern  PoeU,  p.  326, 
note. 

'The  Blessed  DamozeP'  is  perhaps  the 
most  complete  vision  of  flesh  and  blood 
which  ever  was  transported  into  the  heav- 
enly dominion;  her  arm  warms  the  bar 
upon  which  she  leans  as  she  looks  down 
from  the  sky  to  see  her  lover  wandering 
forlorn  on  the  earth.  For  this  very  reason, 
no  doubt,  as  well  as  for  the  poetry,  this 
poem  achieved  the  conquest  even  of  the 
general  reader,  to  whose  halting  imagina- 
tion so  much  help  was  given.  The  difficul- 
ties of  framing  a  paradise  which  shall 
respond  to  the  highest  aspirations  of  the 
mind  has  been  very  largely  acknowledged. 
— Oliphant,  Margaret  0.  W.,  1892,  The 
Victorian  Age  of  English  Literatvre,  p.  443. 

Whether  conadered  in  itself  according 
to  its  qualities  of  intense  passion,  spirit 
uality,  and  imaginativeness,  or  as  the 
work  of  a  youth  of  eighteen,  may  be  said 
to  stand  alone  in  modem  poetry.— Daw- 
son, W.  J.,  1892,  Quest  and  Vision,  p.  270. 

Of  Rossetti's  lyrical  verse  one  poem  has 
had  the  good  or  &1  fortune  to  attain  some- 
thing like  popularity,— a  popularity  due, 
^it  is  to  be  feared,  to  its  picturesque  and 
'quaint  phraseology  rather  than  to  its  high 
and  beautiful  imaginative  quality.  'The 
Blessed  Damozel,"  written  at  nineteen, 
remains  one  of  the  most  captivating  and 
original  poems  of  the  century,— a  lyric 
full  of  bold  and  winning  imagery  and 
charged  with  imaginative  fervour  and 
glow;  a  vision  upon  which  painter  and  poet 
seemed  to  have  wrought  with  a  single 
hand;  a  thing  of  magical  beauty,  whose 
spell  is  no  more  to  be  analyzed  than  the 
beauty  of  the  night  when  thd  earliest  stars 


crown  it.— Mabie,  Haihi/ton  Wright,. 
1883,  Essays  in  Literary  Inierprttation,  p. 
86. 

Is  the  most  spontaneous  and  convincing^ 
of  all  his  shorter  poems.  It  seems  to  have 
sprung  straight  from  the  heart  of  the  boy- 
poet  in  a  sort  of  prophetic  rapture,  ere  he 
knew  the  sorrow  which  he  sang,  and  which 
his  song  should  ease,  as  the  most  perfect 
art  can  sometimes  ease,  in  other  souls,  for 
generations  to  come.  Its  strength  lies  in 
the  very  acn^e  of  tenderness;  its  source  in 
the  purest  strain  of  common  human  feel- 
ing—the passionate,  insatiable  craving  of 
the  faithful  heart  for  the  continuity  of  life 
and  love  beyond  the  tomb,  and  the  deep 
sense  of  the  poverty  of  celestial  compro- 
mises to  satisfy  the  mourner  on  either  side 
of  the  gulf  that  Death  has  set  between. 
Here  again  is  the  true  romantic  note — 
the  inastence  of  the  joy  and  glory  of  the 
physical  world,  the  delight  m  the  early 
manifestations  of  affection,  and  the  awed,, 
plaintive  conflict  of  impatience  with 
resignation  under  the  mystery  of  parting 
and  transition  to  an  unknown  state. — 
Wood,  Esther,  1894,  Dante  Rossetti  and 
the  Pre-Raphaelite  Movement,  p.  302. 

Rossetti's ''Blessed  Damozel"  is  not  based 
upon  the  scientific  knowledge  of  his  time. 
.  .  .  Rossetti  is  not  in  a  condition  to  under- 
stand, or  even  to  see  the  real,  because  he  is 
incapable  of  the  necessary  attention;  and 
fiince  he  feels  this  weakness  he  persuades 
himself,  in  conformity  with  him^an  habit, 
that  he  does  not  wish  to  do  what  in  reality 
he  cannot  do.  "What  is  it  to  me,"  he  once 
said,  "whether  the  earth  revolves  around 
the  sun  or  the  sun  around  the  earth?" 
To  him  it  is  of  no  importance,  because  he 
is  incapable  of  understanding  it.  It  is,  of  * 
course,  impossible  to  go  so  deeply  into  all 
Rossetti's  poems  as  into  the  "Blessed 
Damozel,-"  but  it  is  also  unnecessary,  since 
we  should  everywhere  meet  with  the  same 
mixture  of  transcendent^m  and  sensu- 
ality, the  same  shadowy  ideation,  the 
same  senseless  combinations  of  mutually 
incompatible  ideas.— Nordau,  Max,  1895, 
Degeneration,  p.  91. 

Besides  the  touching  eniotion  of  the 
poem,  the  wonderful  b^uty  and  reach  of 
its  imageiy,  it  has  a  m^elody  sweeter  and 
ixM>re  sensitive  than  Rossetti  ever  attained 
afterward.— Moody,    Wiluam    Vaughn^ 

AND    LOVBTF,    ROBERT    MORfiS,    1902,    A 

History  of  English  Literature,  p,  343. 
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SISTER  HELSN 
1870 


In  "Sister  Helen"  we  touch  the  key-note 
of  Rossetti's  creative  gift.  Even  the  super- 
stitions which  forms  the  basis  of  the  ballad 
-owes  something  of  its  individual  character 
to  the  invention  and  poetic  bias  of  the  poet. 
The  popular  superstitions  of  the  Middle 
Ages  were  usually  of  two  kinds  only. 
Fvst,  there  were  those  that  arose  out  of  a 
jealous  Catholicism,  always  glancing  to- 
wards heresy;  and  next  tnere  were  those 
that  laid  their  account  neither  with  ortho- 
doxy nor  unbelief,  and  were  purely  pagan. 
The  former  were  the  offspring  of  fanati- 
cism; the  latter  of  an  appeal  to  appetite  or 
passion,  or  fancy,  or  perhaps  intuitive 
reason  directed  bUndly  or  unconsciously 
toward  natural  phenomena.  The  supersti- 
tion involved  in  "Sister  Helen"  partakes 
wholly  of  neither  character,  but  partly  of 
botii,  with  an  added  element  of  demonol- 
ogy.—CAiNB,  Hall,  1882,  ReeoOeOiont  of 
DarUe  Oabrid  Romtd,  p.  25. 

"Sister  Helen"  is  a  poem  to  which  no 
extracts  can  do  justice.  It  must  be  read  as 
a  whole.  Each  verse  is  practically  in- 
separable from  the  other,  and  the  slow 
accumulation  of  scarcely  defined  horror  is 
part  of  the  n\ystery  and  might  of  the  poem. 
Slight  as  are  the  changes  of  the  burden, 
they  are  weighty  in  significance,  and  the 
answers  of  uie  heroine,  with  their  grave 
acquiescence  in  the  soul's  death,  whicm  she 
knows  is  the  price  of  her  deeds,  have  dra- 
matic force  that  is  indescribable. — Knight, 
Joseph,  1887,  Life  of  Dante  Oabrid  RoaetA 
(OreaiWriterilpAll. 

In  weirdness  and  pathos,  tragic  sugges- 
tion and  word  wizardry,  this  ballad  is 
unsurpassed.  Its  forty-two  short  verses— 
originally  only  thirty-three— unfold  the 
whole  story  of  the  wronged  woman's  ruth- 
less vengeance  on  her  false  lover  as  she 
watches  tiie  melting  of  the  "waxen  man" 
which,  according  to  the  old  superstitions, 
is  to  carry  with  it  the  destruction,  body 
and  soul,  of  him  in  whose  likeness  it  was 
fashioned.  The  innocent  prattle  and  the 
half-ignorant  narrative  and  the  questioning 
of  the  "little  brother,"  who  watches  and 
reports  the  incidents  attending  the  work- 
ing of  the  charm  that  "sister  Helen"  has 
contrived,  helps  immensely  in  giving  shape 
and  strength  to  the  poet's  conception;  and 
the  diins^like  refrain  makes  the  ballad 
indeed  a  splendid  example  of  what  Mr. 


Theodore  Watts  has  aptly,  if  somewhat 
pedantically,  called  "tke  renascence  of 
wonder."— Fox-Bourne,  H.  R.,  1887, 
Dante  Oabrid  Rosietti,  OenOemau'e  Magor 
zine,  vol.  262,  p.  603. 

Of  course  the  time  must  come  when  the 
poetry  of  England  is' melted  down  and 
merged  into  an  anthology,  and  it  is  prob- 
able that  the  "Sister  Helen,"  as  being  the 
strongest  emotional  poem,  as  yet,  in  the 
language,  will  be  among  tiie  most  lasting 
works,  and  escape  dis^lution  for  a  long 
time  to  come;  perhaps  will  survive  all 
change.  And  here  a  very  remarkable  fact 
thrusts  itself  before  the  mind;  a  representa- 
tive one,  which  is  that  if  Bossetti  had 
written  not  another  line  besides  this  poem, 
his  genius  would  have  appeared  all  the 
greater:  for  lesser  work  is  a  fatal  commen- 
tary on  greater.— Hake,  Gordon,  1892, 
Memoirt  of  Eighty  Yean,  p.  219. 

JENNY 
1870 

I  just  hear  from  mamma,  with  a  pang  of 
remorse,  that  you  have  ordered  a  copy  of 
m^  Poems.  You  may  be  sure  I  did  not 
fail  to  think  of  you  when  I  inscribed  copies 
to  friends  and  relatives;  but,  to  speak^ 
franldy,  I  was  deterred  from  sending  it  to' 
you  by  the  fact  of  the  book  includi^  one 
poem  ("Jenny")  of  which  I  felt  uncertain 
whether  you  would  be  pleased  with  it 
I  am  not  ashamed  of  having  written  it 
Gndeed,  I  assure  you  that  I  would  never 
have  written  it  if  I  thought  it  unfit  to  be 
read  with  good  results),  but  I  feared  it 
might  startle  you  somewhat. — Rossetit, 
Dantb  OiiBRiEL,  1870,  Letter  to  hit  Aunt, 
May  24;  Letters  to  WiUiam  AUingham,  ed. 
HiU,  p.  249. 

It  is  something  very  like  morbidly  grati- 
fied sexual  sensuousness,  too,  that  we  dis- 
cover in  "Jenny,"  a  poem  in  which  a  young 
man  "moralizes"  a  young  woman  of  the 
town  whom  he  has  accompanied  home  from 
a  place  of  amusement,  and  conaments  on 
her  way  of  life  and  probable  character  and 
fate  after  the  manner  of  Mr.  Browning  in 
his  analytical  moods.  It  is  the  fashion  to 
say  of  such  things,  that,  although  it  is 
difficult  to  see  how  the  author  contrived  it, 
he  has  managed  with  consummate  skill  to 
avoid  the  intrinac  indeUcacy  of  his  subject. 
As  a  matter  of  fact,  however,  it  may  be 
doubted  if  the  inherent  delicacy  is  not  just 
what  he  has  not  avoided;  and  whether  all 
writers  who  practise  this  sort  of  morbid 
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anatomy  do  not  do  something;  towards 
debauclung  the  minds  of  a  certain  number 
of  their  readers.  Such  things  tend,  we 
imagine,  to  confound  the  distinction  be- 
tween morality  and  immorality,  and  have 
much  the  same  effect  as  the  prurient 
moral  novels  with' which  M.  Femllet,  or 
the  excellent  M.  Dumas  fiU  occasionally 
buttresses  the  foimdations  of  society. — 
Dennett,  J.  R.,  1870,  fioweitf*  Poms, 
North  American  Review,  vol  HI,  p.  478. 

After  reading  it  again  and  again,  and 
ever  willing  to  think  the  fault  must  Ue 
with  myself,  I  have  each  time  come  to  the 
same  conclusion,  that  the  pathos  Ifr. 
Swinburne  considers  its  distinctive  quality 
is  literary  pathos,  and  not  sprung  in  the 
first  instance  from  a  sorrowful  heart  or  a 
deep  personal  sense  of  "the  pity  of  it,  the 
pity  of  it,"  and  that,  in  consequence, 
"a  Divine  pit3r"  does  noi  M  it.  I  am 
aware  that  such  a  judgment  wUl  seem  to 
many  absurd,  nevertheless  I  stUl  consider 
much  of  "Jenny"  to  be  rather  cold-blooded 
speculation,  and  the  poem  itself  as  a  whole 
by  no  means  entitied  to  rank  as  "great 
among  the  few  greatest  works  of  the  artist." 
This  does  not  prevent  it  from  being,  in  my 
opinion,  still  a  fine  poem,  only  I  cannot 
admit  what  I  feel  to  be  an  exaggerated 
daim  for  it.—SHARP,  William,  1882, 
Dante  Oabrid  Ros$etH,  A  Record  and  a 
Study,  p.  331. 

It  is  wisest  to  hazard  at  the  outset  all 
unfavorable  comment  by  the  frankest 
statement  of  the  story  of  the  poem.  But 
the  motif  of  it  is. a  much  higher  thing. 
"Jenny"  embodies  an  entirely  distinct 
phase  of  feeling,  yet  the  poet's  root  im- 
pulse is  therein  the  same  as  in  tiie  case  of 
'The  Blessed  Damozel."  No  two  creatures 
could  stand  more  widely  apart  as  to  out- 
ward features  than  the  dream  of  the  sainted 
'  niaiden  and  the  reality  of  the  frail  and 
fallen  girl;  yet  the  primary  prompting  and 
the  ultimate  outcome  are  the  same.  The 
ardent  longing  after  ideal  purity  in  woman- 
hood, which  in  the  one  gave  birth  to  a  con- 
ception whereof  the  very  sorrow  is  but 
excess  of  joy  foimd  expression  in  the  other 
through  a  vivid  presentment  of  the  name- 
less misery  or  unwomanly  dishonour. — 
Gaine,  Hall,  1882,  RecoUeetions  of  DarUe 
OabrielRoseetti,  p.  20. 

"Jenny,"  perhaps,  being  cast  in  a  more 
meditative  form,  lacks  the  p<)ignancy  and 
fervour  of  the  utterance  which  comes,  in 


"A  Last  Confession,"  from  the  lips  of  the 
sinner  himself  instead  of  from  tiie  spectator 
merely,  but  it  surpasses  all  contemporary 
studies  of  its  kind  in  its  bold  and  masterly 
handling  of  a  difficult  theme.  Both,  how- 
ever, are  distinct  from  the  lyric  poems  in 
that  their  abruptness  of  movement  and 
irregularity  of  structure  are  the  abruptness 
and  irregularity  of  quick  dramatic  thought, 
in-patient  of  metrical  elaboration,  sur- 
charging the  poetic  vehicle  with  subject 
matter;  an  effect  which  must  not  be  con- 
fused with  the  ruggedness  of  the  true 
ballad-form,  whose  l^ken  musdc  haunts 
the  ear  by  its  very  waywardness  and  va- 
riety of  rhythm,  and  gains  its  end  by  a 
studied  artiessnees  the  more  exquisite  for 
its  apparent  unconstraint.— Wood,  Es- 
ther, 1894,  DanU  Ro8$etii  and  the  Pre- 
Raphaelite  Movement,  p.  307. 

KING'S  TRAGEDY 
1881 
Even  Rossetti's  warmest  admirers  would 
hardly  have  given  him  credit  for  the  power 
to  grapple  with  a  historic  subject  dis- 
played in*  this  remarkable  work,  pwhaps 
his  master  piece  in  narrative  poetiy,  even 
as  "Cloud  Confines"  is  the  highest  effort 
in  the  field  of  conteinplative  not  to  say 
philosophic  verse.— Hueffer,  Francis, 
1882,  BaUadi  and  Poeme,  Tauchnitz  Ed., 
Memoir,  p.  23. 

Perhaps,  if  one  had  to  nanie  a  angle 
composition  of  his  to  readers  desiring  to 
make  acquaintance  with  him  for  the  first 
tinie,  one  would  select:  "The  King's 
Tragedy"— that  poem  so  moving,  so  popu- 
larly dramatic,  and  lifelike.—  Pateiv Wal- 
ter, 1883,  Appreeiatione,  p.  227. 

Is  one  of  the  most  powerful  of  Rossetti's 
poems.— OupHANT,  Margaret  0.  W., 
1892,  The  Victorian  Age  of  English  Literor 
tare,  p.  444. 

In  "The  King's  Tragedy"  Rossetti  was. 
poaching  on  Scott's  own  preserves,  the 
territory  of  national  history  and  legend. 
If  we  can  guess  how  Scott  would  have 
handled  the  same  story,  we  shall  have  an 
object  lesson  in  two  contrasted  kinds  of 
romantidsm.  Scott  could  not  have  bettered 
the  grim  ferocity  of  the  murder  scene,  nor 
have  equalled,  perhaps,  the  tragic  shadow 
of  doom  which  is  thrown  over  Rossetti's 
poem  by  the  triple  warning  of  the  weird 
woman.  But  the  sense  of  the  historical 
environment,  the  sense  of  the  actual  in 
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places  and  persons,  would  have  been 
stronger  in  bis  version.— Beers,  Henry  A., 
1901,  A  History  of  English  RamanHeism 
in  {he  Nineieenth  Century,  p,  313. 

HOUSE  OF  LIFE 
This  "House  of  Life"  has  in  it  so  many 
mansions,  so  many  halls  of  state  and 
bowers  of  music,  chapels  for  worship  and 
chambers  for  festival,  that  no  guest  can 
declare  on  a  first  entrance  the  secret  of  its 
scheme.  Spirit  and  sense  together,  eye* 
sight  and  hearing  and  thought,  are  ab- 
sorbed in  splendor  of  sounds  and  glory  of 
colours  distinguishable  only  by  delight. 
But  the  scheme  is  solid  and  harmonious; 
there  is  no  waste  in  this  luxury  of  genius: 
the  whole  is  lovelier  than  its  loveliest  part. 
Again  and  again  may  one  turn  the  leaves 
in  search  of  some  one  poem  or  some  two 
which  may  be  chosen  for  sample  and 
thanksgiving;  but  there  is  no  choice  to  be 
made.  Sonnet  is  poured  upon  sonnet,  and 
song  hands  on  the  torch  to  song;  and  each 
in  turn  (as  another  poet  has  said  of  the 
lark's  note  falling  from  the  height  of  dawn), 
''Rings  like  a  golden  jewel  down  a  golden  stair." 
There  are  no  poems  of  the  class  in  English— 
I  doubt  if  there  be  any  even  in  Dante's 
Italian— so  rich  at  once  and  pure.  Their 
golden  affluence  of  images  and  jewel- 
coloured  words  never  once  disguises  the 
firm  outline,  the  justice  and  chastity  of 
form.  No  nakedness  could  be  more 
harmonious,  more  consummate  in  its  fleshy 
sculpture,  than  tlie  imperial  array  and 
ornament  of  this  august  poetry.  Mailed 
in  gold  as  of  the  morning  and  girdled  with 
gems  of  strange  water,  the  beautiful  body 
as  of  a  carven  goddess  gleams  through  them 
tangible  and  taintless,  without  spot  or  de- 
fault.—Swinburne,  Algernon  Charles, 
1870,  The  Poems  of  DanU  Gabriel  RosseUi, 
Fortnightly  Review,  vol.  13,  p.  553. 

Admirable  as  are  his  ballads,  ''The  House 
of  Life,"  recording  a  personal  experience 
transniuted  by  the  imagination,  is  Ros- 
setti's  highest  achievement  in  verse.  There 
are  two  other  "sonnet-sequences,"  and 
only  two,  in  English  poetry  which  can  take 
rank  beside  it,  ''The  Sonnets  of  Shakes- 
pere"  and  "Sonnets  from  the  Portuguese." 
— Dowden,  Edward,  1887,  Victorian  Liter- 
aturey  Transcripts  and  Studies,  p.  229. 

"The  House  of  life,"  described  as  a 
sonnet-sequence,  is  undoubtedly  the  noblest 
contribution  in  this  form  of   verse   yet 


made  to  our  literature.  It  should  be 
studied  with  Shakespeare's  sonnets  and 
with  Mrs.  Browning's  "Sonnets  from  the 
Portuguese,"  in  order  that  its  wealth  of 
thought,  its  varied  beauty  of  phrase,  and 
its  depth  of  feeling  may  be  comprehended. 
It  tells  the  same  heart  story,  but  in  how 
different  a  key!  The  hundred  and  more 
sonnets  which  compose  it  are  a  revelation 
of  the  poet's  nature;  idl  its  ideals,  its  pas- 
sions, its  hopes  and  despairs,  its  changeful 
moods,  are  reflected  there;  and  there,  too, 
a  man's  heart  beats,  in  one  hour  witii  the 
freedom  of  a  great  joy,  and  in  another 
against  the  iron  bars  of  fate.— Mabie, 
Hamilton  Wright,  1893  Essays  in  LUer- 
ary  Interpretation,  p.  90. 

We  miss  in  "The  House  of  Life"  the 
spontaneity  and  simple  charm  of  the  early 
lyrics,  though  in  recompense  we  gain  the 
pleasure  which  comes  from  hearing  a 
complex  musical  instrument  played  with 
mature  mastership.  —  Moody,  Wiluaic 
Vaughn,  and  Lovett,  Robert  Morss, 
1902,  A  History  of  English  Literature,  p. 
346. 

SONNETS 

Sonnets  .  .  .unexampled  in  the  Enslisb 
language  since  Shakespeare's  for  depth  of 
thought  and  skUl  and  felicity  of  execution. 
—Morris,  Willlam,  1870,  The  Academy,, 
vol.  I,  p.  199. 

Undoubtedly  the  greatest  of  living 
sonneteers.  ...  Mr.  Rossetti's  imagina- 
tive treatment  is  both  spiritual  and  im- 
passioned, the  sensuous  and  the  super- 
sensuous  are  inextricably  blended,  and 
when  love  is  the  theme  of  his  utterances 
it  is  for  the  most  part  a  love  of  which  we 
know  not  the  body  from  the  soul.  There  is 
a  noteworthy  integrity  in  his  love  sonnets 
which  gives  them  a  peculiar  interest  and 
value.  No  element  is  wanting,  none  is 
unduly  preponderant.— Noble,  James  Ash- 
croft,  1880,  The  Sonnet  in  England  and 
Other  Essays,  pp.  57, 58. 

Yet,  if  the  qualities  which  I  have  at- 
tempted to  describe  as  characteristic  of 
Mr.  Rossetti,  lead  him  occasionally  to 
fatigue  us,  and  snare  him  in  the  pitfall  of 
Johnsonian  pomposity,  these  same  qualities 
are  the  sources  of  his  strength.  It  is  by 
right  of  them  that  he  never  turns  out  a 
sonnet  which  is  not  according  to  his  own 
conception  perfected,  and  which  we  may 
not  with  confidence  accept  as  stamped 
with  his  approval.  ...  His  sonnets  are 
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imrefreshing.  We  rise  from  them  with- 
out exhilaration,  without  that  sense  of 
liberated  oxygen,  which  is  communicated 
by  Keats,  by  Wordsworth,  at  their  best. 
We  almost  invariably  miss  in  them  the 
feding  of  reaGty,  the  freshness  of  the 
outer  au*,  a  quick  and  vital  correla- 
tion to  actual  humanity.  They  are  the 
cabinet  productions  of  an  artist's  intellect 
engrossed  in  self.  So  pungent  is  the  aroma, 
so  hot  the  colour,  so  loaded  the  design,  so 
marked  the  melodies,  that  we  long  even  for 
the  wilding  charm  of  weaker  singers.  .  .  . 
Those  who  still  include  Mr.  Rossetti  in 
what  was  called  "the  fleshly  school,''  can 
only  do  so  by  appealing  to  isolated  phrases 
in  his  sonnets.  In  these,  as  it  seems  to  me, 
some  imperfect  apprehension  of  the  right 
relation  of  aesthetic  language  to  very 
natural  thing?,  some  want  of  taste  in  fine, 
led  the  poet  to  extend  in  habitual  empJuue 
of  his  style  to  details  which  should  have 
been  slurred  over.  His  defined  incisive 
way  of  writing  fixes  the  mind  repulsively 
on  physical  images  and  "poems  of  privacy." 
The  effect  is  vulgar  and  ill-bred.  We 
shrink  from  it  as  from  something  nasty, 
from  a  discord  to  which  education  and  good 
manners  had  rendered  us  uncomfortably 
sensible.  —  Stmonds,  John  Addington, 
1882,  Noie$  an  Mr.  D.  0.  Ra9$et&'$  New 
PoenUf  Maemillan's  Magasdne,  vol.  45, 
pp.  324, 325, 327. 

Beautiful  as  some  of  Mr.  Rossetti's 
work  is,  his  expression  in  the  sonnets 
surely  became  obscure  from  over4nvolu- 
tion,  and  excessive  fiarUure  of  diction. 
But  then  Rossetti's  style  is  no  doubt 
formed  considerably  upon  that  of  the 
Italian  poets.  One  is  glad,  however,  that, 
this  time,  at  all  events,  the  right  man  has 
"got  the  porridge."— Noel,  Rodbn,  1886, 
The  Poetry  of  Tennytan,  Eseay  on  Poetry 
and  Poete,  p.  234. 

One  name,  however,  stands  out  from  all 
others  since  Wordsworth  and  Mrs.  Brown- 
ing, like  a  pine  tree  out  of  a  number  of 
graceful  larches.  Dante  Gabriel  Rometti 
is  not  only  one  of  the  great  poets  of  the 
century,  but  the  one  English  poet  whose 
sonnet-work  can  genuinely  be  weighed  in 
the  balance  with  that  of  Shakespeare  and 
with  that  of  Wordsworth.  No  influence 
is  at  present  more  marked  than  his:  its 
stream  is  narrower  than  that  of  Tennyson 
and  Browning,  but  the  current  is  deep,  and 
its  fertilizing  waters  have  penetrated  far 


and  wide  into  the  soO.  The  author  of 
"The  House  of  life"  thus  holds  a  remark- 
able place  in  the  literary  and  artistic  his- 
tory of  the  second  Victorian  epoch.  No 
critic  of  this  poet's  work  will  have  any 
true  grasp  of  it  who  does  not  recognize  that 
"Rossetti"  signifies  that  something  of 
^eater  import  than  the  beautiful  pr^uc- 
tions  of  one  man— the  historian  of  the 
brilliant  period  in  question  will  work  in  the 
dark  if  he  is  unable  to  perceive  one  of  the 
chief  well-springs  of  the  flood,  if  he  should 
fail  to  recognize  the  relationship  between 
radical  characteristics  of  the  time  and  the 
man  who  did  so  much  to  inauguAtte  or 
embody  them.— Sharp,  Wiluam,  1886, 
Sonneti  of  thi$  Century,  Introduction,  p. 
Ixxi. 

Upon  the  sonnet  he  lavished  the  wealth 
of  his  imagination  and  the  treasures  of  his 
research.  Whatever  words  most  noble, 
graceful,  picturesque,  or  significant  he 
could,  by  thought  and  research,  add  to  his 
vocabulary  were  reserved  for  Us  sonnets. 
These  he  polished  and  recast  with  the 
same  earnestness  that  he  devoted  to  his 
pictures,  and  his  youthful  work  was  not 
seldom  entirely  re-shapen.  The  principle 
on  which  he  wrote  was  that  in  each  son- 
net a  thought  should  be  crystallized  and 
wrought  into  a  gem.  —  Knight,  Joseph, 
1887,  Life  of  Danie  Gabrid  Ro$9etti  (Great 
Writers),  p.  125. 

By  nature  and  trainmg  he  became  pos- 
sessed of  great  sympathy  with  the  form 
and  used  it  freely.  The  "Dark  Glass"  is 
one  of  his  strongest,  and  in  it  as  in  many 
of  his  poems  he  paints  love  and  life  against 
a  sombre  background.  While  his  sonnets 
are  artistic,  they  do  not  linger  in  mem- 
ory like  more  spontaneous  utterances  by 
Wordsworth,  Milton,  Keats,  Mrs.  Brown- 
ing, etc.  But  it  is  doubtless  unfair  to 
compare  him  with  such  great  poets.  He 
was  more  painter  than  philosopher  or  singer, 
yet  he  felt  keenly,  and  his  lines  often 
throb  with  stress  and  pain.— Crandall, 
Charles  H.,  1890,  ed.  Representative  Son- 
nets by  American  Poets,  p.  75. 

Mr.  Rossetti  has  written  a  larger  number 
of  noble  sonnets  than  any  other  poet  of  our 
time.  For  this  form  he  reserved  the  best 
of  all  his  powers,  and  in  it  he  achieved  a 
success  that  will  be  absolutely  unquestioned. 
—Graham,  Richard  D.,  1897,  The  Masters 
of  Victorian  Literature,  p.  351. 

These  sonnets  alone  would  suffice  to 
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insure  the  immortality  of  the  poet;  for  they 
must  be  ranked  no  lower  than  with  the 
greatest  in  the  language,— with  those  of 
Shakespeare  and  of  Milton,  of  Wordsworth 
and  of  Keats.— Patnb,  William  Morton, 
1897,  Library  of  Hie  World's  Best  Literature, 
ed.  Warner,  vol  xxi,  p.  12415. 

GENERAL 

I  have  at  length  had  the  pleasure  of  read- 
ing your  manuscripts,  but  am  still  forced 
to  be  very  brief.  I  hope  the  agreeableness 
of  my  renutrks  will  make  amends  for  their 
shor^ess,  since  you  have  been  good 
enough  to  constitute  me  a  judge  of  powers 
of  which  you  ought  to  have  no  doubt. 
I  felt  perplexed,  it  is  true,  at  first,  by  the 
translations,  which,  though  containing 
evidences  of  a  strong  feeling  of  the  truth 
and  simplidty  of  the  originals,  appeared  to 
me  harsh,  and  want  correctness  in  the 
versification.  I  guess  indeed  that  ^ou  are 
altogether  not  so  musical  as  pict<»ial. 
But,  when  I  came  to  the  originals  of  your 
own,  I  recognized  an  unquestionable  poet, 
thoughtful,  imaginative,  and  with  rare 
powers  of  expression.  I  hailed  you  as  such 
at  once,  without  any  misgiving;  and, 
besides  your  Dantesque  heavens  (without 
any  hell  to  spoU  them),  admired  the  com- 
plete and  genial  round  of  your  sympathies 
with  humanity.  I  know  not  what  sort  of 
painter  you  are.  If  you  paint  as  well  as 
you  write,  you  may  be  a  rich  man;  or  at  all 
events,  if  you  do  not  care  to  be  rich,  may 
get  leisure  enough  to  cultivate  your 
writing.— Hunt,  Leigh,  1848,  To  RossetH, 
March  31;  Danie  Gabrid  RossetH,  ed.  Ros- 
setH,  vol.  I,  p.  122. 

In  no  poems  is  the  spontaneous  and 
habitual  interpenetration  of  matter  and 
manner,  which  is  the  essence  of  poetry, 
more  complete  than  in  these.  An  original 
and  subtile  beauty  of  execution  expresses 
the  deep  mystidsm  of  thought  which  in 
some  form  and  degree  is  not  wanting 
certainly  to  any  poets  of  the  modem 
school,  but  which  in  Mr.  Rossetti's  work 
is  both  great  in  degree  and  passionate  in 
kind.  Nor  in  him  has  it  any  tendency  to 
lose  itself  amid  allegory  or  abstractions'; 
indeed,  instead  of  turning  human  life  into 
symbols  of  things  vague  and  not  under- 
stood, it  rather  gives  to  the  very  symbols 
the  personal  life  and  variety  of  mankind. 
No  poem  in  this  book  is  without  the  circle 
of  this  realizing  mysticism,  which  deals 
wonderingly  with  all  real  things  that  can 


have  poetic  life  given  them  by  paanon, 
and  refuses  to  have  to  do  with  any  invisible 
things  that  in  the  wide  scope  of  its  imagina- 
tion cannot  be  made  perfectly  distinct  and 
poetically  real.— Morris,  William,  1870, 
The  Academy y  vol.  1,  p.  199. 

Opinions  must  differ;  but  the  prevailing 
opinion,  we  should  say,  will  be  that  we 
have  in  Mr.  Rossetti  another  poetical  man, 
and  a  man  markedly  poetical,  and  of  a  kind 
apparentiy  though  not  radically  different 
from  any  other  of  our  secondary  writers  of 
poetry,  but  that  we  have  not  in  him  a  true 
poet  of  any  weight.  He  certainly  has  taste, 
and  subtlety,  and  skill,  and  sentiment  in 
excess,  and  excessive  sensibility,  and  a  sort 
of  pictorial  sensuousness  of  conception 
which  ^ves  warmth  and  vividness  to  the 
imagery  that  embodies  his  feelings  and 
desires.  But  he  is  all  feelings  and  desires; 
and  he  is  of  the  earth,  earthy,  though  tiie 
earth  is  often  bright  and  beautiful  pig- 
ments; of  thought  and  imagination  he  his 
next  to  nothing.  At  last  one  disooveis, 
what  has  seemed  probable  from  the  first, 
that  one  has  been  in  company  with  a 
lyrical  poet  of  narrow  range ;  with  a  man  who 
has  nothing  to  say  but  of  himself;  and  of 
himself  as  the  yearning  lover,  mostiy  a  sad 
one,  of  a  person  of  the  other  sex.  .  .  .  Con- 
sidered as  a  lyrical  poet  pure  and  simple,  a 
lyrical  verse-making  lover,  apart  from 
whatever  praise  or  blaine  belongs  to  him  as 
a  Pre-Raphaelite  in  poetry  whose  Pre- 
Raphaelitism  is  its  most  obvious  feature, 
it  will  be  found  that  Mr.  Rossetti  must  be 
credited  with  an  intensity  of  feeling  which 
is  overcast  almost  always  with  a  sort  of 
morbidness,  and  which  usually  trenches 
on  the  bound  of  undue  sensuousness  of 
tone.— Dennett,  J.  R.,  1870,  Rossetti^B 
Poems,  North  American  Review,  vol.  Ill,  pp. 
474,475. 

He  is  distinctively  a  colourist,  and  of  his 
capabiUties  in  colour  we  cannot  speak, 
though  we  should  guess  that  they  are  great; 
for  if  there  is  any  good  quality  by  which 
his  poems  are  specially  marked,  it  is  a  great 
sensitiveness  to  hues  and  tints  as  conveyed 
in  poetic  epithet.  These  qualities,  wUch 
impress  the  casual  spectator  of  the  photo- 
graphs from  his  pictures,  are  to  be  found 
abundantly  among  his  verses.  There  is  the 
same  thinness  and  transparence  of  design, 
the  same  combination  of  the  simple  and 
the  grotesque,  the  same  morbid  deviation 
from  healthy  forms  of  life,  the  same  sense 
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of  weary,  wasting,  yet  exquisite  sensuality; 
nothing  virile,  nothing  tender,  nothing 
completely  sane;  a  superfluity  of  extreme 
sensibility,  of  delight  in  beautiful  forms, 
hues,  and  tints,  and  a  deep-seated  indif- 
ference to  all  agitating  forces  and  agencies, 
all  tumultuous  griefs  and  sorrows,  all  the 
thunderous  stress  of  life,  and  all  the  strain- 
ing storm  of  speculation.  Mr.  Morris  is 
often  pure,  fresh,  and  wholesome  as  his 
own  great  model;  Mr.  Swinburne  startles 
us  more  than  once  by  some  fine  flash  of 
insight;  but  the  mind  of  Mr.  Rossetti  is  like 
a  glassy  mere,  broken  only  by  the  dive  of 
some  water-bird  or  the  hum  of  winged 
insecte,  and  brooded  over  by  an  atmosphere 
of  insi^erable  closeness,  with  a  light  blue 
sky  above  it,  sultry  depths  mirrored  within 
it,  and  a  surface  so  thickly  sown  with 
water-lilies  that  it  retains  its  ^assy  smooth- 
ness even  in  the  strongest  wind.  ...  We 
question  if  there  is  anything  in  the  unfortu- 
nate 'Toems  and  Bdlads''  quite  so  ques- 
tionable on  the  score  of  thorough  nastiness 
as  any  pieces  in  Mr.  Rossetti's  collection. 
Mr.  S\mbume  was  wilder,  more  out- 
rageous, n^ore  blasphemous,  and  his  sub- 
jecte  were  n^ore  atrocious  in  themselves; 
yet  the  hysterical  tone  slew  the  animal- 
ism, the  furiousness  of  epithet  lowered  the 
sensation;  and  the  first  feeling  of  disgust 
at  such  themes  as  "Laus  Veneris"  and 
"Anactoria,"  faded  away  into  comic 
amazement.  It  was  only  a  little  mad  boy 
letting  off  squibs;  not  a  great  strong  man, 
who  might  be  really  dangerous  to  society. 
"I  wiU  be  naughty!"  screamed  the  little 
boy;  but,  after  all,  what  did  it  matter? 
It  is  quite  different,  however,  when  a 
grown  man,  with  the  self-control  and  easy 
audacity  of  actual  experience,  comes  for- 
ward to  chronicle  his  amorous  sensations, 
and,  firat  proclaiming  in  a  loud  voice  his 
literary  maturity,  and  consequent  respon- 
sibility, shamelessly  prints  and  pubhshes 
such  a  piece  of  writing  as  this  sonnet  on 
"Nuptial  Sleep."—  Buchanan,  Robert 
(Thomas  Maitland),  1871,  The  FUMy 
School  of  Poetry:  Mr.  D.  0.  RosBetH,  Con^ 
temporary  Review,  vd.  18,  pp.  336, 338. 

He  is  thoroughly  at  home  among  ro- 
mantic themes  and  processes,  while  a  feel- 
ing like  that  of  Dante  exalts  the  maturer 
portion  of  his  emblematic  verse.  .  .  . 
Throughout  his  poetry  we  discern  a  finesse, 
a  regani  for  detail,  and  a  knowledge  of  color 
and  sound,  that  distinguish  tlus  master  of 


the  Neo-Romantic  school.  IDs  end  is 
gained  by  simplicity  and  sure  precision  of 
touch.  Me  knows  exactly  what  effect  he 
desires,  and  produces  it  by  a  firm  stroke 
of  color,  a  beam  of  light,  a  single  musical 
note.  ...  His  lyrical  faculty  is  exquisite; 
not  often  swift,  but  chaste,  and  purely 
English.  .  .  .  ICs  verse  is  compact  of 
.tenderness,  emotional  ecstasy,  and  poetic 
fire.  The  spirit  of  the  master  whose  name 
he  bears  clothes  him  as  with  a  white  gar- 
ment. —  Stedman,  Edmund  Clarence, 
1875-87,  Victorian  PoeU,  pp.  360, 361,  365, 
366. 

Mr.  Dante  0.  Rossetti  has  written  some 
sonnets  which  are  probably  entitled  to  rank 
with  the  best  of  their  kind  at  any  time,  and 
one  or  two  ballads  of  fierce,  impassioned 
style,  which  seem  as  if  they  came  straight 
from  the  heart  of  the  old  northern  baUad 
worid.— McCarthy,  Justin,  1880,  A  Hi^ 
tory  of  our  Own  Timee  from  the  Aeeeuion  of 
Queen  Victoria  to  the  Berlin  Congrea,  vol. 
IV,  ch.  Lxvn,  p.  130. 

Mr.  Rossetti's  new  volume  is  not  versified 
pteiulo-philosophy;  nor  rhetoric  simulating 
passion;  nor  factitious  simplicities;  nor  a 
mannered  cleverness;  nor  a  freshly  dis- 
covered affectotion.  The  best  part  of  it 
is  that  rare  and  wonderful  thing,  mere 
poetry— clustered  fruit  full  of  the  scent  and 
colour  of  the  sun.  Such  a  gift  of  beauty 
brings  to  us  for  a  season  that  audacitv 
which  a  sudden  accession  to  one's  wealtn 
or  power  imparts;  we  seem  to  accept  life  on 
easier  and  larger  terms.  .  .  .  The  ballads 
in  Mr.  Rossetti's  volume  show  his  crafts- 
manship on  a  larger  scale  than  anything 
hitherto  published.— Dowden,  Edward, 
1881,  Ballade  and  Sonnets,  The  Academy, 
vol.  20,  p.  385. 

Mr.  Rossetti's  poetry  is  contained  in  two 
volumes,  one  published  in  1870,  the  other 
in  1881.  To  begin  with  the  first  volume, 
you  cannot  open  it  without  being  struck 
by  the  marked  individuality  of  manner, 
and  also  by  the  signs  of  poetic  power  which 
meet  you  on  the  surface.  When  you  have 
entered  a  fittle  farther  into  the  precinct, 
vou  become  aware  that  you  have  passed 
mto  an  atmosphere  which  is  strange,  and 
certainly  not  bracing— the  fragrances  that 
cross  your  path  are  those  of  musk  and 
incense  rather  than  of  heather  and  moun- 
tain thyme.  It  takes  an  effort  to  get  into 
the  mood  which  shall  appreciate  this 
poetry— you  require  to  get  acclimatized 
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to  the  atmosphere  that  sturoimcls  you. 
And,  as  you  proceed,  you  meet  with  tlungs 
which  make  you  doubt  whether  you  would 
much  desire  the  acclimatization.  At  the 
same  time  you  are  aware  of  the  presence 
of  genuine  poetic  power,  even  though  you 
may  be  far  from  admiring  some  of  its 
manifestations.  ...  As  to  the  substance 
of  the  first  volume,  the  tone  of  sentiment 
which  certainly  predominates  b  the  erotic. 
So  we  call  it,  for  it  has  little  in  common 
with  the  pure  and  noble  devotion  which  the 
best  of  our  older  poets  have  immortalized. 
This  amatory  or  erotic  sentiment  is  un- 
pleasant in  the  poem  called  "Eden  Bower, 
or  lilith;"  it  is  revolting  in  the  ballad  of 
"Troy  Town."  But  the  taint  of  fleshliness 
which  runs  through  too  many  of  the  other 
poems  reaches  its  climax  in  son^e  of  the 
twenty-eight  sonnets,  entitled  "The  House 
of  Life."  These  sonnets  not  only  express, 
but  brood  over  thoughts  and  imaginations 
which  should  not  1:^  expressed,  or  even 
dwelt  on  in  secret  thought.  Not  all  the 
subtle  association  or  elaboration  of  words, 
nor  dainty  iioagery  in  which  tJiey  are 
dressed,  can  hide  or  remove  the  intrinsic 
earthliness  that  lies  at  the  heart  of  them, 
and  one  cannot  imagine  why — one  cannot 
but  regret  thatr— they  should  even  have  been 
composed  by  a  man  of  so  much  genius. — 
Shairp,  J.  C,  1882,  jEithetie  PoOry,  Coru- 
temporary  Review,  vol.  42,  pp.  21,  23,  24. 

If  Mr.  Woolner's  is  thus  a  scidptor's 
poem,  Mr.  Rossetti's  work  is,  as  we  have 
said,  distinctively  poet/s  work;  his  poems 
and  his  pictures  are  a  poet's.  Nevertheless, 
his  own  best  art  of  words,  has  always 
enviously  gained  some  beauty,  some  riches, 
some  lovely  power,  from  the  habit  which 
the  use  of  colour  and  pencU  must  have  kept 
alive  in  him—- the  habit  which  as  children 
we  all  possess,  and  generally  lose  as  we 
grow  older  and  more  literary— the  indis- 
tinctive habit  of  making  definite  mental 
Eictures.  He  has  preserved  this,  and  yet 
as  foregone  nothing  of  the  literary  and 
poetic  power  over  thought  and  emotion.— 
Mbynell,  Aucb,  1882,  The  BrTuh,  The 
Chisel  and  the  Pen,  Art  Journal,  p.  86. 

Much  of  his  best  work,  as  we  perceive 
without  these  metaphors  to  guide  us,  is 
chryselephantine,  overwrought  with  jew- 
elry. Thought  and  feeling  do  not  play  with 
him  like  imps  imprison^  in  translucent 
gems.  He  works  for  them  a  gCH'geous 
shrine  of  predous  wood  and  oriental  ivory, 


inlays  it  with  glossy  gold,  and  sets  it  round 
with  jewels.  The  limpidity  which  dis- 
tinguishes the  best  Italian  sonnets,  the 
fluidity  .of  music  evolved  as  though  by 
some  spontaneous  effort,  the  harmony  of 
language  produced  by  simple  sequenced 
of  fresh  uncolored  words,  are  not  his  quali- 
ties, any  n^ore  than  is  the  wayward  grace 
of  t^e  true  baUad.  Elaboration  is  every- 
where apparent  Rigidity,  rather  than 
elasticity,  opaque  splendour  rather  than 
translucency,  determine  the  exoeUenoe  of 
even  his  noblest  achievement.— Stmonds, 
John  Addington,  1882,  Notee  on  Mr.  D.  O. 
RossetH^B  New  Poems,  MaemiUan's  Magor 
tine,  vol.  45,  p.  323. 

He  held  in  all  things  to  the  essential  and 
not  to  the  accidental;  he  prefeired  the  dry 
grain  of  musk  to  a  diluted  flood  of  perfume. 
An  Italian  by  birth  and  deeply  moved  by 
all  things  Italian,  he  never  visited  Italy; 
a  lover  of  ritual  and  a  sympathizer  with  all 
the  mysteries  of  the  Roman  creed,  he  never 
joined  the  Catholic  Church;  a  poet  whose 
form  and  substance  alike  influenced  almost 
all  the  men  of  his  generation,  he  was  more 
than  forty  years  of  age  before  he  save  his 
verse  to  the  public;  a  painter  who  con- 
sidered the  attitude  of  the  past  with  more 
ardor  and  faith  than  almost  any  artist 
of  his  time,  he  never  chose  to  visit  the 
churches  or  galleries  of  Europe.— GossE, 
Edmund,  1882,  Dante  Oabriel  Rosutd,  Cen- 
tury Magadne,  vol.  24,  p.  719. 

His  work  is  characterised  by  intellectual 
subtlety,  calm  dignity  of  emotional  refer- 
ence, and  pungent  ideal  sympathy^  rather 
than  by  depth  and  overflow  of  feehng  and 
storm  and  majesty  of  passion;  while  it  is 
marked  by  patient  elaboration  and  exqui- 
site grace  of  finish  rather  than  by  strength 
of  structural  design  and  massive  grandeur 
of  form  and  feature.  It  is  by  the  assiduous 
cultivation  of  such  powers  as  are  clearly 
indicated  by  workmanship  of  this  kind  that 
Mr.  Rossetti  has  at  length  proved  himself 
to  be  one  of  the  finest  poetical  artists  in  our 
literature,  and  particularly  one  of  the  few 
really  great  sonneteers.  .  .  .  The  "House 
of  Life"  is  a  standing  answer  to  those  that 
carp  at  the  sonnet  on  the  ground  of  its 
mechanical  limitations  and  its  little  narrow- 
ness and  general  futility.  We  may  object 
to  Mr.  Rc^tti's  method,  we  may  feel  that 
the  hill  air  is  an  indispensable  antidote  to 
his  moving  and  relaxing  strains,  we  may 
say  that  he  is  simply  wasting  words  for  tho 
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sake  of  warm  glow  and  rich  colour;  but  all 
that  will  not  affect  the  excellent  structure 
and  the  undoubted  vitality  of  these  sonnets. 
— Batne,  Thomas,  1882,  The  Poetry  of 
Dante  Gabriel  Rossetti,  Fraser'B  Magazine, 
to/.  105,  pp.  377, 381. 

Oh,  master  of  mysterious  harmony! 
Well  hast  thou  proven  to  us  the  right  divine 
To  wear  thy  name.     The  glorious  Florentine 
Had  hailed  thee  comrade  on  the  Stygian  sea, — 
Exiled  from  haunts  of  men,  and  sad  as  he: 
And  the  strong  angel  of  the  inner  shrine, — 
Stooped  he  not  sometimes  to  that  soul  of  thine. 
On  messages  of  radiant  ministry? 
Thy  spiritual  breath  was  the  cathedral  air 
Of  the  dead   ages.    Saints  have  with   thee 

talked. 
As  with  a  friend.    Thou  knewest  the  sacred 

thrills 
That  moved  Angelico  to  tears  and  prayer; 
And  thou  as  in  a  daily  dream  has  walked 
With  Perugino  midst  his  Umbrian  hills. 

—Preston,  Margaret  J.,  1883,  Dante 
Gabriel  Roseetti,  Literary  World,  March  15. 

Not  only  had  Rossetti  more  genuine 
romantic  feeling  than  any  man  of  this 
century,  but  more  knowledge  of  romance.— 
Watts-Dxjnton,  Theodore,  1883,  The 
Truth  About  RonetH,  Nineteenth  Century, 
vol.  13,  p.  414. 

Rossetti's  luscious  lines  seldom  fail  to  cast 
a  spell.— Birrell,  Augustine,  1884,  Mr. 
Browning's  Poetry,  Obiter  Dicta,  p.  94. 

With  the  choice  of  two  media,  in  the  use 
of  both  of  which  he  was  equally  proficient, 
Rc^setti  made  naturally  frequent  experi- 
ments as  to  which  was  the  better  adapted 
to  his  powers.  To  this  moment  the  ques- 
tion remains  unanswered.  Unlike  some 
poets,  however,  who  have  employed  verse 
for  the  purpose  of  illustrating  problems, 
polemical  and  metaphysical,  with  the 
result  that  they  are  regarded  as  poets 
among  philosophers  and  as  philosophers 
among  poets,  Rossetti  has  been  received 
with  enthusiasm  in  both  capacities  by  both 
poets  and  painters.  It  may,  indeed,  be 
said  that  he  is  a  painter's  painter,  and  a 
poet's  poet.— Knight,  Joseph,  1887,  Life 
of  Dante  Gabriel  Rossetti  (Great  Writers), 
p.  131. 

Dante  Rossetti  wrote  as  he  painted, 
aiming  by  the  greatest  possible  expen- 
diture of  labour  to  obtain  the  most  purely 
artistic  result.  The  end  justified  the 
means.  Some,  not  all,  of  his  sonnets  may 
be  censured  as  too  pictorial,  and  thus 


deficient  in  the  grave  simplicity  of  thought 
befitting  the  sonnet;  but  as  a  writer  of 
ballads,  some  of  quite  epical  proportions, 
he  is  absolutely  unrivalled,  and  his  lyrics 
either  exhibit  the  novel  effect  of  an  Ital- 
ian graft  upon  English  literature  or 
are  entu^ly  without  pattern  or  precedent. 
The  very  exquisitoness  of  his  poetry 
nevertheless  limited  the  sphere  of  his 
influence  on  the  world  at  large,  which  he 
had  ample  power  to  have  moved  if  his 
SBsthetic  conscience  would  have  permitted. 
— Garnett,  Richard,  1887,  The  Reign  of 
Queen  Victoria,  ed.  Ward,  vol.  n,  p.  486. 

In  endeavoring  to  do  justice  to  Rossetti 
it  must  be  remembered  that,  though  bom 
and  bred  in  England,  he  was  an  It^an  by 
blood  and  sympathy.  His  acquaintance 
with  Englishmen  and  English  books  was 
by  no  means  wide.  Love,  the  constant 
theme  of  his  art,  is  in  some  of  his  most 
important  poems,  not  the  English  love 
whose  stream  is  steady  affection  and  only 
its  occasional  eddies  passion,  and  which, 
when  disappointed,  does  not  cease  to  be 
love  though  it  becomes  sorrow:  but  the 
Italian  ardour,  in  perennial  crisis,  which 
stabs  its  rival  and  nates  its  object,  if  she 
refuses  its  satisfaction,  as  ardently  as  it 
worships  her  so  long  as  there  is  hope. 
The  limitations,  also,  which  characterise 
Rossetti's  poetry  belong  to  ItaJian  poetry 
itself.  There  is  little  breadth  in  it,  but  much 
acuteness.  It  is  therefore  quite  unfair  to 
try  an  essentially  Italian  poet,  like  Ros- 
setti, by  comparing  his  works  with  the 
classical  poetiy  of  a  nation  which,  for 
combined  breadth  and  height,  far  sur- 
passes the  poetry  of  fdl  otiier  languages 
present  and  past,  with  the  doubtful  excep- 
tion of  the  Greek.  The  English  language 
itself  is  not  made  for  Italian  thought  and 
passion.  It  has  about  four  times  as  many 
vowel  sounds  as  Italian  and  a  correspond- 
ing consonantal  power;  that  is  to  say,  it 
differs  from  the  Italian  about  as  much  as 
an  or^n  differs  from  a  flute.  Rossetti 
uses  httle  besides  the  flute-notes  of  our 
English  organ;  and,  if  he  had  made  him- 
self complete  master  of  those  notes,  it 
would  have  been  the  most  that  could  have 
been  expected  of  him.— Patmore,  CJoven- 
TRT,  188&-98,  Principle  in  Art,  etc.,  p.  101. 

Such  was  Rossetti  as  he  appeared  to  me. 
I  am  conscious  of  no  sins  of  commission  in 
what  I  have  set  down,  but  must  plead 
guilty  to  not  a  few  sins  of  omission.    The 
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responsibility  of  telling  the  world  truly  and 
fully  what  manner  of  man  Bossetti  was 
shall  not  be  mine  Nevertheless,  I  am  sure 
that  on  the  whole  Roasetti  would  gain  by 
the  revelation.  Looking  back  upon  him 
over  the  interval  since  his  death,  with  all 
painful  feelings  softened  out,  and  nothing 
left  to  think  of  but  the  man  as  he  lived,  I 
seem  to  see  him  as  a  vivid  personality, 
irresistible  in  his  fascination,  powerful 
even  in  his  weakness,  and  with  such  light 
and  force  of  genius  as  I  have  never  en- 
countered in  any  one  else  whatever.— 
Caine,  Hall,  1892,  Ths  Poets  and  the 
Poetry  of  the  Century,  Kingsley  to  Thomson, 
id.  Miles,  p.  401. 

Rossetti  is  the  most  notable  of  all  our 
poet-painters,  inasmuch  as  he  was  so  great 
a  master  in  both  the  arts.  A  point  in  con- 
nection with  Rossetti's  work  may  be  noted, 
for  a  general  misunderstanding  exists  con- 
cerning it.  It  is  thought  tbit  Rossetti 
made  poetry  subservient  to  painting. 
This  is  erroneous.  Rossetti's  poems,  when 
they  are  concerned  with  his  pictures 
at  idl,  are  not  mere  adjuncts  of  the  pictures; 
they  may,  and  indeed  do,  help  us  to  see 
deeper  into  his  thoughts  and  creations; 
but  neither  is  a  mere  auxiliary  of  the  other, 
or  an  exponent  of  the  other^s  meaning. — 
Parkes,  Kineton,  1892,  ed.  The  Patnter- 
Poets,  p.  251,  note. 

The  trick  Rossetti  has  in  representing 
both  mankind  and  material  objects  in  a 
pictorial  or  conventional  form;  his  uncon- 
scious assumption  in  his  poetry  that  the 
reader  is  conversant  with  the  principles 
and  even  some  of  the  technical  aspects  of 
art,  is  sometimes  vexatious.  But  we  may 
laugh  now  at  the  petulancy  of  the  ''Quar- 
terly Reviewer"  who  wrote  of  Rossetti's 
characters,  "The  further  off  they  get  from 
Nature,  the  more  they  resemble  mere 
pictures,  the  better  they  please  ..."  the 
poet  of  his  school.  We  have  at  least 
learned  to  be  grateful  for  Rossetti's  picture- 
poems.  The  distance  from  which  we  look 
back  upon  his  poetry  is  too  short  yet  to 
allow  us  to  see  it  in  just  perspective;  but 
ah^ady  his  name  has  won  an  honoured 

?lace  amongthe  poets  of  the  century.— 
(ToRSFOLD,  W.  Basil,  1893,  The  Poetry  of 
D.  G.  Rossetti,  Nineteenih  Century,  vd.  34, 
p.  289. 

Nowhere  in  Time's  vista,  where  the 
forms  of  great  men  gather  thickly,  do  we 
see  many  shi^^  of  Uiose  who,  as  painters 


and  as  poets,  have  been  alike  illustrious. 
Among  the  few  to  whom,  equally  on  both 
accounts,  conspicuous  honours  have  been 
paid,  none  is  superior  to  Rossetti,  of  whose 
genius  doubly  exalted  the  artists  say  tnat 
in  design  he  was  pre-eminent,  while,  on  the 
other  hand,  the  most  distinguished  poets 
of  our  age  place  him  in  the  &st  rank  with 
themselves  As  to  this  prodigious,  if  not 
unique,  distinction,  of  which  tiie  present 
age  has  not  yet,  perhaps,  formed  an  ^ie- 
quate  judgment,  there  can  be  no  doubt  rliat 
with  regard  to  the  constructive  portion  of 
his  genius  Rossetti  was  better  equipped  m 
verse  than  in  design.— Stephens,  Fred- 
eric George,  1894,  DanU  Gabriel  Rossetti, 
p.  358. 

He  brought  us  a  new  message  in  his 
poetry;  but,  with  all  his  ornate  ability  and 
technical  skill,  for  me  it  has  littie  charm, 
and  what  is  poetry— or  painting  eitiier— 
without  charm?  I  think  he  might  have 
remembered  Sidney's  "Look  into  thy 
heart,  and  write."  His  "I  grudge  Words- 
worth every  vote  he  gets"  is  significant. — 
LoCKER-L^ffPSON,  Frederick,  1895,  My 
Confidences,  p,  168. 

Weird  and  spiritual  are  indeed  often 
confused  in  Rossetti.  It  is  easy  enough  to 
read,  between  the  lines  of  his  glowing  emo- 
tion and  intense  visual  imagining^,  liis 
genuine  creed;  and  that  creed  is  simple. 
A  solenm  sense  of  vast  encompassing 
Mystery,  a  conviction  of  the  unfathomable 
depths  of  human  pasaon, — these  are  its 
factors.— ScUDDER,  Vida  D.,  1895,  The 
Life  of  the  Spirit  in  the  Modem  Engfish 
Poets,  p.  273. 

In  another  very  famous  poem,  ''Eden 
Bower,"  which  treats  of  the  pre-Adamite 
woman  lilith,  her  lover  the  serpent  of 
Eden,  and  her  revenge  on  Adiun,  the  litany 
refrain  of  "Eden  Bower's  in  flower,"  and 
"And  0  the  Bower  and  the  hour,"  are  intro- 
duced alternately  after  the  first  line  in 
forty-nine  strophes.  As  a  matter  of  course, 
between  these  absolutely  senseless  phrases 
and  the  strophe  which  each  interrupts, 
there  is  not  the  remotest  connection.  Tney 
are  strung  together  without  any  reference  to 
thdr  meaning,  but  only  because  they  rhvme. 
It  IS  a  startUng  example  of  echolalia. — 
NoRDAU,  Max,  1895,  Degeneration,  p.  93. 

Those  who  read  them  will  carry  away 
some  clearly  marked  characteristics  of  his 
poetry,  one  of  the  most  obvious  bong  a 
tendency  towards  realism.    This  is  <mly  to 
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be  looked  for  in  one  whose  pre-Raphaelite 
ideas  were  so  pronounced  with  regard  to 
painting  which  in  him  we  Imow  was  so 
closely  allied  to  his  poetry  that  it  has  been 
said  it  is  questionable  whether  he  would 
not  have  done  better  to  paint  his  poems 
and  write  his  pictures,  so  sensuous  are  the 
former,  so  intellectual  the  latter.  .  .  . 
A  third  feature  easily  recognised  id  his 
poetry  is  his  precision  of  touch,  power  of 
condensation,  and  emphasis.  This  is 
especially  renuurkable  in  his  ''Sonnets," 
the  form  his  verse  so  often  took.  Another 
of  his  chief  characteristics  in  writing  was 
his  fastidiousness  in  the  selection  of  words. 
He  disliked  so  heartily  anything  slipshod 
or  slovenly,  or  wanting;  in  concentration, 
that  he  put  off  publishmg  anything  till  he 
had  matured,  corrected,  recorrected,  and 
altered  it  so.  that  he  himself  in  several 
cases  never  could  decide  as  to  the  better 
of  two  words  or  expressions.  In  one  of  Ms 
longer  poems,  "Dante  at  Verona,"  Uiere 
seems  to  be  a  faint  shadow  of  the  spirit  of 
Browning,  though  Rossetti  is  too  original 
to  be  called  a  disciple  of  any  other  poet.^ 
Haspisr,  Janet,  1896,  DarUe  Oabrtd  Roi- 
9eiH,  Wutminiter  Review,  vci.  146,  pp. 
314,315. 

However  thick  may  be  the  mist  which 
in  places  covers  his  poetry,  when  he  writes 
in  prose  his  thoughts  and  the  words  in 
which  they  are  set  forth  are  as  clear  as  day. 
— Hnji,  OiBOROE  BiBEBBCK,  1897,  Laten 
of  Dante  Oabrtd  RosutU  to  WUliam  AUing- 
ham,  p.  xxviii. 

Bossetti  takes  his  place  in  English  litera- 
ture as  one  of  the  dx  major  poets  of  the 
later  Victorian  era,  and  as  the  oldest  of  the 
sub-group  of  three  assodated  with  the 
artistic  revival  varuely  known  as  n*e- 
Raphaelitism.  .  .  .  He  possessed  in  an 
extraordmary  degree  both  richness  of 
imagination,  and  the  power  to  pack  a 
world  of  meaning  into  one  pregnimt  and 
melodious  phrascf.  But  both  hu  pictorial 
faculty  and  his  intellectual  force  were 
tempered  by  a  strain  of  mysticism,  for 
which  he  has  been  charged  with  obscurity 
by  hard-headed  and  dull-witted  readers. 
He  was  at  once  the  most  spirited  and  the 
most  material  of  poets;  and  the  accusation 
of  sensuality  from  which  he  was  made  to 
suffer  could  only  result  from  inabihty  to 
see  more  than  one  side  of  the  Druid  shield 
of  his  poetical  personality.— Patnb,  Will- 
iam Morton,  1897  Litfrary  of  tht  World'i 


Beit  LOeratwre,  ei.  Warner^  toL  TO,  pp, 
12411, 12415. 

Roasetti  is  a  poet  whose  work  illustrates 
how  essential  breadth  of  view  and  philo- 
sophical comprehension  of  the  world  are  to 
the  highest  literary  worth.  Here  is  an 
artist  in  words  whose  stricUy  artistic  gifts 
have  rarely  been  equalled.  His  ballads, 
notably  the  "Bride's  R^elude"  and  "Rose- 
mary,"  show  him  master  of  a  weird,  haunt- 
ing verbal  music.  ESs  sonnets  show  a 
phrasal  power  of  weight  and  noble  simplic- 
ity. Ss  imaginati(m  pictures  things  in  the 
concrete.  He  sees  the  scenes  in  the  magic 
g^obe  as  distinctly  as  the  girl  who  gazed 
into  its  cloudy  depths.  His  conception  of 
love  as  a  spiritual  energy  transfused  through 
the  earthly  passion,  and,  giving  it  elevation 
and  immortality,  shows  that  he  com- 
imhended,  instinctively,  at  least,  one  great 
principle.  But  what  shall  we  say  of  a  man 
who  believes  that  the  world  of  Dante'a 
day  is  preferable  to  the  world  of  today^ 
who  has  apparentiy  never  heard  of  the  dis- 
oovery  of  the  conservation  of  energy  nor  of 
the  main  outlines  of  evolution,  and  who 
thinks  the  form  of  a  chair  or  the  pattern  of 
a  brocade  more  important  and  iuteresting 
than  the  struggle  of  humanity  towards 
higher  things.  His  world,  as  it  ought  to  be, 
is  simply  a  beautiful  world,  beautiful  in 
form  and  color  and  old  association,  but 
without  the  life  of  conflict.  It  is  a  pictur- 
esque rather  than  a  beautiful  world  which 
is  the  ideal  to  which  he  refers  for  com- 
mentary on  the  world  around  him. — 
Johnson,  Charles  F.,  1898,  ElernmU  of 
Literary  Critieiem,  p.  126. 

In  his  simplicity  we  get  a  corresponding 
lack  of  simplicity  and  a  passion  for  the 
details  that  render  the  greatest  possible 
suggestion  and  association.  The  value  of 
each  word  as  an  interpreter  of  esoteric 
meanins  is  weighed,  and  he  had  the  zest 
of  Flaubert  in  seekmg  the  unique  epithet 
to  express  his  idea  with  more  than  Flaub- 
ert's subtiety  of  sense.  ...  In  his  sonnets 
his  wealth  of  imagery  is  most  striking,  and 
to  many  minds  obstrusive.— Cart,  Elisa- 
beth Luther,  1900,  The  Ro$9etti$,  Preface, 
p.  223. 

So  far  as  this  mysticism  is  genuine  and 
heartfelt,  it  works  upon  those  even  who 
have  no  disposition  for  mysticism.  But  in 
reading  Bx^tti  and  his  imitators  one 
seldom  loses  the  feeling  that  they  are 
addressing  those  whose  inclination  will 
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tend  in  that  direction.     They  cunningly  the  most  unsatisfactory  thing  both  in  life 

assert  in  their  poems  all  kinds  of  seraphic  and  in  all  art    Another  peculiarity  dis- 

allusions  in.  which   they  do  not  believe,  tinguishing  Rossettiis  his  use  of  the  re- 

The  real    Pre-Raphaelites,  that    is,  the  frain  so  common  in  popular  poetry.    But 

painters  before  Raphael,  believed  in  their  in  him  we  recognize  at  once  its  misuse,  we 

pictures;   but  one  does  not  receive  this  see  that  it  is  mere  child's  play.— Enqel, 

impression  from  the  English  Pre-Raphael-  Edward,  1902,  A  History  of  EnffliA  Liieror 

ites  and  poets.    It  is  artificial  artlessness,  iure,  rev.  Harrdey  Bent,  p.  432. 
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time.  Held  Post-Oi6ce  appointment  in  London,  1834-41;  in  L^land  1841-59;  in  Lon- 
don, 1859-67.  Married  Rose  Heseltine,llJune  1844.  Edited ''St.Paul'8,''1867-7L  Visit 
to  U.  S.  A.,  1868;  to  Australia  and  America,  1871-73.  Settled  in  London,  1873.  Active 
literary  life.  Frequent  contributor  to  periodicals.  Msit  to  S.  Africa,  1877;  to  Iceland, 
1878.  Removed  to  Hastings,  Sussex,  1880.  Visit  to  Italy,  1881 ;  to  Ireland,  1882.  Died, 
6  Dec.  1882.  Works:  "The  Macdermots  of  BaDycIoran,"  1847;  "The  KeDys  and  the  CKel- 
lys,"1848;"LaVendSe,"1850;"TheWarden,"1855;"Barchester Towers,"  1857;  "The 
Three  Qerks,"  1858;  "Doctor  Thome, "  1858;  "The  West  Indies  and  the  Spanish  Main," 
1859;  "The  Bertrams,"  1859;  "Castle  Richmond,"  1860;  "Framley  Parsonage,"  1861; 
"Tales  of  all  Countries,"  1st  ser.  1861;  2nd  ser.  1863;  3rd  ser.  1870;  "Orley  Farm,"  1862; 
" North  America, "  (2  vols.),  1862; "  Rachel  Ray, "  1863 ;  "The  Small  House  at  Allington, " 
1864;  "Can  You  Forgive  Her?"  (2  vols.),  1864-65;  "Miss  Mackenzie,"  1865;  "Hunting 
Sketches"  (from  "Pall  Mall  Gaz."),  1865;  "Clergymen  of  the  Church  of  England"  (from 
"Pall  MaU  Gaz."),  1866;  "Travelling Sketches"  (from  "PaU Mall  Gaz."),1866;  "The  Bel- 
ton  Estate,"  1866;  "The  Qaverings,"  1867;  "The  Last  Chronicle  of  Barset,"  1867  [1866], 
"Nina  Balatka"  (anon.),  1867;  "Lotta  Schmidt  and  other  stories,"  1867;  "linda  Tres- 
sel"  (anon.),  1868;  "Phineas  Finn,"  1869;  "He  knew  He  was  Right,"  1869;  "The  Stang- 
gles  of  Brown,  Jones,  and  Robinson,"  1870;  "The  Vicar  of  Bullhampton,"  1870;  "An  Ed- 
itor's Tales,"  1870;"C8B8ar,"  1870;  "Sir  Harry  Hotspur  of  Humblethwaite,"  1871  [18701; 
"Ralph  the  rfeir,"  1871;  "The  Golden  lion  of  Granp^re, "  1872;  "The  Eustace  Diamonds,^' 
1873[1872];"AustraliaandNew  Zealand,"  1873;  "Phineas  Redux,"  1874;  "Harry  Heath- 
cote  of  Gangoil,"  1874;  "Lady  Anna,"  1874;  "The  Way  We  Live  Now,"  1875;  "The 
Prime  Minister,"  1876;  "The  American  Senator,"  1877;  "How  the  ^Mastiffs'  went  to  Ice- 
land" (priv.  ptd.),  1878;  "Is  He  Popenjoy?"  1878;  "South  Africa,"  1878;  "John  Caldi- 
gate,"  1879;  "An  Eye  for  an  Eye,"  1879;  "Cousin  Henry,"  1879;  "Thackeray,"  1879; 
^'The  Duke's  Children,"  1880;  "Life  of  Qcero,"  1880;  "Ayala's  Angel,"  1881;  "Doctor 
Wortle's  School,"  1881;  "Why  Frau  Frohmann  raised  her  Prices,  etc.,"  1882  [1881]; 
"Lord  Palmerston,"  1882;  "The  Rxed  Period,"  1882;  "Kept  in  the  Dark,"  1882;  "Mar- 
ion Fay,"  1882.  Pogthumatu:  "Mr.  Scarborough's  Family,"  1883;  "Autobiography," 
ed.  by  H.  M.  TroDope  (2  vols.),  1883;  "The  Land  Leaguers,"  1883;  "An  Old  Man's  Love," 
1884;  "Thompson  Hall,  etc.,"  1885.— Sharp,  R.  Farquharson,  1897,  A  Dictionary  of 
English  Avihors,  p.  283. 

PERSONAL  charm  that,  without  for  a  moment  lodng 

Nobody  could  see  anything  of  him  with-  dignity,  he  put  them  on  an  equality  with 

out  feeling  that  he  was  in  the  presence  of  an  himself.      He  happened  to  be  older,  and 

exceptionally  high-minded  as  well  as  an  ex-  therefore  more  experienced,  than  they  were 

ceptionally  gifted  man,  a  man  of  strong  —I  do  not  think  it  ever  occurred  to  him 

feelings  as  of  strong  sense,  but  a  man  who  that  he  was  more  clever  or  more  gifted— 

well  knew  how  to  keep  his  feelings  in  check,  and  whatever  help  might  come  to  them 

and  a  man  whose  practice  as  well  as  his  from  his  greater  experience  was  at  their 

theory   was    Christian.  ...  To   younger  service  as  between  comrade  and  comrade, 

men  his  ways  and  manner  had  the  special  ...  He  loved  fun;  he  loved  laughing;  he 
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loved  his  kind.  There  waa  not  one  scrap  of 
sentimentality  about  him,  but  there  was 
plenty  of  sensibility,  as  well  as  sense.— Pol- 
lock, Walter  Hsrries,  1883,  AnOumy 
TroUope,  Harpefz  Magadne,  voL  06,  pp. 
911,  912. 

At  the  first  glanoe,  you  would  have 
taken  him  to  be  some  civilised  and  modern- 
ized Squire  Western,  nourished  with  beef 
and  ale,  and  roughly  hewn  out  of  the  most 
robust  and  least  refined  variety  of  human 
clay.  Looking  at  him  more  narrowly,  how- 
ever, you  would  have  reconsidered  this 
jud^ent.  Though  his  general  contour  and 
aspect  were  massive  and  sturdy,  the  lines  of 
his  features  were  delicately  cut;  his  com- 
plexion was  remarkably  pure  and  fine,  and 
his  face  was  susceptible  of  very  subtle  and 
sensitive  changes  of  expression.  Here  was  a 
man  of  abundant  physical  stren^h  and 
vigor,  no  doubt,  but  carrying  within  him 
a  nature  more  than  commoiSy  alert  and 
impressible.  His  organization,  though 
healthy,  was  both  complex  and  high- 
wrought;  his  character  was  simple  and 
straightforward  to  a  fault,  but  he  was  ab- 
normally conscientious,  and  keenly  alive  to 
others'  opinion  concerning  him.  It  might 
be  thought  that  he  was  overburdened  with 
self-esteem,  and  unduly  opinionated;  but, 
in  fact,  he  was  but  over-anxious  to  secure 
the  good  will  and  agreement  of  all  with 
whom  he  came  in  contact.  There  was 
some  peculiarity  in  him — some  dement  or 
bias  in  his  composition  that  made  him 
different  from  other  men;  but,  on  the  other 
hand,  there  was  an  ardent  solicitude  to 
annul  or  reconcile  this  difference,  and  to 
prove  himself  to  be,  in  fact,  of  absolutely 
the  same  cut  and  quality  as  all  the  rest  of 
the  world.  Hence  he  was  in  a  demon- 
strative, expository  or  argumentative  mood, 
he  oould  not  sit  quiet  in  the  face  of  a 
divergence  between  himself  and  his  asso- 
ciates; he  was  inconri^bly  strenuous  to 
obliterate  or  harmonize  the  irreconcilable 
points  between  himself  and  others;  and 
since  these  points  remained  irreconcQable, 
he  remained  in  a  constant  state  of  storm 
and  stress  on  the  subject.— Hawthorne, 
Julian,  1883,  The  Maker  of  Many  Books, 
The  MavkaJUany  vol.  2,  p.  573. 

His  life,  in  spite  of  its  incessant  toil,  was 
an  exceedingly  happy  one,  and  he  recog- 
nized its  happiness  to  the  full.  His  duties 
offered  him  the  opportunity  of  travelling 
extenavdy.  Egypt,  the  West  Indies,Amer- 


ica,  Australia,  South  Africa,  became  familiar 
ground  to  him.  When  at  home  he  had  his 
four  hunters  ever  ready  to  carry  him  to  the 
covert  side,  and  (what  was  more  difficult) 
to  carr^  a  rider  across  country  who  was  so 
short-sighted  that  he  could  never  form  a 
judgment  of  fence  or  ditch,  and  who  boldly 
rode  straight  at  everything.  From  his 
habit  of  rising  every  morning  at  5.30  A.  M., 
he  was  able  to  have  his  literary  work  over 
in  good  time,  and  the  day  free  for  any  other 
duty  or  amusement.  Loving  his  own  fire- 
side, he  yet  enjoyed  |^ing  intosodety,  and 
seldom  in  his  later  life  <ud  he  miss,  when 
in  town,  the  afternoon  vidt  to  the  Garrick, 
and  the  afternoon  rubber  at  wlust  there. 
Never  makmg  any  very  loud  profesdons  of 
religion,  and  regarding  all  that  was  inno- 
cent in  life  as  open  to  his  free  enjoyment, 
all  his  friends  knew  him  to  be  a  reverent  and 
sincere  Christian.  —  Macleod,  Donald, 
1884,  ArUhany  TroUope,  Good  Warde,  vol. 
25,  p.  250. 

Work  to  him  was  a  necesdty  and  a  satis- 
faction. He  used  often  to  say  that  he  en- 
vied me  the  capadty  for  being  idle.  Had  he 
possessed  it,  poor  feDow,  I  might  not  now 
DC  speaking  of  him  in  the  past  tense.  And 
still  less  than  of  me  could  it  be  said  of  him 
that  he  was  ever  driven  to  literary  work 
defieierUe  crumena.  But  he  labored,  during 
the  whole  of  his  manhood  life,  with  an  insa- 
tiable ardor  that  (taking  into  condderation 
his  very  effident  dischi^  of  his  duties  as 
post-office  surveyor)  puts  my  industry  into 
the  shade.— Trollope,  Thomas  Adolphus, 
1888,  What  I  Remember,  p.  249. 

The  charminz  ''Last  Chronicle  of  Barset,'' 
surely  as  sunshiny  a  picture  of  English 
country  life  as  ever  was  written,  was  then 
delighting  'us  all.  While  preparing  for 
dinner,  I  had  stuck  up  the  work  where  I 
could  read  it:  and  I  ^anced  at  several  of 
the  most  beautiful  passages,  and  at  one  or 
two  of  the  most  powerful.  Filled  with  the 
enthudasm  of  one  who  had  very  rarely  met 
a  popular  author,  I  entered  Strathtyrum 
that  day.  The  dght  of  the  great  novelist 
was  a  blow.  He  was  dngularly  unkempt, 
and  his  clothes  were  very  wrinkled  and  ill- 
made.  His  manner  was  a  further  blow. 
We  listened  for  the  melodious  accents 
which  were  due  from  those  lips:  but  they 
did  not  come.  Indeed,  he  was  the  only 
man  I  had  heard  swear  in  decent  sodety 
for  uncounted  years,  llie  swearmg,  which 
was  repeated,  was  the  most  disagreeable 
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of  all:  the  actual  asseverating,  by  the 
Holiest  Name,  of  some  trumpery  state- 
ment. How  could  that  man  have  written 
the  well-remembered  sentences  which  had 
charmed  one  through  tb^se  years?  Then, 
by  way  of  making  himself  pleasant  in  a 
gathering  of  Scotsmen,  he  proceeded  (the 
ladies  bemg  gone  and  we  all  ^thered  to  hear 
him)  to  vilipend  our  belov^  Sir  Widter.— 
Boyd,  Andrew  K  H.,  1892,  Ttoenty-Five 
Years  of  SL  Andmos,  vol.  I,  p.  100. 

In  physique,  manner,  and  speech  he 
might  have  been  taken  for  a  dn^goon  in 
mufti,  or  a  sportsman  fresh  from  an  in- 
vigorating run  in  the  fields;  certainly  not 
for  a  novelist  whose  forte  lay  in  depicting 
the  salient  traits  of  English  clergymen,  the 
delicate  shades  of  char^ster  among  English 
maidens,  and  in  composing  those  inimitable 
love-letters  which  so  plentifully  bestrew  the 
pages  of  his  life-like  romances.  During  his 
visit  to  New  York,  Trollope  was  intro- 
duced to  numy  of  our  literary  men,  and  to 
such  social  gatherings  as  might  interest  a 
man  of  his  pursuits.  He  wore  spectacles, 
through  which  he  seemed  to  inspect  men 
and  tMngs  with  a  quiet  scrutiny,  as  if  mak- 
ing perpetual  mental  memoranda  for  future 
use.  Li  conversation  he  would  sometimes 
ask  a  question,  or  make  a  suggestion  re- 
specting people  to  whom  he  had  been  in- 
troduce, whidi  indicated  a  keen  percep- 
tion of  the  weak  spots  in  their  characters; 
but  this  was  always  said  in  a  good-humoured 
way  that  left  no  sting  behind  it.— Tucker- 
man,  Charles  K,  1895,  Perwnd  ReeoUec- 
Horn  of  Notable  People,  vol.  n,  p.  8. 

I  knew  Mm  well,  knew  his  subjects,  and 
his  stage.  I  have  seen  him  at  work  at  the 
"Megatherium  Qub,"  chatted  with  him  at 
the  "Universe,"  dined  with  him  at  Qeorge 
Eliot's,  and  even  met  him  in  the  hunting- 
field.  I  was  familiar  with  the  political  per- 
sonages and  crises  which  he  describes;  and 
much  of  the  local  colouring  in  which  his  ro- 
mances were  framed  was  for  years  the 
local  colouring  that  I  daily  saw  around  me. 
.  .  .  To  re-read  son\e  of  hiig  best  stories,  as  I 
have  just  done,  is  to  me  like  looking  through 
a  photographic  album  of  my  acquaintances, 
companions,  and  familiar  reminiscences  of 
some  thirty  years  ago.  I  can  hear  the 
loud  voice,  the  honest  laugh,  see  the  keen 
eyes  of  our  old  friend  as  I  turn  to  the  ad- 
mirable vignette  portrait  of  his  posthumous 
Autobiography,  and  I  can  alm<»t  hear  Um 
tell  the  anecdotes  recounted  in  tiiat  pleasant 


book.— Harrison,  Frederic,  1895,  Studieg 
in  Early  Victorian  Literature,  pp.  183, 184. 

Anthony  Trollope,  like  his  ancestor  of 
old,  was  combative,  and  he  was  boisterous, 
but  good-naturedly  so.  He  was  abrupt  in 
manners  and  speech;  he  was  ebullient,  and 
therefore  he  sometimes  offended  people.  I 
suppose  he  was  a  wilful  man,  and  we  know 
that  such  men  are  always  in  the  right;  but 
he  was  a  good  fellow.  Some  of  TroUope's 
acquaintance  used  to  wonder  how  so  com- 
monplace a  person  could  have  written  such 
excellent  novels;  but  I  maintain  that  so 
honourable  and  interesting  a  man  could 
not  be  commonplace.  Ifirsute  and  taurine 
of  aspect,  he  would  g^are  at  you  from 
beyond  fierce  spectacles.  ESs  ordinary 
tones  had  the  penetrative  capacity  of  two 
people  quarrelling,  and  his  voice  would  ring 
through  and  through  you,  and  shake  the 
windows  in  their  frames,  while  all  the  time 
he  was  most  amiably  disposed  towards  you 
under  his  waistcoat.  To  me  his  viso  moUo 
and  bluff  geniality  were  very  attractive, 
and  so  were  his  gusty  denunciations,  but 
most  attractive  of  all  was  his  unselfish 
nature.  literary  men  might  make  him 
their  exemplar,  as  I  make  him  my  theme; 
for  he  may  quite  well  have  been  the 
most  generous  man  of  letters,  of  mark, 
since  Walter  Scott.  —  Locker-Lamfson, 
Frederick,  1895,  My  Confidencee,  p.  331. 

Trollope's  literary  fame  certahily  went 
through  the  three  stages  of  slow  growth, 
splendid  maturity,  and  steady  decline.  In 
his  later  days  his  readers  fell  off  to  an  aston- 
ishing degreee,  and  time  almost  seemed  to 
have  come  round,  as  in  the  case  of  Cassius, 
and  where  he  did  begin,  there  did  he  end, 
with  a  sadly  limited  drculatioiL  He  took 
his  decaying  popularity  with  as  much  com- 
posure as  he  had  taken  his  eariy  iack  of 
popularity,  as  do^edly  and  umcomplain- 
in^y  as  he  took  his  frequent  falls  in  Uiose 
huntinff-fields  which  at  one  time  he  loved  so 
weU.  He  had  made  his  name,  however,  in 
the  meantime;  and  his  best  novels  have  a 
secure  place  in  the  literature  of  Queen  ^c- 
toria's  reign.— McCartht,  Justin,  1899, 
Reminieeeneee,  vol.  i,  p.  375. 

The  man,  in  external  things,  was  largely 
the  creation  of  his  environment.  He  was  a 
bluff,  self-assertive,  dogmatic,  thoroughly 
aggressive  Englishman,  brusque,  burly, 
money-loving,  and  singulariy  matter-of 
fact,  so  that  even  among  his  own  country- 
men and  the  men  of  his  own  set  he  was  never 
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generally  popular.  The  man  who  dwelt 
within,  however,  and  whom  only  his  most 
cherished  intimates  ever  really  knew,  was 
genial,  tender-hearted,  kindly,  and,  more 
than  that,  intensely  sensitive  to  all  the  pain 
and  all  the  pathos  of  human  life,  both 
sides  of  his  nature  are  felt  in  what  he  wrote, 
and  both  are  necessary  to  his  greatness  as 
an  author.  He  had  power  and  force;  he 
had  humour  and  a  rich  vein  of  wholesome 
English  fun;  he  had  insight  into  character 
and  motive;  and,  finally,  he  had  a  wide  and 
accurate  first-hand  knowledge  of  men  and 
women,  gained  from  the  circumstances  of 
his  various  vocations.  —  PsCK,  Harrt 
Thurston,  1900,  Anthony  TroUap^s  Noveli, 
Boyd  Ed,,  Introduction. 

Henry  VIII,  we  are  told— and  it  is  one  of 
the  few  statements  which  make  that  mon- 
arch attractive—"  loved  a  man. "  If  so,  he 
would  clearly  have  loved  Trollope.  In  per- 
son, TVollope  resembled  the  ideal  beef-eater; 
square  and  sturdy,  and  as  downright  as  a 
box  on  the  ear.  Tlie  simple,  masculme  char- 
acter revealed  itself  in  every  lineament  and 
gesture.  Eis  talk  was  as  hearty  and  bois- 
terous as  a  gust  of  a  northeaster— a  Kings- 
ley  northeaster  that  is,  not  bli^ting,  but 
bracing  and  genial.  The  &st  time  I  met 
him  was  in  a  low  room,  where  he  was  talk- 
ing with  a  friend  almost  as  square  and 
sturdy  as  himself.  It  seemed  as  if  the  roof 
was  in  danger  of  being  blown  off  by  the 
vigor  of  the  conversational  blasts.  And  yet, 
if  I  remember  rightly,  they  were  not  dis- 
puting, but  amply  competing  in  the  utter- 
ance of  a  perfectly  harmless  sentiment  in 
which  they  cordially  agreed.  A  talker  of 
feeble  lungs  might  be  unable  to  get  his  fair 
share  in  the  Hussion;  but  not  because 
Trt^llope  was  intentionally  overbearing,  or 
even  rough.  His  kindness  and  corduJity 
were  as  unmistakable  as  his  sincerity;  and 
if  he  happened  to  impinge  upon  his  hear- 
ers' sore  points,  it  was  from  clumsiness,  not 
malignity.  He  was  incapable  of  shyness  or 
diffidence,  and  would  go  at  any  subject  as 
gallantly  as  he  rode  at  a  stiff  fence  in  the 
hunting-field.  BQs  audacity  sprang  not 
from  conceit,  but  from  a  little  over-con- 
fictenoe  in  the  power  of  downright  common 
sense.— Stephen,  Leslie,  1901,  Anthony 
Trottope,  Nationol  Reriew,  vol  38,  p.  69. 

Personally,  Anthony  Trollope  was  a  bluff, 
^nial,  hearty,  vigorous  man,  typically 
Engiifidi  in  his  face,  his  talk,  his  ideas,  his 
tastes,    ffis  large  eyes,  which  looked  larger 


behind  his  large. spectacles,  were  full  of 
sood-^umoured  life  and  force;  and  though 
oe  was  nether  witty  nor  brilliant  in  con- 
versation, he  was  what  is  called  very  good 
company,  having  traveUed  widely,  known 
all  sorts  of  people,  and  formed  views,  usu- 
ally positive  views,  on  all  the  subjects  of  the 
day,  views  which  he  was  prompt  to  declare 
and  maintain.  There  was  not  mudi  novelty 
in  them— you  were  disappointed  not  to 
find  so  clever  a  writer  more  original— but 
they  were  worth  listening  to  for  their  com- 
mon-sense, tending  rather  to  commonplace 
sense,  and  you  enjoyed  the  ardour  with 
which  he  tluew  himself  into  a  discussion. 
Though  boisterous  and  insistent  in  his  talk, 
he  was  free  from  assumption  or  concdt,  and 

fave  the  impression  of  liking  the  world  he 
ved  in,  and  being  satisfied  with  his  own 
place  in  it— Brtce,  James,  1903,  8tudie$ 
tn  Contemporary  Biography,  p.  118. 

GENERAL 

I  hope  you  read  that  tale  going  on  in  the 
"Fortnightly"— "The  Belton  Estate."  It 
b  charming,  like  all  he  writes;  I  quite  weary 
for  tiie  next  number,  for  the  sake  of  that 
one  thing;  the  rest  is  wonderfuUy  stupid.— 
Carltle,  Jane  Welsh,  1865,  To  Mrt.  Ru9- 
•eZ,  Dee,  25;  Leikn  and  Memoriali,  ed, 
Froude,  vol.  u,  p.  361. 

We  know  narsons  well,  and,  upon  tho 
whole— though  we  find  them  men  like  our- 
selves, sometimes  not  too  elevated,  not  toa 
self-sacrificial,  not  too  noble— we  can  only 
tMnk  the  clerics  drawn  by  Trollope  are  a 
disgrace,  and  almost  a  libel  Wedonotsay 
that  they  are  not  true.  They  are  photo- 
graphically true,  but  they  are  never  so 
from  the  highest  and  noblest  sight-point. 
...  If  Mr.  Trollope  paints— and  he  paints 
firmly,  consistentiy,  and  with  a  quiet  ob- 
stinate kind  of  art— all  that  can  be  found 
in  English  society,  the  sooner  that  society 
is  chimged  for  something  of  a  more  de- 
cided pattern  the  better.  No  one  can  care 
for  the  faint  and  obscure  outlines,  and  the 
colourless  sort  of  wool,  with  which  Mr. 
Trollope  weaves  his  human  and  his  faded 
tapestay.- Fbiswell,  James  Hain,  1870, 
Modem  Men  of  LeUen  HonetUy  CriOciied, 
pp.  137, 143. 

I  set  my  reader  last  night  on  beginning 
''The  Mill  on  the  Floss."  I  couldn't  take  to 
it  more  than  to  others  I  have  tried  to  read 
by  the  Greatest  Novelist  of  tiie  Day:  but  I 
^goonalitUefurther.  Oh  for  some  more 
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brave  Trollope;  who  I  i^  sure  conceals  a 
much  profounder  observation  than  these 
dreadful  Denners  of  Romance  under  his 
lightsome  and  sketchy  touch,  as  Gainsboro 
compared  to  Denner. — FitzGbrald,  EId- 
WARD,  1873,  To  W.  F.  Pollock;  LeUm,  ed., 
Wright,  vd.  I,  p.  358. 

He  has  drawn  sketches,  such  as  the  por- 
trait of  Mrs.  Proudie,  which  may  stand  as 
representatives  of  a  dass;  but  throughout 
the  whole  of  his  works  there  is  not  to  be 
found  a  single  character,  such  as  Colonel 
Newcome,  or  Beefy  Sharp,  or  Jane  Eyre,  or 
Dorothea,  which  is  a  permanent  addition 
to  the  world  of  English  fiction.  ...  Mr. 
Trollope  is  essentially  a  superficial  writer 
and  delights  to  deal  with  the  outside  of 
things.  He  has  never  successfully  described 
the  working  of  strong  feeling.  Whenever 
he  has  attempted  to  depict  violent  passion, 
he  has  always,  in  fact  described,  not  strong 
feeling,  but  the  most  obvious  outward 
signs  of  feeling.  .  .  .  The  source,  in  fact,  of 
}&.  TroUope's  success  is  to  be  found  in  the 
satisfaction  wUch  he  gives  to  the  almost 
universal  liking  for  accurate  sketches  of 
every-day  life,  and  to  the  equally  universal 
admiration  for  the  easy  optimism,  which 
sees  in  English  society,  as  it  now  exists,  the 
best  of  all  possible  arrangements  in  the  best 
of  sdl  possible  worlds.— Dicey,  A.  V.,  1874, 
The  Natian,  vol  18,  pp.  174, 175. 

Mr.  Trollope  is  emphatically  a  ''man  of 
the  time,"  the  very  antipodes  of  imagin- 
ative writers  like  George  Macdonald.  He 
is  a  realist,  a  painter  of  men  and  manners  of 
the  present  day,  a  satirist  within  a  certain 
range,  ready  to  make  use  of  any  type  that 
may  present  itself,  and  seem  characteristic 
as  a  product  of  the  special  conditions  of  the 
present  century.  He  is  rather  conservative 
and  High  Qiurch,  his  bestportraitures  be- 
ing those  of  the  clergy.  Who  can  ever  for- 
get Mr.  Slope,  Dr.  Grantiy,  Bishop  Prowdie 
or  Mrs.  Prowdie?  Ladies  of  rank,  aspiring 
members  of  parliament  (Irish  and  English), 
habitu^  of  the  clubs,  Australiati  stock- 
men, female  adventurers— all  of  these,  and 
many  more,  he  has  taken  up,  and  so  set 
them  in  the  midst  of  their  surroundings,  that 
his  pictures  look  like  photographs,  and  they 
seem  to  be  produced  as  easily  as  the  pho- 
tographer throws  off  his  scenes  and  por- 
traits, tir.  Trollope  is  eminentiy  practical 
and  also  public-minded,  for  his  characters 
frequentiy  refer  to  great  public  questions, 
and  suggest  politial  changes.    His  humour 


is  peculiar  to  himself,  dry,  direct,  and  with 
no  infusion  of  sentiment.— Chambers, 
Robert,  1876,  Cydopadia  of  Engliih  Liter- 
aturey  ed.  Carruthen. 

I  can  greatly  enjoy  Mr.  Trollope's  best 
stories,  and  even  read  his  worst,  for  the 
sake  of  the  glimpses  of  English  life  they 
rive  me.— Atkinson,  Wiluam  P.,  1878,  The 
Right  Use  of  Books,  p.  21. 

Interesting  from  its  author  ('' Cicero "] 
and  its  evident  sincerity,  but  resting  on  too 
small  a  basis  of  scholarship  for  such  a  task. 
—Jeans,  George  Edward,  1880,  Life  and 
Letters  of  Marcus  TnUius  Cicero,  p.  404. 

Mr.  Anthony  Trollope  carries  to  its  ut- 
most limit  the  realism  begun  by  Thackeray. 
He  has  none  of  Thackera/s  genius;  none  of 
his  fancy  or  feeling;  none  of  his  genuine 
creative  power.  He  can  descril^  with 
minute  photographic  faithfulness  the  ways, 
the  talk,  and  sometimes  even  the  emoti<»)s 
of  a  Belgravian  family,  of  a  nobleman's 
country-house,  or  the  "womankind'^  of  a 
dean  in  a  cathedral  town.  He  does  not 
trouble  himself  with  passion  or  deep  pathos, 
although  he  has  got  as  far  as  to  describe 
very  touchingly  the  mental  pains  of  a  pretty 
girl  thrown  over  by  her  lover,  and  hda  sug- 
gested with  some  genuine  power  the  blendkl 
emotion,  hidf  agony  of  sorrow,  half  sense 
of  relief,  experienced  by  an  elderly  clergy- 
man on  the  death  of  a  shrewish  wife.  It 
was  natural  that,  after  the  public  had  had 
a  long  succession  of  Mr.  Trollope's  novels, 
there  should  come  a  ready  welcome  for  the 
school  of  fiction  which  was  caUed  the  sen- 
sational.—McCarthy,  Justin,  1880,  A 
History  of  Our  Own  Times  from  the  Acces- 
sion of  Queen  Victoriato  the  berUn  Congress, 
vol.  TV,  ch.  Ixvii,  p.  131. 

An  exceedin^y  vivid  portrayal  of  the  life 
of  the  great  orator.  ['"Ilie  life  of  Gcero."] 
No  one  of  the  numerous  Uographers  of 
Cicero  has  succeeded  so  completely  in  trans- 
planting him  and  his  surroundings  into  our 
own  days.  The  reader  is  almost  led  to  for- 
get that  the  events  of  which  he  is  reading 
were  history  before  the  advent  of  Christian- 
ity. They  are  made  to  seenLlike  the  events 
of  to-day.  The  most  essential  peculiarity 
of  the  work  is  that  it  is  written  from  what 
may  be  called  Qcero's  point  of  view.  While 
Mommsen,  Froude,  Merivale,  and  others 
have  looked  at  the  condition  and  the  neces- 
sities of  the  State,  and  have  censured  Qcero 
for  not  comprehending  the  nature  of  the 
situation,  Trollope  had  studied  the  problem 


ANTHONY  TROLLOPS 


461 


with  a  view  to  asoertaining  and  showing 
how  it  must  have  appeared  to  Cioero  him- 
self. Thus  the  volumes  become  very  largely 
a  personal  rather  than  a  political  life.  What- 
ever may  be  the  reader^s  views  of  Cicero's 
political  course,  he  cannot  fail  to  be  charmed 
by  the  {ucture  here  given  of  the  orator's  per- 
sonal characteristics.—ADAMS,  Charles 
Kendall,  1882,  A  Manual  of  Hiitorieai 
LUerature,  p.  130. 

He  was  not  wont,  as  many  others  use, 
The  noble  life  of  Letters  to  abuse; 
Its  darker  ways  and  works  he  did  not  choose. 
Nor  his  idle  tortures  of  unrest — 
BUnd  doubts  and  fears  that  haunt  th'  un- 
healthy breast; 
Riddles  that  ne'er  have  been  nor  shaU  be 

guessed. 
Not  on  such  themes  his  fancy  loved  to  brood; 
He  looked  on  life,  and  saw  that  it  was  good 
Or  bad,  according  to  the  gazer's  mood. 
And  his  was  good.   By  the  clear  light  of  sense 
He  drew  men  as  they  are,  without  pretence 
To  regild  virtue,  or  to  lash  offence. 
He  drew  the  life  of  which  his  life  was  part; 
Drew  it  with  faithful  hand  and  loving  heart, 
Making  k  friend,  not  tyrant;  of  his  art. 
He  writ  the  homely  annals  of  his  day — 
What  EngUsh  men  and  women  do  and  say. 
The  fireude  story  of  their  work  and  play. 
— MORBIS,  MowBRAT,  1882,  Anthony  Troir 
bpe,  The  Oraphie, 

He  abused  his  gift,  overworked  it,  rode 
his  horse  too  hard.  As  an  artist  he  never 
took  himself  seriously;  many  people  will 
say  this  was  why  he  was  so  delightful.  The 
people  who  take  themselves  seriously  are 
prig?  and  bores;  and  Trollope,  with  his  per- 
petual story,  which  was  the  only  thing  he 
cared  about,  his  strong  good  sense,  hearty 
good  nature,  generous  appreciation  of  life 
in  all  its  varieties,  responds  in  perfection  to 
a  certain  English  ideal.  According  to  that 
ideal  it  is  rather  dangerous  to  be  definitely 
or  consciously  an  artist— to  have  a  system, 
a  doctrine,  a  form.  Trollope,  from  the  first, 
went  in,  as  they  say,  for  having  as  little 
form  as  posable ;  it  is  probably  safe  to  aflbm 
that  he  had  no  "views"  whatever  on  the 
subject  of  novel-writing.  His  whole  man- 
ner is  that  of  a  man  who  regards  the  prac- 
tice as  one  of  the  more  delicate  industries, 
but  has  never  troubled  his  head  nor  clogged 
his  pen  with  theories  about  the  nature  of 
his  business.  Fortunately  he  was  not 
obliged  to  do  so,  for  he  had  an  easy  road  to 
success;  and  his  honest,  familiar,  deliberate 
way  of  treating  his  readers  as  if  he  were  one 
of  them  and  AareA  their  indifference  to  a 


general  view,  their  limitations  of  knowledge, 
their  love  of  a  comfortable  ending,  endeared 
him  to  many  persons  in  England  and  Amer- 
ica.—James,  Henry,  1883,  Anihmy  TtoL- 
lope,  Century  Maqazine,  vol.  26,  p,  385. 

It  is  exceptionally  easy  to  read  any  of  his 
best-known  novels,  easier  to  read  them 
right  through  without  slurring  a  page  or  a 
line  than  it  is  to  read  even  Scott,  and  by  a 
combination  which  is  far  from  usual,  it  was 
when  he  had  once  mastered  his  art,  as  easy 
for  him  to  write  these  novels,  so  far  as  the 
actual  putting  pen  to  paper  went,  as  it  is  for 
us  to  read  them.  Thus  the  people  who  read 
them  swiftly  and  easily  forgot  that  art  such 
as  this  must  have  been  acquired  with  in- 
finite pains,  and  did  not  reflect  that  these 
meant  more  than  the  actual  writing  down  of 
words  to  the  composition  of  a  masterpiece 
of  fiction.— Pollock,  Wauter  Berries, 
1883,.ilnM<my  Trollope,  Harper's  Magazine, 
vol.  66,  p.  907. 

If  his  characters  have  not  the  depth  of 
George  Eliot's,  they  have  equal  truth.  We 
have  seen  people  like  a  great  many  of  them, 
and  we  feel  that  we  easily  might  come 
across  people  like  the  others.  Mr.  Trollope 
had  certainly  gone  far  to  write  himself  out; 
his  later  work  is  far  from  being  so  good  as 
his  earlier.  But  after  all,  his  worst  work  is 
better  than  a  great  many  people's  best ;  and, 
considering  the  way  in  which  it  was  done, 
it  is  wonderful  that  it  was  done  at  all— 
Freeuan,  Edward  A.,  1883,  Anthony  Trcir 
lope,  MacmUlan's  Magazine,  vol  47,  p.  240. 

His  judgments  on  his  great  contempo- 
raries and  rivals  are,  on  the  whole,  sensible; 
but  they  are  not  marked  by  any  profound 
insight,  and  may  be  thought  to  lean  a  little 
too  hard  on  Dickens,  whose  failure  in 
pathos  is  not  greater  than  his  own  or 
Charles  Lever's.  His  opinions  on  politics, 
on  hunting,  on  the  conduct  of  life  in  general, 
are  not  those  of  a  philosopher,  but  of  a 
hearty,  healthy  Englishman  of  far  more 
than  average  abilities  and  experience,  with 
no  very  lofty  or  enthuMastic  views,  but 
with  a  fixed  preference  for  what  is  honest, 
cleanly,  and  manly,  besides  liking  a  good 
deal  of  play  along  with  plenty  of  work. 
Accordingly,  while  he  could  not  stomach 
Exeter  Hall,  as  hedivertingly  tells  us,  and 
found  himself  expelled  from  the  columns  of 
Oood  Words  because  he  admitted  dancing 
into  a  story  for  its  pages,  his  influence  was 
always  wholesomely  exerted;  and  the  future 
student  of  Victorian  England  who  is  wise 


462 


ANTHONY  TBOLLOPE 


enough  to  consult  his  novels  for  sketches 
of  ordinary  society  as  it  was  in  the  latter 
half  of  this  century  will  find  no  one  line 
that  needs  to  be  blotted  out  on  ethical 
grounds,  however  he  may  wish,  as  Ben 
Jonson  did  in  the  case  of  a  far  greater,  that 
he  had  blotted  thousands  in  the  interest  of 
literary  excellence.— Littledale,  Rich- 
ard F.,  1883,  TroUope'i  Autobiof^aphy,  The 
Academy,  vol  24,  p.  274. 

Trollope's  position  in  fiction  is  not  a  diffi- 
cult one  to  fix.  He  was  essentially  a  realist, 
but  he  was  a  realist  who  preferred  the 
agreeable  to  the  disagreeable.  He  was  as 
true  to  nature  as  it  is  possible  for  a  novelist 
to  be,  but  he  chose  to  study  nature  under 
the  forms  which  please  and  not  under  those 
which  shock  the  sympathies  and  taste  of 
men.  He  had  none  of  Scott's  romantic  nor 
of  Lytton's  poetical  imagination.  He  had 
no  social  e^  to  expose  like  Dickens,  no 
philosophical  theories  to  expound  like 
George  Eliot.  He  was  not  a  satirist  like 
Thackeray.  He  may  justly  be  described  as 
a  literary  photographer  of  social  life  in  the 
upper  ranks.  .  .  .  While  Trollope  will  never 
be  studied  as  a  master  of  art,  the  future 
historian  will  seek  in  his  pages,  as  Mr.  Lecky 
has  sought  in  those  of  fielding,  for  trust- 
worthy information  regarding  contempo- 
rary social  life.  Among  the  novelists  of  the 
nineteenth  century,  the  name  of  Anthony 
Trollope  will  be  placed  in  the  second  rank. 
Not  because  the  work  he  aimed  at  doing 
was  not  thoroughly  well  done;  but  be- 
cause he  did  not  aim  at  the  highest  excel- 
lence. The  best  photography  cannot  reach 
the  plane  of  art.— Tuckerbian,  Bayard, 
1883,  Anthony  TroUope,  Princeton  Review, 
N,  S.,  vol  12,  p.  27. 

He  would  himself  have  been  the  last  to 
claim  equality  with  Thackeray  or  George 
Eliot.  They  had  genius;  Trollope  had 
talent :  but  it  was  talent  of  rare  quality.  It 
seemed  exhaustless  in  productive  power, 
and  capable  of  bringing  its  full  strength  to 
bear  on  every  production,  however  rapidly 
executed.— MACLEOD,  Donald,  1884,  An- 
thony Trollope,  Good  Wordt,  vol  25,  p.  249. 

Fantasy  was  a  thing  he  abhorred;  com- 
pression he  knew  not;  and  originality  and 
ingenuity  can  be  conceded  to  him  only  by  a 
strong  stretch  of  the  ordinary  meaning  of 
the  words.  Other  qualities  he  had  in  plenty, 
but  not  these.  And,  not  having  them,  he 
was  not  a  writer  of  Short-stories.  Judging 
from  his  essay  on  Hawthorne,  one  may  even 


go  so  far  as  to  say  that  Trollope  did  not 
know  a  good  Short-story  when  he  saw  it. 
—Matthews,  Brandbr,  188&-1901,  The 
Philosophy  of  the  Shart-etory,  p.  24 

Introduce  some  art  in  the  plot  and  some 
truth  in  the  characterization;  keep  as  close 
to  actual  life  as  a  photographer;  be  as 
diffused  and  dogged  in  details  as  is  conast- 
ent  with  preserving  a  kind  of  languid  in- 
terest; economize  material,  whether  of  in- 
cident or  emotion;  realize  Carlyle's  sarcasm 
that  England  contains  twenty  millions  of 
people,  mostly  bores— and  you  have  An- 
thony Trollope,  the  most  unromantic  of 
romancers,  popular  in  virtue  of  his  skill  in 
reproducing  a  population. — Whipple,  Ed- 
win Percy,  1887,  In  DickeM4and,  Serilh 
nefe  Magadne,  vol.  2,  p.  743. 

Next  to  "Middlemarch"  the  future  stu- 
dent of  nineteenth-century  England  will  de- 
rive his  best  material  from  Anthony  Trol- 
lope, scarcely  a  punter,  but  a  matchless 
photographer.  George  Eliot  exhibits  the 
world  to  her  reader;  Trollope  thrusts  his 
reader  straight  into  the  middle  of  it.  Un- 
fortunately, he  learned  the  trade  of  novel- 
writing  too  well,  and  realised  Samuel  But- 
ler's ingenious  fiction  of  the  men  who  be- 
came the  slaves  of  their  own  machines.  It 
must  be  owned  that  the  drcumstanoes  of 
the  time  were  greatly  against  him.— Gar- 
nett,  Richard,  1887,  The  Reign  of  Queen 
Victoria^  ed.  Ward,  vol.  n,  p.  490. 

A  volume  ["Life  of  Thackeray"]  neither 
for  information  j\pr  discernment  quite 
worthy  of  that  excellent  series.— Hales, 
John  W.,  1888-93,  Victorian  Literature, 
FoliaLiteraria,p.32S. 

"The  Warden"  established  him  at  once 
in  the  position.which  he  kept  more  or  less 
till  the  end  of  his  life.  We  do  not  think  that 
in  any  of  his  after  works  Mr.  Trollope  ever 
surpassed  this  story,  or  produced  anjrthing 
so  perfect  in  its  subdued  tones  as  the  picture 
of  the  elderly  and  humbled-minded  clergy- 
man, so  true,  so  simple  and  so  mild,  yet  in- 
vulnerable in  gentie  resolution  when  his  con- 
science had  b^n  awakened  and  he  had  per- 
ceived his  position  to  be  untenable,  accord- 
ing to  his  own  Ugh  yet  completely  unosten- 
tatious standard  of  right  and  wrong.  Mr. 
Harding  may  take  his  place  among  tiie  best 
and  most  delicately  drawn  of  those  new 
men  and  women  who  have  been  added  to 
our  spiritual  acquaintance  (and  their  name 
is  legion)  during  this  age,  so  wealthy  in 
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fiction.  He  does  not  oome  up  to  the  high 
jstandard  of  Colonel  Newcome  or  Esmond, 
but  be  is,  in  his  way,  as  real,  and  even  more 
unconsciously  and  gently  noble-minded 
than  they.  ...  The  "Last  Chronicle  of 
Barset"  added  a  stronger  note  of  tragedy  to 
the  varied  story  which  began  with  Mr. 
Harding,  in  the  person  of  another  clergy- 
man, Mr.  Crawley,  the  poor,  proud,  learned 
parson  with  his  overflowing  family,  and  the 
false  accusation  which  hung  over  him  so 
long.  Posterity,  to  which  we  all  appeal, 
will  find  nowhere  any  better  iUustration  of 
the  Victorian  age  than  in  this  series  of  ad- 
mirable fiction— -if  it  does  not  lose  its  way 
among  the  intolerable  number  of  boola 
which  put  forward  a  somewhat  similar 
claim.— OUPHANT,  Margaret  0.  W.,  1882, 
The  Vidorian  Age  of  EnglUh  LUeratwre,  pp. 
473,  476. 

His  exquisitely  comical  and  conscien- 
tiously coxcombical  autobiography.— SwiN- 
BUNE,  Algernon  Charles,  1895,  Social 
Verse,  The  Forum,  vol.  12,  p.  176. 

Trollope  is  never  bombastic,  or  sensa- 
tional, or  prurient,  or  grotesque.  Even  at 
his  worst,  he  writes  pure,  bright,  graceful 
English;  he  tells  us  about  wholesome  men 
and  women  in  a  manly  tone,  and  if  he  be- 
comes dull,  he  is  neither  ridiciilous  nor 
odious.  .  .  .  Sometimes,  but  very  rarely, 
Trollope,  is  vulgar— for  good  old  Anthony 
had  a  coarse  vein — it  was  in  the  family:— 
but  as  a  rule  his  language  is  conspicuous 
for  its  ease,  simplicity,  and  unity  of  tone. 
—Harrison,  Frederic,  1895,  Studiee  in 
Early  Victorian  LUeraiwre,  pp,  188, 189. 

I  hold  that  the  best  of  Trollope's  stories 
are  excellent  reading.  He  has  admirable 
qualities  as  a  writer  of  fiction;  indeed  he 
has  helped  to  ameliorate  the  asperities  of 
our  middle-class  existence.  He  gives  enough, 
sonietimes  more  than  enough;  but  still  he 
has  a  happy  tact  of  omission.  TroUope's 
chief  excellence  is  in  the  portrayal  of  char- 
acter; the  dialogue  is  what  people  naturally 
use;  it  is  even  more  than  that— they  could 
not  well  use  any  other.  I  am  fond  of  his 
heroines;  they  are  affectionate  and  true; 
one  knows  pretty  well  what  they  are  going 
to  do  next,  one  sdways  feels  safe  with  them. 
IGs  young  people  are  not  discouraged  by 
the  tedium  of  la  grftce  or  bezique,  or  other 
equally  mild  amusements:  they  smile  and 
dance  and  whisper  themselves  into  each 
other^s  hearts,  and,  what  is  so  very  agree- 
able about  them,  they  are  generally  con- 


tent to  remain  there.  Trollope's  ideal  of 
happiness  has  nothing  in  it  of  the  unattain- 
able. We  know  he  uBd  not  the  distinction 
of  Thackeray,  the  exuberant  genius  of 
Dickens,  or  the  vivid  and  vehement  force 
of  Charles  Reade;  but  not  seldom  he  is 
worthy  of  their  companv;  and  his  tone  can 
compare  favourably  with  that  of  any  of  his 
illustrious  contemporaries,  from  Bulwer  and 
Disraeli  to  the  Geniuses  just  mentioned.— 
Locker- Lampson,  Fredepick,  1895,  Mf 
Confdcnca,  p.  334 

You  cannot  be  at  perfect  ease  with  a 
friend  who  does  not  joke,  and  I  suppose 
this  is  what  deprived  me  of  a  final  satisfac- 
tion in  the  company  of  Anthony  Trollope, 
who  jokes  heavily  or  not  at  all,  and  whom  I 
should  make  otherwise  bold  to  declare  the 
greatest  of  English  novelists;  as  it  is,  I 
must  put  before  him  Jane  Auisten,  whose 
boob,  late  in  life,  have  been  a  youthful 
rapture  with  me.  Even  without  much 
humor  Trollope's  books  have  been  a  vast 
pleasure  to  me  through  their  simple  truth- 
fulness. Perhaps  if  they  were  more  hum- 
orous they  would  not  be  so  true  to  the  Brit- 
ish life  and  character  present  in  them  in  the 
whole  length  and  breadth  of  its  expansive 
commonplaoeness.  It  is  their  serious  fidel- 
ity which  gives  them  a  value  unique  in  liter- 
ature, and  which  if  it  were  carefully  ana- 
lysed would  afford  a  principle  of  the  same 
quality  in  an  author  who  was  undoubtedly 
one  of  the  finest  artists  as  well  as  the  most 
Philistine  of  men.— Howells,  Wiluam 
Dean,  1895,  My  Literary  Pamons,  p.  247. 

It  has  been  said  that  Trollope  is  a  typical 
novelist,  and  the  type  is  of  sufficient  im- 
portance to  receive  a  little  attention,  even 
m  space  so  jealously  allotted  as  ours  must  be. 
The  novel  craved  by  and  provided  for  the 
public  of  thir:  second  period  (it  has  also  been 
said)  was  a  novel  of  more  or  less  ordinary 
Ufe,  ranging  from  the  lower  middle  to  the 
upper  class,  correctly  observed,  diversified 
by  suffident  incident  not  of  an  extrava- 
gant kind,  and  furnished  with  description 
and  conversation  not  too  epigrammatic  but 
natural  and  fairly  clever.  This  man  Trol- 
lope hit  with  surprising  justness,  and  till  the 
demand  altered  a  little  or  his  own  hand 
failed  (perhaps  there  was  something  of 
both)  he  continued  to  hit  it.  .  .  .  Every- 
thing that  he  saw  he  could  turn  into  ex- 
cellent novel-material.  No  one  has  touched 
him  in  depicting  the  humours  of  a  pubfic 
office,  few  in  drawing  those  of  cathedral 
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cities  and  the  hunting-field  If  his  stories, 
as  stories,  are  not  of  enthralling  interest  or 
of  very  artfully  constructed  plots,  their 
craftsn^anship  in  this  respect  leaves  very 
little  to  complain  of .  .  .  .  The  special  kind 
of  their  excellence,  the  facts  that  they  re- 
flect their  time  without  transcending  it, 
and  that  in  the  way  of  merely  reflective 
work  each  time  prefers  its  own  workmen 
and  is  never  likely  to  find  itself  short  of 
them,  together  with  the  great  volume  of 
TroUope's  production,  are  certainly  against 
him;  and  it  is  hard  even  for  those  who  en- 
joyed him  most,  and  who  can  still  enjoy 
him,  to  declare  positively  that  there  is 
enough  of  the  permanent  and  immortal 
in  him  to  justify  the  hope  of  a  resurrection. 
— Saintsbury,  George,  1896,  A  History  of 
Nineteenth  Century  Literature,  pp.  330,  331. 

Although  he  had  had  but  few  oppor- 
tunities of  knowing  clerg3nnen  in  actual 
life,  and  his  pictures  must  therefore  be  re- 
garded as  showing  his  conception  of  what 
they  ought  to  be,  rather  than  his  knowl- 
edge of  what  ihey  were,  his  bishops,  deans, 
archdeacons,  and  curates  were  universally 
recognised  to  be  remarkably  true  and  vivid. 
—Graham,  Richard  D.,  1897,  The  Masters 
of  Victorian  Literature^  p.  77. 

A  writer  who  followed  Thackeray  in  the 
systematic  confinement  of  his  studies  of  the 
"comfortable"  classes  of  society,  but  who 
has  nowhere  displayed  the  faintest  traces  of 
Thackeray's  subtle  humour,  his  genuine 
though  restrained  pathos,  his  unrivalled  in- 
sight into  character,  or  his  admirable  prose 
style.  Within  certain  narrow  limits— those 
for  instance,  of  the  cathedral  close— Trol- 
lope  was  not  without  an  eye  for  character, 
and  he  has  portrayed  certain  naturally  hu- 
morous types  to  be  found  within  these  limits 
with  a  fidelity  which  in  itself  assures  for  them 
a  humorous  effect;  but  speaking  generally, 
his  art,  in  its  mechanical  realism,  stands  re- 
lated to  Thackeray's  as  that  of  the  cheap 
photographer  to  the  masterly  portrait- 
painter's.  It  is  the  commonplace  carried  to 
its  highest  power;  and  the  fact  that  for  so 
long  a  series  of  years  he  stood  unquestioned 
at  the  head  of  his  branch  of  the  literary  pro- 
fession and  commanded  a  public  so  large 
that  the  amount  of  his  professional  earnings 
was  for  his  day  unprecedented,  affords  a 
phenomenon  almost  as  discouraging  in  it- 
self as  the  reign  of  Mr.  Tupper  in  another 
field  of  literature.  Indeed,  if  it  would  be 
unjust  to  the  novelist  to  treat  the  two  in- 


stances as  predsely  parallel,  it  is  only  be- 
cause, vast  as  may  be  the  interval  which 
divides  the  third-rate  in  prose  fiction  from 
the  first-rate,  the  difference  between  the 
poetaster  and  the  poet  is  one  not  in  degree 
but  in  kind.— Traill,  Henry  Duff,  1897, 
Social  England,  vol.  vi,  p.  517. 

With  many  fine  qualities,  his  nature  was 
slightiy  tinged  with  mediocrity.  So,  natur- 
ally enough,  he  felt  more  interest  in  the 
kind  of  men  and  women  he  saw  about  him 
than  in  unusual  characters.  He  loved  to 
show  people  in  the  every-day  relations  of 
life,— acting  and  reacting  upon  each  other, 
—and  in  the  English  setting  he  best  knew. 
Thus  he  was  a  forerunner  of  our  late  realism, 
with  its  effort  to  fix  contemporary  life.  Of 
strong  yet  simple  emotions  himself,  with 
a  satirically  humorous  sense  of  common 
self-deceptions  and  foibles,  and  also  an 
optimistic  belief  in  human  nobility,  he 
pictures  the  worid  to  which  most  of  his 
readers  belong.— Cooke,  Jane  Grosvenor, 
1897,  Literary  of  the  World's  Best  Literature, 
ed.  Warner,  vol.  xxv,  p.  15033. 

All  of  that  excellent  series,  "The  En^h 
Men  of  Letters,"  are  interesting  books  ex- 
cept TroUope's  "Thackeray."— Johnson, 
Charles  F.,  1898,  Elements  of  Literary 
Criticism,  p.  21. 

Dispensing  for  the  most  part  with  the 
"wearing  work"  and  the  "agonizing  doubt" 
of  the  slalful  plot  manipulator,  he  sits  down 
comfortably  and  writes  about  his  cathedral 
folk;  men  and  women  come  and  go;  he  re- 
lates what  they  said  and  did,  and  draws 
full-length  portraits  of  them.  His  main  re- 
gret is  "that  no  mental  method  of  daguer- 
reotype or  photography  has  yet  been  dis- 
covered by  which  the  characters  of  men 
can  be  reduced  to  writing  and  put  into 
grammatical  language  with  an  unerring 
predsion  of  truthful  description."  With 
his  mind  concentrated  upon  his  characters, 
he  looks  them  full  in  the  face,  perplexed  by 
no  ethical  or  philosophical  medium.  By 
virtue  of  this  directness,  he  is  the  mat 
chronicler  of  English  fiction. — Cross,  Wil- 
bur L.,  1899,  The  Development  of  the  EngliA 
Novel,  p.  223. 

Whatever  else  may  be  said  or  written  con- 
cerning Anthony  Trollope,  one  thing  at 
least  must  be  conceded— that  of  all  the 
writers  of  English  fiction  he  is  the  most 
typically  En^sh.— Peck,  Harry  Thurs- 
ton, 1900,  Anthony  TroUop^s  Novels,  Royal 
Ed.,  Introduction. 
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TroUope's  heroines  are  as  domestic  as 
Clarissa  Harlowe.  They  haven't  a  thought 
beyond  housekeeping  or  making  a  respect- 
able marriage.  We  could  hardly  expect 
such  delineations  of  the  fair  feminine  quid- 
ities  as  could  be  given  by  feminine  novelists 
alone.  We  could  not  ask  him  for  a  Jane 
Eyre,  or  still  less  for  a  Maggie  Tulliver. 
.  .  .  His  are  so  good-natured,  sensible  and 
commonplace  that  he  has  the  greatest 
difficulty  in  preventing  them  from  at  once 
marrying  their  lovers.  .  .  .  The  most  popu- 
lar of  all  was  Miss  Lily  Dale,  whom  Trol- 
lope  himself  unkindly  describes  as  "some- 
what of  a  French  prig. "  She  will  not  marry 
the  man  whom  she  loves  because  she  has 
been  cruelly  jilted  by  a  thorough  snob,  and 
makes  it  a  point  of  honor  not  to  accept  con- 
solation or  admit  that  she  can  love  twice. 
Readers,  it  seems,  fell  in  love  with  her,  and 
used  to  write  to  Trollope  entreating  him  to 
reconcile  her  to  making  her  lover  happy. 
Posterity,  I  think,  will  make  a  nustake  if  it 
infers  that  English  girls  were  generally  of 
this  type;  but  it  must  admit  though  with  a 
certain  wonder  that  the  type  commended 
itself  to  a  sturdy,  sensible  Briton  of  the 
period,  as  the  very  ideal  of  Womanhood, 
and  delighted  a  large  circle  of  readers. — 
Stephen,  Leslie,  1901,  Anthony  TroUape, 
National  Review,  vol.  38,  p.  81. 

To  begin  with  his  value  for  the  history  of 
manners,  he  is  by  far  our  greatest  realist 
since  Fielding.  Miss  Austen  uniformly  ap- 
proaches him  in  her  own  field,  but  that  field 
was  a  very  much  smaller  one  than  his. 
George  E3iot  approaches  him  in  some  pas- 
sages of  some  of  her  books,  but  in  the  rest 
she  is  in  no  way  his  competitor.  Lovers  of 
Dickens  are  apt  to  attribute  to  that  great 
master  of  sentiment  and  caricature  the  per- 
fection of  every  conceivable  quality;  but  I 
hardly  think  the  well-advised  of  them 
would  claim  for  him  a  literally  exact  por- 
traiture of  manners;  and  it  is  in  that  sense  I 
am  speaking  of  realism,  putting  any  esoteric 
views  there  may  be  about  a  higher  realism 
on  one  side.  A  comparison  with  Thacker- 
ay may  perhaps  help  my  estimate.  Thack- 
eray was  by  far  Trollope's  superior  in  the 
perception  of  the  humours  of  life  and  in  a 
humorous  presentation  of  them,  but  in 
fidelity  to  the  facts  of  life,  or  at  least  the 
facts  wMch  eye  and  ear  tell  one  finally,  he 
was  by  far  TroUope's  inferior.— Street,  G. 
S.,  1901,  Anthony  Trollope,  Comhill  Maga- 
zine, vcl.  83,  p.  349. 

80F 


Mr.  Trollope  was  not  an  artist,  he  wi^  a 
photographer.  It  was  only  for  the  im- 
provement of  his  style  that  he  subjected 
himself  to  discipline.  In  this  he  persevered 
until*  he  developed  a  narrative  style  which, 
for  his  purpose,  could  hardly  be  surpassed : 
it  is  ludd  and  easy,  if  somewhat  common- 
place. For  the  rest  of  the  artist's  work 
Trollope  cared  nothing.  He  did  not  devise 
new  and  startling  plo&,  life  as  he  knows  it 
being  sufficiently  varied  and  interesting  to 
satisfy  ordinary  people.  He  took  pride  in 
remidning  an  ordinary  person  himself,  and 
in  appealing  to  everyday  emotion  and  naiv 
rating  everyday  experiences.  What  he 
saw  he  could  tell  better,  perhaps,  than  any- 
body else,  as  Mr.  Browning  somewhat 
grudgingly  said  of  Andrea  del  Sarto.  -  What 
he  did  not  see,  did  not  exist  for  him.  He 
had  something  of  the  angry  impatience  of 
the  middle-class  mind  with  all  points  of 
view  not  his  own.  In  "  Barchester  Towers'*' 
he  permitted  himself  to  gibe  at  the  re- 
cently published  novel  "Tancred,"  and 
for  the  author  as  well  as  the  work  he  cher- 
ished a  feeling  of  contemptuous  dislike. 
There  could  I^  no  finer  tribute  to  Lord 
Beaconsfield's  genius.  "  Tancred  "  is  as  far 
beyond  anything  that  Mr.  Trollope  wrote  as 
"Qrley  Farm"  is  superior  to  a  Chancery 
pleading;  and  we  have  but  to  lay  "Alroy" 
on  the  same  table  with  "The  Prime  Minis- 
ter" to  see  where  Anthony  TVolIope  stands. 
—Lord,  Wauter  Frewen,  1901,  The 
Novels  of  Anthony  Trollope,  Nineteenth 
Centtary,  vol.  49,  p.  805. 

In  his  wide  survey  of  social  conditions  in 
the  middle,  and  upi>er  classes  of  England, 
he  comes  nearer  than  any  other  English 
novelist  to  fulfilling  the  vast  programmes 
of  the  French  realists,  Balzac  and  Zola. — 
Moody,  Wiluam  Vaughn,  and  Lovett, 
Robert  Morss,  1902.  A  History  of  English 
Literature,  p.  372. 

Revert  in  memory  to  such  a  humdrum 
realist  as  Anthony  Trollope,  in  order  viv- 
idly to  realize  why  that  fiction-maker,  whose 
class  is  confessedly  not  the  first,  is  likely  to 
keep  his  place  in  the  suffrages  of  a  large,  and 
not  undistinguished,  constituency.  The  folk 
of  the  "Barchester  Chronicles"  may  be 
commonplace  and  unexciting;  but  they  are 
verifiable  and  cling  to  the  mind. — Burton, 
Richard,  1902,  Forces  in  Fidion  and  Other 
Essays,  p.  15. 

Certainly  Trollope,  like  Balzac,  intro- 
duced the  same  characters  into  more  than 
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one  novel,  which  saved  the  trouble  of  in- 
venting them;  yet  the  creator  does  not 
trouble  himself  much  as  to  what  becomes 
of  his  heroes  in  their  new  embodiments.  In 
the  case  of  TroUope  more  than  any  other 
writer  of  a  certain  importance,  we  feel  that 
he  wrote  at  random  without  any  artistic 
plan.— Engel,  Edward,  1902,  A  History  of 
English  Literature,  rev.  Hamky  Bent,  p.  463. 
Perhaps  no  writer  represents  more  per- 
fectly than  TroUope  the  great  develop- 
ment of  social  and  domestic  tendencies  in 
the  English  novel  of  the  middle  and  third 
quarter  of  the  last  century.  A  man  of  real 
genius,  he  yet  had  not  genius  enough  to 
stand  out  from  and  above  his  time;  and  for 
that  very  reason  he  portrays  it  more  fully, 
just  as  Ben  Jonson  brings  us  nearer  to  the 
Elizabethan  Age  than  does  Shakespeare. 


.  .  .  Trollope's  novels  deal  almost  entirely 
with  the  author's  own  time;  no  mediieval 
history,  bravos,  swordplay,  moonlight  ro- 
mance. His  people  are  common  people; 
that  is,  they  are  human  beings  like  other 
human  beings  before  they  are  anything 
else.  It  is  tUs  constant  detection  of  ordi- 
nary human  nature  under  the  disguises  of 
wealth  and  aristocracy  which  misleads  Mr. 
Saintsbury  into  calling  TroUope  a  painter 
of  middle-class  Ufe.  His  painting  of  middle- 
class  Ufe  is  good,  much  better  than  his  paintr 
ing  of  low  Ufe;  but  certainly  his  best  work 
is  on  the  upper  classes.  ...  So  far  as  plot 
goes,  in  the  stricter  sense  of  the  word,  "nt)!- 
lope  confesses  that  he  is  weak,  and  few  wiU 
be  found  to  differ  from  him.— Bradford, 
GABfALiEL,  Jr.,  1902,  Anthony  TroUope,  At- 
lantic Monthly,  vol  89,  pp.  426,  428. 


Edward  Bouverie  Pusey 

1800-1882 
Bom  near  Oxford,  1800:  died  Sept.  16,  1882.  An  EngUsh  theologian.  His  name  was 
originaUy  Edward  Bouverie:  the  famUy,  of  Huguenot  origin,  became  lords  of  the  manor  of 
Pusey,  near  Oxford,  and  from  it  took  that  name.  In  1818  he  entered  Christ  Church,  Ox- 
ford, and  in  1824  became  a  feUow  of  Oriel.  He  was  associated  with  John  Henry  Newman 
and  John  Keble.  In  1828  he  was  regius  professor  of  Hebrew  at  Oxford  and  canon  of 
Christ  Church.  In  1835  he  took  part  in  the  tractarian  movement,  and  later  was  suspended 
for  three  years  (1843-46)  from  the  function  of  preaching  for  publishing  ''The  Holy  Euchar- 
ist a  Comfort  to  the  Penitent. "  The  movement  thus  started  took  the  name  "  Puseyism. " 
The  practice  of  confession  among  the  extreme  rituaUsts  of  the  Churoh  of  England  dates 
from  his  two  sermons  on  "the  entire  absolution  of  the  penitent''  (1846).  Among  his  works 
are  "Parochial  Sermons,"  "Doctrines  of  the  Real  Presence,"  and  "The  Minor  Prophets." 
He  was  one  of  the  editors  of  the  "Library  of  Translations  from  the  Fathers"  and  the 
"Anglo-Catholiclibrary."— Smith,  Benjamin  E.,c(i.,  1894-97,  The  Century  Cyclopedia 
of  Names,  p.  832. 


PERSONAL 

I  have  had  several  conversations  with 
Pusey  on  religion  since  I  last  mentioned 
him.  How  can  I  doubt  his  seriousness? 
His  very  eagerness  to  talk  of  the  Scriptures 
seems  to  prove  it.  May  I  lead  him  forward, 
at  the  same  time  gaining  good  from  him !  He 
has  told  me  the  plan  of  his  Essay  for  the 
Chancellor's  prize,  and  I  clearly  see  that  it 
is  much  better  than  mine.  I  cannot  think  I 
shall  get  it;  to  this  day  I  have  thought  I 
should.  .  .  .  That  Pusey  is  Thine,  0  Lord, 
how  can  I  doubt?  His  deep  views  of  the 
Pastoral  Office,  his  high  ideas  of  the  spirit- 
ual rest  of  the  Sabbath,  his  devotional 
spirit,  his  love  of  the  Scriptures,  his  firm- 
ness and  zeal,  all  testify  to  the  operation  of 
the  Holy  Ghost;  yet  I  fear  he  is  prejudiced 
against  Thy  children.  Let  me  never  be 
eager  to  convert  him  to  a  party  or  to  a  form 


of  opinion.  Lead  us  both  on  in  the  way  of 
Thy  commandments.  What  am  I  that  I 
should  be  so  blest  in  my  near  associates  I— 
Newman,  John  Henry,  1823,  Journal, 
May  2  and  17;  Letters  and  Correspondence 
During  his  Life  in  the  English  Church,  ei. 
Mozky,  p.  103. 

I  wish,  my  dearest  mother,  you  could  see 
how  perfectly  calm  I  am  about  my  affairs. 
I  commit  them  to  God  and  feel  that  they 
do  not  belong  to  me  or  affect  me.  In  many 
respects,  it  is  a  very  good  thing  that  I  am 
the  person  it  falls  upon.  Some  things  are  as 
adverse  as  possible,  as  that  the  Provost  of 
Oriel  and  the  Warden  of  Wadham  are 
among  the  assistants  of  the  Vice-Chancellor ; 
yet  Jelf  does  not  think  it  hopeless  since  he 
has  consented  to  be  one.  I  trust  in  my 
friends'  prayers  and  that  God  will  defend 
His  truth;  for  that  only  have  I  spoken.    All 
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my  friends  say  that  good  must  come  out  of 
it  somehow.  So  I  am  quite  at  rest.  It 
seems  as  if  something  very  momentous  was 
going  on,  but  that  I  had  nothing  to  do  but 
to  wait  for  it,  and  pray  and  abide,  as  I  trust 
under  the  shadow  of  His  wings,  and  be  at 
re8t.--Pu8EY,  Edward  Boxtyerie,  1843,  To 
Hi$  Mother,  May  25;  Life  bp  Henry  Parry 
Liddoiif  ed.  JokmUm  arid  WiUan,  vol  n,  p. 
316. 

You  have  heard,  of  course,  of  Pusey's 
suspension  for  two  years,  by  the  papers:  It 
excites  enormous  indignation.  All  persons 
who  are  not  quite  with  the  Heads  of  Houses 
clique  are  disgusted.  It  was  really  a  ser- 
mon which  people  heard  and  went  away, 
thinking  it  fine  and  eloquent  of  course,  and 
giving  Ugh  views  of  the  Eucharist;  but  as 
for  any  doctrine,  the  idea  never  entered 
into  any  one's  head,  till  the  fact  came  out. 
The  Heads  will  find  themselves  in  the  wi'ong, 
their  mode  of  conducting  the  whole  busi- 
ness has  been  so  desperately  unfair,  not  to 
say  actually  arrogant  and  tyrannical. — Moz- 
LET,  Jakes  B.,  1843,  To  kU  Sister,  June  4; 
Letters,  ed.  hit  Sister,  p.  141. 

I  must  tell  you  that  on  arriving  here  I 
went,  as  in  duty  bound,  to  pay  my  respects 
to  Dr.  Pusey.  He  had  been  ill  for  a  con- 
siderable period,  suffering  constantly  from 
low  fever.  I  found  him  lying  on  the  sofa 
and  apparently  unable  to  rise,  encompassed 
on  all  sides  by  folios.  No  other  man  have  I 
ever  seen  so  Uke  a  saint.  The  expression  of 
holiness,  humility,  and  charity  about  him 
makes  a  face,  in  itself  ugly,  a  most  beauti- 
ful object  to  contemplate.  You  look  at 
him  and  see  at  once  that  he  is  a  person 
whom  it  is  actually  impossible  to  offend  per- 
sonally, and  who  in  the  paroxysms  of  dis- 
ease would  give  thanks  for  his  sufferings, 
simply  believing  that  they  were  sent  as 
fatherly  chastisements  and  would  leave  a 
benediction  behind.  I  perceived  very  soon 
that  his  entire  unselfishness  has  preserved 
him  from  all  affliction  as  regards  himself  in 
consequence  of  this  iniquitous  and  ignomin- 
ious sentence  with  which  he  has  been 
branded.  There  is,  in  fact,  no  drop  of  bitter- 
ness in  his  whole  compodtion,  nothing  that 
can  turn  sour.— DbVbrb,  Aubrey,  1843, 
To  Henry  Taylor,  June  8;  Correspondence 
of  Henry  Taylor,  ed.  Douoden,  p.  143. 

Nothing  has  occurred  in  our  own  time,  so 
pregnant  with  great  consequences,  as  the 
late  conspiracy  in  Oxford.  .  .  .  Men  look 
at  each  other  as  if  some  wicked  thing  had 


been  perpetrated,  on  which  they  could  not 
venture  to  speak.  In  all,  there  is  a  deep  feel- 
ing that  it  is  not  to  end  here,  and  a  sense  of 
love  and  reverence  for  the  injured  person 
strongly  entertained.  .  .  .  There  is  also  a 
very  general  impression,  that  the  sermon 
itself  is  no  more  than  a  handle  for  a  pre- 
concerted measure;  which  is  confirmed  by 
the  fact  that  they  have  resolutely  refused 
to  mention  any  one  objectional  proposition 
in  the  sermon,  or  in  what  way  it  is  discordant 
with  the  Church  of  England.  AU  I  have 
met  with  consider  the  sermon  very  innocent 
and  unexceptionable.  —  Wiluams,  Isaac, 
1843,  Autobtoffraphy,  pp.  136,  137. 

Notwithstanding  an  occasional  difference 
of  opinion  on  matters  of  importance,  our 
friendship  has  lasted  more  than  a  quarter  of 
a  century.  I  feel  therefore  that  I  am  not 
taking  too  great  a  liberty  when,  by  dedicat- 
ing tins  sermon  to  you,  I  avail  myself  of  the 
opportunity  to  record  my  respect  for  the 
profound  learning,  the  unimpeachable  or- 
thodoxy, and  the  Christian  temper  with 
which,  in  the  midst  of  a  faithless  and  Phar- 
isaical generation,  you  have  maintained  the 
cause  of  true  religion,  and  preached  the 
pure  unadulterated  word  of  God.— Hook, 
Walter  Farquhar,  1845,  Mutual  Forbear- 
anu  Recommended  in  Things  Indifferent, 
The  Church  arid  her  Ordinances^  vol,  n. 

We  have  had  Pusey  and  Manning  preach- 
ing here  lately,  the  former  three  times. 
Pusey's  middle  sermon,  preached  in  the 
evening,  was  the  perfection  of  his  style. 
But  it  is  wrong  to  talk  of  style  in  respect  of  a 
preacher  whose  very  merit  consists  in  his 
aiming  at  no  style  at  all.  He  is  certainly,  to 
my  feelings,  more  impressive  than  any  one 
else  in  the  pulpit,  though  he  has  not  one  of 
the  graces  of  oratory.  His  discourse  is 
generally  a  rhapsody,  describing  with  in- 
finite repetition  and  accumulativeness,  the 
wickedness  of  sin,  the  worthlessness  of  earth, 
and  the  blessedness  of  heaven.  He  is  as  still 
as  a  statue  all  the  time  he  is  uttering  it, 
looks  as  white  as  a  sheet,  and  is  as  monot- 
onous in  delivery  as  possible.  While  listen- 
ing to  him,  you  do  not  seem  to  see  and 
hear  a  preacher,  but  to  have  visible  before 
you  a  most  earnest  and  devout  spirit,  striv- 
ing to  carry  out  in  this  world  a  high  re- 
ligious theory.— CoLBRTOQE,  Sara,  1845,  To 
Miss  Morris,  July  7;  Memoir  and  Letters, 
ed.  her  Daughter,  p.  232. 

Every  seat,  every  transept,  every  aisle 
thronged  to  bursting;  spectators  or  hearers 
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wandering  about  the  clerestories,  Pusey  car- 
ried up  into  the  pulpit  by  a  by-passage.  So 
much  for  the  benefits  of  suspension.  To  me, 
I  confess,  the  mere  sight  of  a  vast  crowd 
hanging  on  the  lips  of  a  good  man  is  so  pa- 
thetic that  I  would  go  a  good  way  to  hear  it. 
The  sermon— alas!  I  shuddered  as  I  heard 
the  text  (John  XX,  21)  and  foresaw  the 
subject— Absolution.  However,  it  evi- 
dently only  came  because  it  was  part  of  his 
own  course;  the  more  offensive  topics  of 
which  it  was  capable  were  not  dwelt  upon, 
and  merely  the  old  commonplaces  and 
quotations  reproduced  in  Pusey's  usual  con- 
fusion of  style.  And  so,  on  the  whole,  it 
was  like  most  of  his  sermons;  a  divine  soul 
clothed  in  a  very  earthly  body.  The  be- 
ginning very  pathetic  and  dignified— "It 
will  be  in  the  memory  of  some  that  three 
years  since, "  &c.— and  the  end,  on  the  needs 
of  the  manufacturing  towns,  very  earnest 
and  solenm.  I  do  sincerely  say, "  God  bless 
him,  and  keep  him  amongst  us. " — Stanley 
Arthur  Pbnrhyn,  1846,  Letter,  Life  and 
Correspondence,  ed.  Protkero  and  Bradley, 
vol  I,  p.  344. 

The  doctor  is  a  short  man,  thin,  and 
somewhat  attenuated,  has  a  careworn  look, 
a  dim  eye,  a  long  and  solemn  countenance; 
and  when  I  saw  him,  1845,  appeared  dirty, 
unshaven,  and  slovenly  in  his  attire.  He 
approaches  nearer  to  the  heau  ideal  of  a 
bookworm  than  any  man  I  ever  met  with. 
There  is  a  great  mildness  and  humility  of 
deportment  about  him,  bordering  upon 
nervousness  and  timidity;  but  beneath  this 
outward  shell  there  is  evidently  a  kernel  of 
ambition,  and  a  love  of  notoriety.  He 
looked  like  a  man  who  was  conscious  he 
was  the  object  of  the  public  gase.  His  con- 
versation is  sensible  and  erudite,  but  not 
fluent  or  animated.  As  Hebrew  Professor, 
he  expounds  his  views  to  his  students  with 
clearness  and  order,  but  without  much 
force  or  originality  of  thought.  ...  Dr. 
Pusey's  intellectual  character  does  not  com- 
port with  those  ideas  which  we  commonly 
associate  with  men  who  are  the  founders  of 
a  mere  sect,  or  the  leaders  of  a  party.  There 
is  little  boldness  or  enthusiasm  in  him.  He 
does  not  throw  himself  with  ardour  either 
into  favourite  or  antagonistic  theories.  His 
intellectual  genius  is  cold,  phlegmatic,  and 
calculating.  It  is  the  growth  of  long  and 
assiduous  cultivation,  rather  than  of  native 
vigour  and  strength.  His  mind  wants  the 
invariable  and  characteristic  symbol  of 


greatness.— Blakey,  Robert,  1873,  Jlfem- 
oir$,  ed.  Miller,  pp.  179,  180. 

I  do  not  believe  him  to  be  open  to  con- 
viction on  any  point  in  the  remotest  de- 
gree connected  with  dogma  on  which  he  has 
once  made  up  his  mind.  ...  Dr.  Pusey's 
remarks  have  a  littie  lowered  my  estimate  of 
his  Hebrew  scholarship,  which  was  high,  and 
has  not  raised  my  estimate  of  his  judgment, 
which  was  low.  —  TfflRLWALL,  Connop, 
1879,  To  Rev.  A.  R.  Fawset,  March  25-31; 
Letters  ed.  Perowne  and  Stokes,  pp.  315, 316. 

Dr.  Pusey,  as  we  all  know,  could  be  as  in- 
tolerant as  Athanasius,  but,  apart  from 
what  you  call  his  theological  prepossessions, 
he  always  retained  through  life  a  genuine 
respect  for  real  scholarship,  even  for  the 
much  derided  "original  research."  He 
often  showed  the  warmest  sympathy  for 
true  and  earnest  students  in  every  field  of 
Oriental  philology.  He  took  a  deep  in- 
terest in  the  discoveries  of  cuneiform  schol- 
ars, and  fully  appredated  their  bearing  on 
Hebrew  scholarship.  He  cared  to  know 
what  the  "Veda"  and  the  "Avesta"  had 
to  teach  us,  and  he  was  not  afraid  of  new 
sciences,  such  as  Comparative  Philology 
and  Comparative  Mythology.  Even  when 
he  had  no  time  to  study  new  subjects  him- 
self, he  was  always  anxious  to  hear  the 
latest  news.— MuLLER,  Friedrich  Max, 
1882,  To  the  Editor  of  ''The  Times,''  Sept  23 ; 
Life  and  Letters,  ed.  his  Wife,  vol.  n,  p.  128. 

Dr.  Pusey's  life  had  two  marks  espedally 
set  in  it  by  Divine  Providence :  it  was  a  life 
of  controversy  and  a  life  of  suffering.  He 
often  deplored  the  necessity  which  obliged 
him  to  spend  so  much  of  his  time  and 
thought  in  religious  controversy.  It  was,  he 
firmly  believed,  "the  Lord's  controversy," 
in  which  he  was  thus  engaged;  and  he  ac- 
cepted a  task  from  which  much  in  his  char- 
acter would  have  held  him  back,  as  a  duty 
Idd  on  him  by  Providential  Wisdom.  .  .  . 
Certainly  he  did  all  that  could  be  done  to 
sweeten  controversy  by  the  charities  and 
courtesies  that  were  natural  to  his  chast- 
ened temper.  .  .  .  And  his  life  was  largely 
a  life  of  suffering.  Assuredly  it  did  not  lack 
the  Print  of  the  Nails.  He  had  his  fuU 
share  of  home  sorrows,  which  the  affec- 
tionateness  of  Us  character  sharpened  to 
the  utmost.  .  .  .  Troubles  there  were  of 
another  order  which  wounded  him  even 
more  deeply.  The  separation  which  for  some 
years  followed  the  secession  of  Dr.  New- 
man, the  desertion  of  friends  who  remuned. 
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and  from  whose  sympathy  he  might  well 
have  hoped  for  mach,  the  coldness  or  ac- 
tive hostility  of  persons  in  high  authority, 
the  failure  of  younger  men  to  answer  to  lus 
reasonable  expectations  or  to  be  true  to 
themselves,  above  all  the  lacerations  of  the 
Church,  to  whose  wellbeing  and  growth  he 
was  devoted  heart  and  soul— these  things 
cut  hun  to  the  quick.  .  .  .  And  this  in- 
timacy with  suffering  was  probably  one 
chi^f  secret  of  his  moral  power,  because  it 
endowed  him  so  richly,  and  it  had  en- 
dowed St.  Paul,  with  the  gift  of  sympathy. 
— LiDDON,  Henrt  Parrt,  1884,  Edward 
Bauverie  Puiey,  Ckried  Life  and  Work,  pp. 
368,  369. 

Dr.  Pusey,  who  used  every  now  and  then 
to  take  Newman's  duties  at  St  Ifary's, 
was  to  me  a  much  less  interesting  person.  A 
learned  man,  no  doubt,  but  dull  and 
tedious  as  a  preacher.  Certainly,  in  spite 
of  the  name  Puseyism  having  been  given  to 
the  Oxford  attempt  at  a  new  Catholic  de- 
parture, he  was  not  the  Columbus  of  that 
voyage  of  discovery,  undertaken  to  find  a 
safer  haven  for  the  Church  of  England.  I 
may,  however,  be  more  or  less  unjust  to 
him,  as  I  owe  him  a  sort  of  grudge.  His  dis- 
courses were  not  only  less  attractive  than 
those  of  Dr.  Newman,  but  always  much 
longer,  and  the  result  of  this  was  that  the 
learned  Canon  of  Christ  Church  generally 
made  me  late  for  dinner  at  my  college,  a 
calamity  never  inflicted  on  his  All  Souls 
hearers  by  the  terser  and  swifter  fellow  of 
Oriel  whom  he  was  replacing.— -Dotle,  Sir 
Francis  Hastings,  1887,  Reminiiceneei 
and  OpinionSy  p.  148. 

Dr.  Pusey  was  a  person  with  whom  it 
was  not  wise  to  meddle,  unless  his  assailants 
could  make  out  a  case  without  a  flaw.  He 
was  without  question  the.  most  venerated 
person  in  Oxford.  Without  an  equal,  in 
Oxford  at  least,  in  the  depth  and  range  of 
his  learning,  he  stood  out  yet  more  im- 
presfflvely  among  his  fellows  in  the  lofty 
moral  elevation  and  dmplicity  of  his  life, 
the  blamelessness  of  his  youth,  and  the  pro- 
found devotion  of  his  manhood,  to  which 
the  family  sorrows  of  his  later  years,  and 
the  habits  which  grew  out  of  them,  added  a 
Idnd  of  pathetic  and  solemn  interest.  Stem 
and  severe  in  his  teaching  at  one  time, — 
at  least  as  he  was  understood, — beyond 
even  the  severity  of  Puritanism,  he  was  yet 
overflowing  with  affection,  tender  and 
sympathetic  to  all  who  came  near  him,  and, 


in  the  midst  of  continual  controversy,  he 
endeavoured  with  deep  censeientiousness, 
to  avoid  the  bitterness  of  controversy.  He 
was  the  last  man  to  attack;  much  more  the 
last  num  to  be  unfair  to.  The  men  who 
ruled  in  Oxford  contrived,  in  attacking  hun, 
to  make  almost  every  mistake  which  it  was 
possible  to  make.—CHURCH,  Richard  Will- 
iam, 1891,  The  Oxford  Matemeni,  p.  284. 

Yes,  here  was  a  good,  good,  real  man  I 
And  from  a  Patriotic  point  of  view,  what 
are  we  not  to  think  of  the  patience,  the 
firmness,  the  absolute  confidence  in  his  fel- 
low-countrymen with  which  he  waited,  be- 
strode that  fiery  Pesasus,  rode  the  great 
race,  and  won,  while  Newman  lay  sprawling 
on  the  Via  Sacra?  This  is  the  unmistakable 
Englishman,  this  dogged  Pusey;  dogged, 
but  did  you  see  the  tenderness!  God  for- 
give me  I  When  I  think  of  my  blindness  — 
Brown,  Thomas  Edward, '1893,  To  S.  T. 
Irwin,  Oct.  9;  Letters,  ed.  Irwin,  vol.  l,  p.  217. 

His  ahns-deeds  were  beyond  measure 
generous,  many  of  them  unknown  till  now. 
He  built  St.  Saviour's  Church,  Leeds,  in  the 
name  of  a  penitent,  nor  allowed  even  Dr. 
Hook,  then  Vicar  of  Leeds,  to  know  whose 
was  the  hand  that  gave.  We  lay  down  the 
book  [Life  of  Pusey]  feeling  sure  that  here 
was  a  man  to  whom  great  grace  was  given, 
and  we  may  thank  God,  in  Hooker's  words, 
that  "God  does  not  tie  to  sacraments  the 
grace  that  He  gives  through  sacraments;'' 
but  in  so  far  as  Dr.  Liddon  holds  up  to  us 
Pusey's  life  as  that  of  a  Catholic  priest,  per- 
haps the  example  is  rather  "  what  not  to  be, 
than  what  to  be."  It  is  a  history  of  one 
who  strove  to  prop  up  a  falling  building, 
and  was  wounded  by  many  of  the  stones  as 
they  fell,  who  tried  to  put  a  new  face  on 
that  which  was  mouldering  within,  who  was 
deservedly  honoured  indeed  in  his  day,  but 
must  pass  and  be  forgotten,  as  are  those 
who  have  given  names  to  many  other  sects, 
foundering  and  to  founder,  while  the  bark 
of  Peter  rides  the  waves.— Paul,  C.  Keqan, 
lS93,Dr.  Pusey,  The  Month,  vol.  79,  p.  534. 

I  was  greatly  impressed  as  an  under- 
graduate by  Dr.  Pusey's  preaching,  as  after- 
wards by  his  published  writings,  by  his 
saintly  life,  and  his  loyal  love,  faithful 
unto  death,  for  the  Church,  in  which  he 
received  from  those  in  authority  so  much 
opposition  and  distrust.  His  manner  was 
in  itself  a  sermon,  and  he  went  up  to 
preach  with  a  manifest  humility,  which  no 
hypocrite  could  assume,  and  no  actor  could 
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copy.— Hole,  S.  Reynolds,  1893,  Mem- 
ories, p.  145. 

If  we  were  to  try  to  describe  the  char- 
acter of  Dr.  Pusey  in  a  single  sentence,  we 
could  do  no  better  than  to  borrow  St. 
Paul's  expression— "Wise  unto  that  which 
is  good,  and  simple  concerning  evil."  .  .  . 
He  was  wise— not  with  the  msdom  of  the 
world  nor  of  the  serpeni—not  with  the 
wisdom  which  has  to  do  with  passing  things 
—but  unto  that  which  is  good;  and  it  may 
be  added,  unto  that  alone.  For  he  was 
simple  as  a  child  concerning  evil.  He  could 
help  good  men,  but  he  could  never  discover 
bad  ones.  Again  and  again  he  was  de- 
ceived. Again  and  again  in  dealing  with 
what  seemed  evil  to  himself,  though  it  did 
not  seem  so  to  others,  he  signally  fidled  in 
putting  himself  at  his  opponent's  point  of 
view.  His  greatness  was  the  greatness  of 
the  kingdom  of  heaven,  in  patterning  his  life 
by  the  life  of  Christ.— Rxkiers,  -^thur, 
1898,  Men  and  MavementSj  in  the  English 
Churchy  p.  54. 

He  was  a  power  in  the  Church  of  En^and 
greater  than  Archbishop  or  Bishop,  for  al- 
most half  a  century;  and  for  sixt^n  years 
before  his  death  was  the  sole  leader  of  his 
party.  To  the  cause  which  that  party  rep- 
resented he  devoted,  with  unswerving  self- 
sacrifice,  many  great  gifts,- birth,  high 
station  in  the  University,  unwearied  in- 
dustry, solid  learning.  His  zeal  was  apos- 
tolic, his  life  saintly;  he  was  a  voluminous 
writer,  a  powerful  preacher,  not,  like  John 
Wesley,  to  the  common  people,  but  to 
learned  hearers  and  sensitive  religious 
minds  among  the  clergy  and  educated  laity. 
It  was  among  these  that  he  gathered  fol- 
lowers; through  these  his  influence  reached 
the  world.  And  upon  him,  as  upon  Wes- 
ley, the  influence  of  his  followers  reacted.— 
Palmer,  Roundell,  (Earl  of  Selborne), 
1898,  Memorials  Part  II,  Personal  and  Pa- 
liiiealy  vol  n,  p.  72. 

In  the  pulpit  to  strangers  his  appear- 
ance was  not  particularly  striking,  nor  his 
voice  musical.  His  language  was  some- 
times obscure  and  his  El^ntences  long  and 
involved.  But  no  one  ever  failed  to  be  im- 
pressed by  his  wonderful  earnestness,  by 
the  spiritual  power  that  made  itself  evident, 
by  the  reverential  awe  towards  God  and 
gentle  patient  affectionateness  towards  man 
that  characterized  these  beautiful  sermons. 
It  was  felt  that  he  was  indeed  a  "Man  of 
God,"  a  prophet  faithful  in  rebuke,  un- 


compromising in  the  delivery  of  his  mes- 
sage, a  teacher  of  "all  the  counsel  of  God, " 
the  Catholic  faith  in  its  fulness.  And  yet 
there  was  no  lack  of  tender  human  sym- 
pathy, charitable  recognition  of  the  weak- 
nesses of  men  and  women,  and  compas- 
sionate anxiety  to  apply  every  spiritual 
reinedy  to  their  needs.— Donaldson,  Aug. 
B.,  1900,  Five  Great  Oxford  Leaders,  p.  222. 

To  love  God,  to  work  for  God— these 
words  sum  up  the  story  of  Dr.  Pusey's  life. 
Loving  as  he  did,  how  could  it  be  but  a 
joy,  shining  brighter  than  even  duty,  to 
work  for  Ifim  whom,  not  having  seen,  he 
loved?  His  eighty-second  birthday  found 
him  still  at  that  labour  in  the  vineyard,  be- 
gun in  the  early  morning  of  life-  labour 
never  slackened  during  the  few  years  of  a 
great  earthly  love  and  happiness— taken 
up  with  severer  self-devotion  two  days 
after  all  that  was  mortal  of  her  who  had 
been  his  love  was  laid  in  the  grave.  He  had 
continued  his  ministrations  to  the  Sisters  at 
Ascot  during  the  few  days  before  his  birth- 
day, besides,  as  usual,  reading  for  his  He- 
brew Lectures.  ...  If  it  would  be  dijDS- 
cult  to  take  a  day's  journey  in  England 
without  seeing  some  even  outward  token 
of  the  revivfd  in  which  Dr.  Pusey  had 
so  large  a  share,  his  life  was,  notwithstand- 
ing, one  of  more  than  common  trial  and  of 
wearing  anxieties.  Yet  his  own  words, 
while  still  young,  ''One  may  gradually 
cease  to  know  what  disappointment  is," 
came  true;  and,  whether  amid  visible  suc- 
cess, or  unfulfilled  hopes,  he  stood  firm  as  a 
rock,  never  quailing,  never  changing,  never 
ceasing  to  be  the  apostle  of  peace  and  love, 
while  earnestly  contending  for  the  faith  once 
delivered  to  the  saints.  And  they  who 
love  him  most  think  now  of  the  Mercy  and 
Love  that  led  him  all  his  life  long,  through 
the  light  affliction  which  is  but  for  a  mo- 
ment—granting him  the  request  of  his  lips, 
drowning  him  with  the  blessings  of  good- 
ness, and  the  abundance  of  things  which 
since  the  beginning  of  the  world  it  hath  not 
entered  into  the  heart  of  man  to  conceive — 
which  eye  hath  not  seen  nor  ear  heard— 
Nel  miro  ied  angelico  tetnplo 

Che  solo  amore  e  luce  ha  per  confine. 

-Trench,  Mary,  1900,  The  Story  of  Dr. 
Pusey' s  Life,  pp.  545, 558. 

He  was  not  only  the  grave  ascetic.  My 
children  know  another  side  of  him.  Hear- 
ing that  my  daughter  had  expressed  a  wish 
to  "  oQme  out, "  at  the  ball  given  in  1881  by 
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our  House  to  Prince  Leopold  at  Commem- 
oration, he  at  once  sent  for  tickets,  which 
were  a  guinea  each,  and  gave  to  me.  He 
sat  up  to  see  her  dressed  and  start,  and  when 
we  came  down  to  breakfast  next  morning, 
his  first  question  was  whether  she  had  had 
nice  partners,  and  enjoyed  herself.  When 
my  girls  were  growing  up,  he  wished  me  to 
ask  young  men  to  the  house,  and  he 
ordered  the  garden  beds  to  be  cleaxed  away, 
and  a  tennis  lawn  made  in  the  lower  garden. 
Tennis  was  new  at  that  time,  and  my  dear 
father  used  to  leave  his  books,  and  stand 
watching  the  gBone  from  his  study  window. 
He  said  that  'Mt  was  very  good  exercise  for 
the  young  people."— Bbin£,  Mart  Pusirr, 
1900,  The  Story  of  Dr.  Pmey'i  Life,  ed. 
Trench,  p.  535. 

GENERAL 
To  fly  in  the  teeth  of  English  Puseyism, 
and  risk  such  shrill  welcome  as  I  am  pretty 
sure  of,  is  questionable:  yet  at  bottom  why 
not?  Dost  thou  not  as  entirely  reject  this 
new  Distraction  of  a  Puseyism  as  man  can 
reject  a  thing,— and  couldst  utterly  abjure 
it  and  even  abhor  it, — were  the  sluulow  of 
a  cobweb  ever  likely  to  become  momentous, 
the  cobweb  itself  being  beheaded,  with  axe 
and  block  on  Tower  Wi,  two  centuries  ago? 
I  think  it  were  as  weU  to  tell  Puseyism  that 
it  has  something  of  good,  but  also  much  of 
bad  and  even  worst.— Garltle,  Thomas, 
1840,  To  Emerion,  Dee.  9,  CorreejMmdenee 
of  Carlyk  and  Emenon,  ed.  Norton  vol.  l, 
p.  338. 

Dr.  Pusey  is  the  representative  of  that 
class  of  Englishmen,  who,  looking  with 
reprehenfflon  and  alarm  upon  the  changes 
in  the  ecclesiastical  and  political  system  of 
our  country  which  have  slowly  but  con- 
stantly gained  ground  during  the  lapse  of 
the  last  fifteen  years,  have  ranged  them- 
selves under  the  freshly  emblazoned  ban- 
ners and  newly  illuminated  altars  of  the 
Church,  have  unsheathed  the  sword  of 
Faith  and  new  interpretation,  earnest  to  re- 
store the  ancient  constitution  in  Church  and 
State;  to  stem  the  advancing  tide  of  mod- 
em opinion  and  endeavour;  to  retain  the 
strong-hold  of  the  Divine  Right  of  Kings 
and  the  Spiritual  Supremacy  of  the  Priest- 
hood, and  from  this  detached  ground  to  say 
to  the  rising  waves,  ''Thus  far  shalt  thou 
go,  and  no  farther,''  and  to  the  troubled 
waters,  "Peace, be  still."— Horne,  Rich- 
ard HENfflfi^,  18H  ^  New  Spirit  oj  ike 
Age,  p.  120. 


Your  judgment  of  the  general  character 
of  Dr.  Pussy's  book  wpwen  to  me  very 
just,  and  at  least  very  mud.  Between  our- 
selves, I  find  it  very  difficult  to  resist  the 
impression  that  such  resolute  and  passion- 
ate one-sidedness  in  a  man  of  such  extensive 
learning  must  be  a  reaction  against  in- 
ward misgivings  kept  under,  as  suggestions 
of  the  E^  one,  by  a  violent  effort  of  the 
will.  His  notice  of  Schleiermacher,  how- 
ever, is  creditable  to  him,  and  leads  one  to 
hope  that  he  would  not  now  recall  any- 
thing he  had  said  of  S.  in  former  times.— 
THiRLWAUi,  GoNNOP,  1865,  To  Reo.  J.  J. 
Stewart  Perowne,  Dec.  12;  LetUn,  ed.  Pe- 
rowne  and  Stokes,  p.  245. 

We  wish  we  could  speak  as  favourably  of 
the  general  tone  and  temper  of  Dr.  Pusey'a 
volume  as  we  can  of  its  learning  and  com- 
pleteness. But  unhappily,  its  greatest  de- 
fect is  the  bitterness  of  its  language,— the 
mdiscriminate  censure  with  which  all  are 
assailed  who  have  ventured  to  entertain 
any  doubts  as  to  the  time  when  the  Book  of 
Daniel  was  written.  The  charge  of  wilful 
blindness,  so  repeatedly  brought  against 
those  whose  misfortunes  it  is  to  be  Dr. 
Pussy's  opponents,  is  rather  apt  to  enlist 
sympathy  on  their  side  than  to  convince  us 
that  their  assailant  is  right.  Instinctively 
we  feel  that  such  charges  betray  a  weak- 
ness somewhere.  ...  It  is  impossible  to 
read  such  a  work  without  the  profoundest 
admiration  for  the  depth  and  varied  extent 
of  the  author's  learning;  but  it  is  impossible 
not  also  to  lament  tlutt  the  glory  of  this 
learning  has  been  so  grievously  tarnished. 
We  do  not  blame  Dr.  Pusey  for  ranging  it 
all  on  the  side  of  what  he  believes  to  be  the 
truth;  we  do  full  justice  to  the  sincerity  of 
his  convictions;  we  honour  his  piety;  we 
even  admit  the  force  of  his  arguments  so  far 
as  to  think  that  he  has  shown,  and  shown 
far  more  convindngly  than  any  one  who 
has  yet  made  the  attempt,  that  the  Book 
of  Daniel  is  not  a  late  production  of  the 
Maccabsan  a^,  but  belongs  rightfully  to 
the  age  to  which  it  was  for  centuries  com- 
monly assigned.  But  we  can  express  noth- 
ing but  disapprobation  both  of  the  temper 
in  which  the  book  is  written,  and  of  the  en- 
tire perversion  of  all  critical  principles  by 
which,  in  our  judgment,  it  is  marked.— 
Perowne,  J.  J.  Stewart,  1866,  Dr.  Pittqr 
on  Danid  the  Prophet,  Uoniemporary  Aa- 
view,  vol.  1,  pp.  97,  121. 

A  man  after  all  to  rank  with  reli^ous 
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leaders  of  a  high  mark  in  all  ages.— Church, 
Richard  William,  1869,  To  A$a  Gray, 
Nov.  5;  Life  and  Letters  of  Dean  Church,^. 
ki$  Daughter,  p.  220. 

The  publications  of  Dr.  Pusey  are  very 
numerous,  but  not  one  of  them  bids  fair  to 
take  a  permanent  place  in  our  literature. — 
Chambers,  Robert,  1876,  Cyelopadia  of 
English  Literature,  ed.  Carruthers. 

Dr.  Pusey  has  been  convicted  so  often  of 
so  many  omissions,  inaccuracies  and  mis- 
takes in  his  multitudinous  controversial 
writings,  that  all  confidence  in  his  fairness 
or  capability  of  seeing  both  sides  of  a  much 
disputed  question  is  for  ever  lost.— Savile, 
BouRCHiER  Wrey,  1883,  Dr.  Pusey,  An 
Historical  Sketch,  p.  6. 

The  motif  of  Dr.  Pusey's  book  ["Histori- 
cal Inquiry"]  was  not  indeed  a  vindication 
of  German  Theology  in  its  rationalistic  de- 
velopments. It  was,  however,  a  defence  of 
it  from  the  indiscriminate  assaults  con- 
tained in  "Discourses  preached  before  the 
University  of  Cambridge,  by  Hugh  James 
Rose,"  and  published  by  him,  in  1825, 
under  the  title  of  "The  State  of  Protestant- 
ism in  Germany."  ...  In  contrast  to 
Rose's  book,  Pusey's  is  an  eminently  fair, 
reasonable,  and  candid  enquiry,  liberal  in 
the  best  sense  of  the  word,  as  recognizing 
what  is  good  no  less  than  what  is  bad  in 
German  theology,  and  especially  as  setting 
the' worst  phases  of  German  rationalism  in 
the  light  of  the  causes  which  have  operated 
in  producing  them.  The  author  was  no 
more  in  love  with  rationalism  than  Mr.  Rose, 
but  he  understood,  as  the  former  did  not  do, 
all  the  phenomena  which  went  under  that 
name,  what  varying  shades  of  truth  and 
falsehood  they  presented,  and  by  what  in- 
telligible links  they  were  connected  with 
one  another.  Nothing,  indeed,  is  more  re- 
markable in  Dr.  Pusey's  work  than  the 
breadth  and  power  of  historical  analysis  it 
displays,  its  extreme  fairness;  and  even  to 
this  day,  when  so  many  accounts  have  been 
given  of  the  historical  development  of  Ger- 
man theology  from  different  points  of  view, 
it  still  deserves  perusal. — Tulloch,  John, 
1885,  Movements  of  Religums  Th<mght  in 
Britain  During  the  Nineteenth  Century,  p. 
60. 

The  Tract  [No.  18]  is  dated  St.  Thomas' 
Day,  1833,  and  does  not  appear  to  have  been 
in  circulation  before  the  be^nning  of  Janu- 
ary. It  is  longer  than  any  of  its  predeces- 
sors; partly  because  the  writer  could  not 


easUy  express  himself  otherwise  than  at 
length,  but  partly  also  because  it  covers 
more  ground,  and  more  neariy  exchanges 
the  character  of  a  fugitive  composition  for 
that  of  a  theological  tireatise.  .  .  .  It  is  im- 
possible to  read  this  tract  without  being 
profoundly  impressed  with  the  reality  of  the 
writer— of  his  religious  convictions  and  life 
as  the  mainspring  and  warrant  of  his 
teaching.  Indeed,  this  tract  differs  from 
its  predecessors  in  the  degree  of  emphasis 
which  it  lays  on  personal  and  experimental 
considerations.  .  .  .  Pusey's  tract  on 
Baptism  was  unquestionably  the  work  in 
virtue  of  which  he  took  his  place  among  the 
leaders  of  the  Oxford  Movement.  Its  ap- 
pearance marked  an  epoch,  both  in  the  his- 
tory of  his  own  religious  mind  and  in  the 
progress  of  the  cause  to  which  it  contributed. 
— LiDDON,  Henry  Parry,  1890-93,  Life  of 
Edward  Bouverie  Pusey,  ed.  Johnston  and 
Wilson,  vol.  I,  pp.  280,  281,  343. 

After  all,  the  real  key  to  the  unpersua- 
siveness  of  Dr.  Pusey's  literary  efforts  on 
the  subject  of  reunion  is  to  be  found  not  so 
much  in  his  mistakes  as  in  his  method.  As 
for  mistakes,  every  writer  who  dares  any- 
thing for  the  good  of  others  makes  some; 
and  we  do  not  envy  the  cold,  critical  nature 
which  will  wrap  itself  up  in  reserve  rather 
than  risk  a  blunder;  we  cannot  feel  en- 
thusiasm for  the  heart  that  will  not  let  its 
thoughts  spring  to  other  hearts  and  clasp 
them  to  itself  in  the  truth,  for  fear  its  reason 
should  have  to  frown  on  a  misquotation  or 
an  unguarded  expression.  But  it  was  Dr. 
Pusey's  method  that  was  at  fault;  it  was 
wrong  in  theology  and  uninspiring  in  fact. 
Pectus  faeit  theohgum;  the  heart  is  the  fount 
of  true  theology.  Coreordi  loquitur;  heart 
takes  hold  of  heart.  .  .  .  Pusey's  method 
was  of  the  desk  and  midnight  oU;  he  writes 
as  one  who  has  lost  the  ways  of  the  docile, 
submissive  child;  the  abandon,  the  dan 
amplicity  had  gone  when  in  his  later  days 
he  spoke  of  Rome.  It  was  with  him  all 
analysis  and  weighing  of  difficulties  on  one 
side.  But  you  might  as  well  attempt  to 
analyse  the  lightning-flash  or  the  colour  of 
the  cloud  as  it  dips  into  the  setting  sun,  as 
analyse  the  fascination  and  the  magic  charm 
of  that  one  city  which  we  caU  eternal,  and 
which  spells  one  way  strength  and  the  other 
love.  But  to  all  this  Pusey  was  impervious. 
And  it  was  his  duty  to  analyse  and  wei^h 
objections;  but  it  would  have  been  his  gam 
to  have  combined  also,  and  to  have  seen 
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the  value  of  the  positive  witness  to  the 
truth  he  opposed.—RiviNGTON,  W.,  1898, 
Dr.  Puwy[z  '*Eirenie(m"—Why  Uita  FaU- 
ure?  Dublin  Review,  vd.  122,  pp.  414,  415. 

His  confidence  in  his  own  position  and  in 
the  via  media  was  tranquil.  His  piety  was 
deep  and  sincere.  WMle  he  lacks  the  im- 
agination and  power  of  luminous  exposition 
which  belong  to  Newman,  he  was  a  miracle 
of  industry,  his  acquisitions  of  learning 
were  large,  and  his  mind  was  stridghtfor- 
ward  in  its  operations.— Fisher,  Georqs 
Park,  1896,  Hittary  oj  CkritHan  Doctrine, 
p.  463. 

Pusey's  style  was  accused  by  some  of 
bareness  and  by  others  of  obscurity;  but 
these  accusations  may  be  safely  disndssed 
as  due  merely  to  the  prevalent  fancy  for 
florid  expression,  and  to  the  impatience  of 
somewhat  scholastically  arranged  afgu- 
ment  which  has  also  distinguished  our 
times.— Saintsbury,  George,  1896,  A  Hie- 
tory  of  Nineteenth  Century  Literature,  p,  362. 

Edward  Bouverie  Pusey  was,  as  regards 
his  contributions  to  formal  theology,  su- 
perior to  Newman;  but  both  as  a  man  and 
as  a  writer  he  was  indefinitely  smaller.  .  .  . 
Pusey's  writings  are  purely  technical  theol- 
ogy, not  literature  like  those  of  Newman. 
Ctf  their  value  diverse  opinions  will  long  be 
entertained.  They  are  oracles  to  the  High 
Church  party;  but  it  is  well  to  consider 
what  opponents  think,  especially  such 
as  have  some  grounds  of  sympathy.  Hus 
IX.  compared  Pusey  to  "a  bell,  which  always 
sounds  to  invite  the  faithful  to  Church,  and 
itself  always  remains  outside."  In  a  similar 
spirit  another  great  Romish  ecclesiastic, 
when  questioned  as  to  Pusey's  chance  of 
salvation,  is  said  to  have  playfully  replied, 
"Oh,  yes,  he  will  he  saved  propter  magnam 
impKeationem.*'  These  are  just  the  criti- 
cisms of  those  who  have  attacked  the  Pusey- 
ite  position  from  the  point  of  view  of  free 
thought.  They  are  also  the  criticisms  im- 
plied in  Newman's  action.    It  is  at  least  re- 


markable that  critics  from  both  extreme 
parties,  together  with  the  ablest  of  idl  the 
men  who  have  ever  maintained  the  views  in 
question,  should  concur  in  the  same  judg- 
ment.—Walker,  Hugh,  1897,  The  Age  of 
Tennyeon,  pp.  153, 154. 

In  his  controversy  with  Dr.  Farrar  with 
regard  to  future  punishment,  we  have  the 
well-nigh  solitary  instance  in  this  volume  of 
a  victory  distinctly  on  his  side.  He  suc- 
ceeded in  putting  Dr.  Farrar  conspicuously 
in  the  wrong.  Naturally  enough,  the  clos- 
ing years  of  his  unselfish  life  brought  him 
much  beautiful  appreciation,  and  bis  death 
many  honourable  testimonies  from  men 
who  differed  from  him  by  the  heaven's 
width.  In  so  far  as  we  are  able  to  separate 
his  personality  from  his  opinions,  it  pre- 
sents much  that  is  engaging,  and  that  must 
have  endeared  him  immeasurably  to  his 
intimate  friends.  Intellectually  not  even 
Newman  could  surpass  him  in  his  subor- 
dination of  rationality  to  tradition  as  the 
test  of  truth.— Chadwick,  John  White, 
1898,  Book  Reviewi,  The  New  World,  vol.  7, 
p.  185. 

We  fear  these  Letters  are  destined  to  do 
harm.  The  bulk  of  them  is  not  anti-Roman, 
not  controversial  at  all.  Indeed  with  some 
three  quarters  of  their  contents  a  Catholic 
would  entirely  concur.  They  are  not  com- 
parable with  a  Saint's  Letters,  with  the 
Letters  of  St.  Francis  Xavier,  for  instance, 
or  those  of  St.  Francis  of  Sales;  but  they 
breathe  a  piety  earnest  and  venerable.  Just 
on  that  account  will  the  publication  do 
harm.  The  goodness  of  the  book  will  make 
what  is  evil  in  it  tell.  For  there  is  objective 
evil  in  these  pages,  subtle  perversion  of 
Catholic  truth,  and  ingenious  deterrents 
from  Catholic  unity.  Sad  to  think  of  the 
name  and  fame  of  a  good  man  fathering 
upon  the  world  a  deleterious  mixture  of 
Gallicanism  and  Protestantism.— Rickaby, 
Joseph,  1899,  Dr.  Pusey's  Letters,  The 
Month,  vol  93,  p.  176. 


James  Thomson 

1834-1882 
Bom,  at  Port  Glasgow,  23  Nov.  1834.  Educated  at  Caledonian  Orphan  Asylum,  1843- 
50.  At  Ballincollig,  near  Cork,  as  assistant  regimental  schoolmaster,  1850-52;  at  Military 
Training  College,  Chelsea,  1852-54.  Contrib.,  to  Tait's  "  Edinburgh  Mag.,"  1858;  to  "  Na- 
tional Reformer, "  1860-75.  Served  as  regimental  schoolmaster  till  1862.  After  leaving 
army,  held  various  secretaryships.  Visit  to  America,  1872;  to  Spain  as  correspondent  to 
"New  York  World,"  1873;  Contrib.,  to  "Cope's  Tobacco  Plant,"  1875-81.  Contrib.,  at 
various  times  to  "Daily  Telegraph,"  "Athenaum,"  "Weekly  Despatch,"  "Fortnightly 
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Rev.,"  "Frasert  Mag.,"  "ComhiU  Mag."  Died,  in  London,  3  June  1882.  Buried  in 
Highgate  Cemetery.  Works: "  The  Qty  of  Dreadful  Night,  "1880;  ''Vane's  Story, "  1880? 
''  Essays  and  Phantasies, "  1881.  Po$tkumous:  "  The  Story  of  a  Famous  Old  Jewish  Firm, 
etc.,"  1883;  "A  Voice  from  the  NUe,"  ed.  by  B.  DobeU,  1884  [1883];  "SheUey,"  (priv. 
ptd.),  1884;  "Selections  from  Original  Ck>ntributions  by  J.  Thomson  to  'Cope's  Tobacco 
Plant,'"  1889;  "Poetical  Works,"  ed.  by  B.  Dobell  (2  vols.),  1895;  "Biographical and 
Critical  Studies,"  ed.  by  B.  Dobell,  1896.  Life:  by  H.  S.  Salt,  1889.— Shabp,  R.  Far- 
QUHARSON,  1897,  A  Dictionary  of  English  Authors,  p.  280. 

could  have  affected  him  as  he  was  affected 
by  this."  One  would  probably  be  safe  in 
concluding  that  the  truth  lies  somewhere 
between  these  two  theories,  and  that  Thom- 
son's pessimistic  bent  of  mind  was  brought 
about  partly  by  an  inherited  disposition  to 
melancholia,  and  partly  by  the  crushing 
misfortune  of  his  early  Ufe.  It  must  not  be 
supposed,  however,  that,  pessimist  as  he 
was,  he  was  accustomed  to  make  a  parade 
of  his  sufferings:  on  the  contrary,  all  ac- 
counts agree  in  representing  him  as  a  singu- 
larly cheerful  companion,  and  one  of  the 
most  brilliant  of  talkers.  Neither  did  his 
pessimism  take  a  cynical  and  misanthropic 
turn,  as  in  the  case  of  Schopenhauer,  who 
regarded,  or  affected  to  regard,  his  fellow- 
creatures  and  fellow-sufferers  (synonymous 
terms,  as  he  thought)  with  aversion  and  dis- 
like. Thomson's  disposition,  on  the  other 
hand,  was  always  benevolent  and  kindly,  in 
wMch  respect  he  resembled  Shelley,  for 
whom  he  again  and  again  expresses  the 
warmest  feetings  of  reverence  and  admir- 
ation, and  to  whom,  as  "the  poet  of  poets 
and  purest  of  men,"  "Vane's  Story,"  with 
its  accompanying  poems,  is  dedicated. — 
Sai/f,  H.  S.,  1886,  The  Works  of  James 
Thomson  ("B.  V. "),  OenUeman's  Magazine^ 
vol  260,  pp.  606,  607. 

On  one  occasion,  after  he  had  left  the 
hospitable  house  of  his  friends  and  was  liv- 
ing alone  in  London  lodgings,  the  children 
of  his  landlady  (of  whom,  as  of  all  children, 
he  was  fond,  with  a  fully  reciprocated  affec- 
tion) going  to  the  door  to  admit  him,  closed 
it  again  in  his  face,  and  told  their  father 
that  "Mr.  Thomson's  wicked  brother  was 
at  the  door;"  they  could  not  recognise  th&r 
Mr.  Thomson  in  this  figure  of  the  dipso- 
maniac claiming  his  name.  Even  his  best 
friends  at  times  found  themselves  forced 
from  his  society;  although  Mr.  Foote  tells 
us  that  he  struggled  manfully  against  tins 
terrible  disease.  The  fite  were  always  pre- 
ceded by  days  of  blackest  hypochondria, 
until  at  last,  in  desperation,  he  flew  to  the 
bottle.  Except  for  this  infirmity,  be  was 
methodical,   logical,   even  mathematical; 


PERSONAL 

It  may  also  be  said  of  the  late  James 
Thomson,  author  of  '*The  Oity  of  Dread- 
ful Night,"  that  he  was  the  English  Foe. 
Not  only  in  his  command  of  measures,  his 
weird  imaginings,  intellectiuJ  power  and 
gloom,  but  with  respect  to  his  errant  yet 
earnest  temper,  his  isolation,  and  diver- 
gence from  the  ways  of  society  as  now  con- 
stituted,—and  very  strangely  also  in  the 
successive  chances  of  his  life  so  poor  and 
proud,  in  Ins  final  decline  through  unfortu- 
nate habite  and  infirmities,  even  to  the  sad 
coincidence  of  his  death  in  a  hospital, — do 
the  man,  his  gemus,  and  career  afford  an 
^most  stertling  parallel  to  what  we  know 
of  our  poet  of  "the  grotesque  and  ara- 
besque."—Stedman,  Edmund  Clarsnce, 
1875-87,  Victorian  Poets,  p.  455. 

No  tears  of  mine  shall  fall  upon  thy  face; 
Whatever  city  thou  hast  reached  at  last, 
Better  it  is  than  that  where  thy  feet  passed 
So  many  times,  such  weary  nights  and  days. 
Thy  journeying  feet  knew  aU  its  inmost  ways, 
Where  shapes  and  shadows  of  dread  things  were 

cast: 
There  moved  thy  soul  profoundly  dark  and  vast. 
There  did  thy  voice  its  song  of  anguish  raise. 
Thou  would'st  have  left  that  city  of  great  night. 
Yet  travelled  its  dark  mazes  aU  in  vain: 
But  one  way  leads  from  it,  which  found  aright, 
Who  quitteth  it  shaU  not  come  back  again. 
There  didst  thou  grope  thy  way  through  thy 

long  pain: 
Hast  thou  outside  found  any  world  of  light? 

— Marston,  Phiup   Bourke,  1882,  Mr. 
James  Thompson,  The  Academy. 

When  we  come  to  sum  up  the  leading 
pomts  of  Thomson's  life  and  character,  we 
are  naturally  met  by  the  consideration  how 
far  his  morbid  despondency,  which  we  call 
pessimism,  was  due  to  his  misfortunes,  and 
how  far  to  physical  causes.  ...  It  is  the 
opinion  of  one  of  his  biographers  that 
Thomson  inherited  a  constitutional  mel- 
ancholia, and  that  his  early  bereavement 
was  "not  the  cause  of  his  life-long  misery, 
but  merely  the  peg  on  which  he  hung  Us 
raiment  of  sorrow.  Mr.  Dobell,  however,  is 
inclmed  to  believe  that  "no  other  affliction 
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and  when  not  suifering  from  depression, 
''the  most  brilliant  talker/'  says  Mr.  Foote, 
"I  ever  met."  He  was  an  inveterate 
smoker,  and  when  he  ceased  to  contribute 
to  Mr.  Bradlaugh's  paper,  his  main  source 
of  income  was  from  Cope'$  Tobacco  Plant,  a 
jnagazine  to  which  he  contributed  some 
good  essays,  and  a  humourous  poem  about 
smoking,  in  Chaucer's  vein.  .  .  .  So  Thom- 
son paced  the  dreary  ways  of  that  vast 
murky  chaos  crJled  London,  hardly  able 
to  keep  his  head  above  water  (indeed  often 
going  under),  a  man  of  exceptional  genius, 
quite  unknown,  and  powerless  to  win  hear- 
ers for  his  too  individual  strain,  with  an 
ever-growing  sense  of  utter  aloofness  from 
his  fellows,  faith  and  hope  gone,  health 
failing,  now  alone  in  the  mean  dingy  room, 
now  carouang  late  with  some  acquaint- 
ance, the  overwrought,  unsleeping  brain 
tortured  all  night,  hagridden  bv  hell-bom 
phantoms  and  cruel  dreams!  What  wonder 
is  it  that  he  sought  momentary  relief  in  that 
poison  which  only  intensifies  the  suffering 
it  promises  to  cure.  .  .  .  Poor  Thomson 
had  long  vainly  desired  publication,  and 
his  first  book  obtidned  audience  "fit  though 
few,"  but  this  success  came  too  late  to 
serve  him.  Fame,  long-expected,  arrived; 
but  only  to  look  into  the  face  of  a  dying 
man.— Noel,  Rodbn,  1892,  The  PoeU  and 
the  Poetry  of  the  Century ,  Kingsley  to  Thomr 
ion,  ed.  Miles,  pp.  634,  635,  637. 

THE  CITY  OF  DREADFUL  NIGHT 
1874-80 

James  Thomson,  though  his  works  were 
few  and  his  death  comparatively  early,  was 
still  one  of  the  remarkable  poets  of  this 
century.  Most  of  the  poets  of  our  time  have 
flirted  with  pessimism,  but  through  their 
beautifully  expressed  sorrow  we  cannot 
help  seeing  that  on  the  whole  they  are  less 
sad  than  they  seem,  or  that,  like  Mr.  Mat- 
thew Arnold,  they  laid  hold  of  a  stem  kind 
of  philosophic  consolation.  It  was  reserved 
for  Thomson  to  write  the  real  poem  of 
despair;  it  was  for  him  to  say  the  ulti- 
mate word  about  melancholia;  for,  of 
course,  it  is  the  result  of  that  disorder  which 
is  depicted  in  "The  Qty  of  Dreadful  Night." 
It  was  for  him  to  gauge  its  horrible  shapes, 
to  understand  its  revelations  of  darlmess 
as  Shelley  and  others  have  understood 
revelations  of  light.  As  soon  as  we  have 
read  the  opening  pages  of  "The  City  of 
Dreadful  Night,"  we  feel  transported  to  a 
land  of  infinite  tragedy.— Marston,  Phili? 


BouRKE,  1883,  The  Engluh  Poet$  ed.  Ward, 
New  Ed,  vol.  iv,  p.  621. 

"The  aty  of  Dreadful  Night"  may  be 
characterized  as  a  sombre,  darkly  wrought 
composition  toned  to  a  minor  key  from 
which  it  never  varies.  It  is  a  mystical 
allegory,  the  outgrowth  of  breedings  on 
hopelessness  and  spiritual  desolation.  The 
legend  of  Diirer's  Melancholia  is  marvel- 
ously  transcribed,  and  the  isometric  in- 
terlude, "As  I  came  through  the  Desert 
thus  it  was,"  is  only  surpassed  by  Brown- 
ing's "Childe  Roland."  The  cup  of  pes- 
simism, with  all  its  conjuring  bitterness,  is 
drunk  to  the  dregs  in  this  enshrouded,  and 
again  lurid,  but  always  remarkable  poem. 
—  Stbdman,  Edmund  Clarbncb,  1887, 
Victorian  Poete,  p.  456. 

The  "aty  of  Dreadful  Night"  pubUshed 
in  1874,  procured  him  for  a  time  consider- 
able reputation.  Those  untrained,  but  not 
impotent  imaginations  which,  like  the 
temper  of  Cassius  "much  enforced  yieldeth 
a  single  spark,"  are  remarkable  illustra- 
tions of  the  power  of  that  gift  amid  the 
humblest  surroundings  to  strike  forth 
tragic  though  broken  notes  into  the  poetry 
of  the  wealthiest  age.— Oliphant,  Mar- 
garet 0.  W.,  1892,  rk?  Victorian  Age  of 
English  Literature,  p.  241. 

"The  aty  of  Dreadful  Night"  is  the  de- 
spair  of  a  maker  of  selections.  It  is  the 
work  by  which  its  author's  reputation  must 
stand  or  fall,  and  from  it  alone  can  he  be  rep- 
resented; yet  to  convey  by  means  of  quo- 
tation any  adequate  idea  of  its  sombre  and 
terrifying  imaginative  grandeur  would  be 
impossible.  The  poem  owes  its  effect  to  the 
admirable  art  by  which  a  powerful  and 
peculiar  impression,  produced  at  the  com- 
mencement, is  unfiaggingly  sustuned  and 
continually  heightened  until  the  close. 
Examined  in  detail,  the  workmanship  is  by 
no  means  of  an  absolute  perfection— the 
verse  inclines  to  halt,  minor  flaws  disfigure 
the  surface.  But  if  the  poem  be  viewed 
broadly,  as  a  whole,  these  flaws  will  be  lost 
sight  of;  and,  as  I  have  already  indicated, 
it  is  only  as  a  whole  that  the  Epic  of  Pes- 
simism can  be  fairly  judged.— Douglas, 
Sir  George,  1893,  ed.  Contemporary  Scot- 
iish  Verse,  Introductory  Note,  p.  xvii. 

GENERAL 

Shelley,  Heine,  Leopardi,  Schopenhauer, 
— such  were  the  writers  whom  Thomsoh 
valued  most,  and  whose  influence  i^  visible 
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in  his  poetry.  Yet  the  production  already 
mentioned,  and  many  others,  have  traits 
which  are  not  found  elsewhere  in  prose  or 
verse.  —  Stedman,  Edmund  Clarence, 
1875-87,  Victorian  Poets,  p.  455. 

During  the  last  few  weeks  I  have  been 
studying  the  poetry  and  prose  of  James 
Thomson,  a  very  remarkable  writer,  who 
lived  at  the  bottom  of  the  deep  sea  of  ob- 
livion, "sUent  and  shrouded  with  the  sense 
of  fate. "  But  there  is  no  English  poet  now 
living,  except  Tennyson,  Browning,  Swin- 
burne, and  Morris,  who  comes  near  him; 
and  he  has  qualities  which  raise  him  to  a 
level  at  least  with  these,  though  he  is  not 
so  all-round  as  any  one  of  them.  I  will 
bring  you  acquainted  with  him  when  you 
come  here.  He  is  a  pessimist  of  the  deepest 
dye,  even  more  poignantly  pessimistic  than 
Leopardi,  not  so  sublime  and  calm.— Sym- 
ONDS,  John  Addington,  1884,  LeUer,  Feb. 
11;  John  Addington  Symonds,  ed.  Brown, 
vol  u,  p.  229. 

As  time  goes  on  "The  Qty  of  Dreadful 
Night"  will  more  and  more  be  considered  a 
truly  remarkable  poem.  It  has  the  distinc- 
tion of  being  the  most  hopelessly  sad  poem 
in  literature.  Much  of  Thomson's  other 
work  is  characterized  by  equally  high  quali- 
ties—one or  two  of  the  shorter  poems  by 
even  greater  technical  skill  if  not  exceed- 
ing it  in  power  of  sombre  imagination.  He 
stands  quite  by  himself— following  no 
leader,  belonging  to  no  school :  to  De  Quincey 
however,  he  has  strong  affinities.— Sharp, 
William,  1886,  Sonneit  of  this  Century, 
j>.  325,  note. 

Leopardi  and  Thomson  (who  has  been 
called  the  second  Leopardi)  were  poets  of 
the  broken  heart,  as  in  a  less  degree  also 
were  B3nron  and  Heine.  But  we  ought  also 
to  note  the  immense  love  of  which  our 
English  pessimist  was  capable,  and  the  full 
capacity  for  joy.  His  early  poetry  is  all 
idealistic,  mystical,  exhaling  impassioned 
affection,  and  breathing  the  ''difficult  iced 
air"  of  Faith's  mountain  top.  .  .  .  One 
main  character  of  Thomson  was  his  love  for 
allegory  and  symbol;  this  we  find  early  and 
late  in  Um.  His  pessimistic  vein  indeed 
is  not  to  be  regarded  as  that  most  proper 
and  essential  to  the  man  merely  because  it 
came  latest,  when  his  spirit  was  over- 
clouded by  the  dark  environments  of  his 
career,  co-operating  with  and  evoking  those 
demons  of  gloom  and  intemperate  disease 
which  lurked  within,  only  waiting  their 


sinister  opportunity.  His  healthy  period 
was  surely  that  middle  time  when  he  worked 
strong  and  hopeful,full  of  human  sympathy, 
and  of  trust  in  the  great,  sound,  universal 
Heart  of  all,  in  that  overruling  Providence 
which  is  ever  preparing  man's  undying 
spirit  for  larger  spheres  of  life  and  labour. 
.  .  .  The  purport  and  substance  of  Thom- 
son should  be  gauged  by  his  earlier,  quite  as 
much  as  by  his  later  work,  and  the  man- 
ner in  that  is  often  good  also.  We  get  an 
exuberant  exultation  in  life,  a  gli^,  im- 
mense embrace  of  all  Nature  (including  even 
Death,  the  renovator),  as  characterising  the 
true  and ''  Happy  poet. "  Here  we  have  the 
"Lord  of  the  Castle  of  Indolence,"  as 
lovely,  I  think,  as  anything  Thomson 
wrote  in  his  maturity,  yet  composed  at  the 
early  age  of  twenty-five,  where  the  Spen- 
serian measure  is  used  with  the  skill  of  his 
namesake  in  the  masterpiece  beating  the 
same  title.— Noel,  Roden,  1892,  The  PoeU 
and  the  Poetry  of  (he  CerUury,  KingzUy  to 
Thomson,  ed.  Miles,  pp.  629,  630,  631. 

In  the  love  of  cloud-scenery,  and  the 
faithful  painting  of  it;  in  all  those  large  ef- 
fects of  weirdness  and  solemnity  which 
make  sunrises  and  sunsets  so  full  of  awe 
and  m3rstery;  in  the  poetry  of  wonder  and 
desolation,  Thomson  is  a  master,  and  he  has 
studied  Shelley  to  good  purpose.  ...  He 
is  a  man  who  has  broken  down  in  the  quest, 
who  has  sought  the  Holy  Grail  in  vain,  who 
at  last,  hopeless  of  seeing  any  divine  light 
''starlight  mingle  with  the  stars,"  has  laid 
himself  down  in  the  unending  forest,  and  is 
choked  with  the  thick  drift  of  darkness 
which  every  way  falls  upon  him  like  the 
black  snow  of  death.  He  has  no  questions 
to  put  to  the  oracle  of  doom;  he  has  re- 
ceived his  answer,  and  here  records  his  be- 
lief that  life  is 

''Darkness  at  the  core. 
And  dust  and  ashes  aU  that  is. " 

—Dawson,  W.  J.,  1892,  Quest  and  Vision, 
pp.  268,  274. 

His  claims,  however,  must  rest  on  a  com- 
paratively small  body  of  work,  which  will 
no  doubt  one  day  be  selected  and  issued 
alone.  "The  Qty  of  Dreadful  Night"  it- 
self, incomparably  the  best  of  the  longer 
poems,  is  a  pessimist  and  nihilist  effusion 
of  the  deepest  gloom  amounting  to  de- 
spair, but  couched  in  stately  verse  of  an 
absolute  sincerity  and  containing  some 
splendid  passages.  With  this  is  connected 
one    of   the   latest  pieces,  the   terrible 
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''Insomnia."  Of  lighter  strain,  written  when 
the  poet  could  still  be  happy,  are  "Sun- 
day at  Hampstead"  and  "Sunday  up  the 
River,"  "The  Naked  Goddess,"  and  one  or 
two  others;  while  other  things,  such  as  "The 
fire  that  filled  my  heart  of  old,"  must  also 
be  cited.  Even  against  these  the  charge  of  a 
monotonous,  narrow,  and  irrational  misery 
has  been  brought.  But  what  saves  Thom- 
son is  the  perfection  with  which  he  ex- 
presses the  negative  and  hopeless  side  of  the 
sense  of  mystery,  of  the  Unseen;  just  as 
Miss  Rossetti  expresses  the  positive  and 
hopeful  one.  No  two  contemporary  poete 
perhaps  ever  completed  each  other  in  a 
more  curious  way  than  this  Bohemian 
atheist  and  this  devout  lady.— Saintsburt, 
George,  1896,  A  History  of  Nineteenth 
Century  lAUraJtare,  p.  298. 

The  stoikinj  contrast  in  "B.  V.'s."  char- 
actor— a  courageous  genial  spirit,  coupled 


with  an  intolerable  melancholia;  spiritual 
aspiration  with  realistic  graap  of  fact; 
ardent  zeal  for  democracy  and  free  thought 
with  stubborn  disbelief  in  human  progress 
— is  clearly  marked  in  his  writings,  which 
are  lit  up  here  and  there  with  flashes  of 
brilliant  joyousness,  but,  blackly  pessimis- 
tic in  the  main.  His  masterpiece  is  the 
"aty  of  Dreadful  Night,". . .  next  to  this  are 
"Vane's  Story,"  an  autobiographic  fanta- 
sia, and  the  oriental  narrative  "Weddah 
and  Om-el-Bonain."  Many  of  the  lyrics, 
grave  or  gay,  are  poignantly  beautiful,  and 
the  prose  essays,  satires,  criticisms,  and 
translations  have  great  qualities  that  de- 
serve to  be  better  known.  Shelley,  Dante, 
Heine,  and  Leopardi  were  his  chief  liter- 
ary models;  his  mature  style,  in  ite  stern 
conciseness  is  less  Shelleyan  than  Dan- 
tesque.  —  Salt,  H.  S.,  1898,  Dictionary  of 
National  Biography,  vol.  LVI,  p.  256. 


John  Brown 

1810-1882 
Bom,  at  Biggar,  Lanarkshire,  22  Sept.  1810.  At  private  school  in  Edinburgh,  1822-24; 
at  High  School  1824-26.  To  Edinburgh  Univ.,  Nov.  1826.  Began  to  study  medicine. 
May  1827.  Apprenticed  to  James  Syme,  surgeon,  1828-33.  M.  D.  Edinburgh,  1833. 
Startod  practice  in  Edinburgh,  Where  he  lived  till  his  death.  Married  Catharine  Scott 
M'Kay,  4  June  1840;  she  died  6  Jan.  1864.  F.  R.  C.  P.,  1847.  Fellow  of  Roy.  Soc.  of 
Edinburgh,  1859.  Assessor  to  Rector  of  Edinburgh  Univ.,  1861-62.  Hon.  LL.  D.,  Ed- 
inburgh, 22  April  1874.  Crown  Pension,  1874.  Died,  in  Edinburgh,  11  May  1882.  Buried 
in  New  Calton  cemetery.  Works:  "Hone  SubsecivaB,"  ser.  i.,  1858;  ser.  ii.,  1861; ser.  iii., 
1882;  "Rab  and  His  Friends,"  (extracted  from  preceding),  1859;  "On  the  deaths  of  Rev. 
J.  M'Gilchrist,  J.  Brown,  J.  Henderson,"  1860;  "With  Brains,  Sir!"  (anon.),  1860; 
"Health,"  1862;  "Marjorie  Fleming"  (from  "North  Brit.  Rev."),  1863;  "Jeems,  the  Door- 
keeper," 1864;  "Minchmoor,"  1864;  "Thackeray,"  1877;  "John  Leech,"  1877;"  Some- 
thing about  a  Well, "  1882.  Life:  by  E.  T.  Maclaren,  1890;  by  A.  Peddie  (with  selected 
letters),  1893.— Sharp,  R.  Farquharson,  1897,  A  Dictionary  of  English  Authors,  p.  33. 
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A  more  beautiful  soul  never  looked  out 
from  a  more  beautiful  face,  and  saw  God, 
and  lived  in  the  light  of  his  countenance. 
Of  course,  his  piety  was  the  reverse  of  sour 
— was  as  sweet,  and  gentle,  and  loving  as  a 
pure  spirit  could  be.  It  was  not  exactly  the 
old  Scottish  piety,  but  it  was  still  less  the 
English  kind;  and,  indeed,  I  know  not  that 
it  belonged  to  any  age,  or  to  any  Cburch, 
but  just  to  John  Brown;  and  to  him  it  was 
perfectly  natural  and  real.  Always  serious, 
he  was  often  even  sad;  and  yet  what  an 
amount  of  playful,  tricksy,  wayward  non- 
sense he  would  perpetrate,  and  even  carry 
on  for  whole  weete  on  end!  Some  odd 
fancy  would  strike  him,  and  being  with 
those  he  could  trust,  it  was  uttered  with 


the  utmost  gravity,  and  the  fun  was  kept 
up  as  long  as  they  could  toss  the  light  shut- 
tlecock back.  .  .  .  Strait-laced  folk  never 
could  comprehend  him;  thought  him 
strangely  loose,  irreverent,  unprofitable, 
though  nothing  would  have  profited  them 
so  much  as  to  get  really  for  once  close  to 
his  mind.  It  would  have  done  them  no  end 
of  good  to  learn  how  much  true  divine 
reverence  could  be  under  forms  of  speech 
quite  alien  to  theirs,  and  how  much  yearn- 
ing Christian  love  could  express  itself  in 
ways  widely  foreign  to  their  lips.  I  wish  I 
could  remember  half  the  quaint  touching 
stories  I  have  heard  from  him  in  illustra- 
tion of  this.  He  was  an  exquisite  story- 
teller, quite  simple,  with  a  look  in  his  face 
half-pawky,    half-pathetic,    which    never 
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failed  to  catch  and  keep  the  interest  of  the 
hearer.— Smith,  Walter  C,  1882,  Dr.  John 
Brown,  Good  Words,  vol  23,  pp.  449, 450. 

Living  always  in  Scotland,  Dr.  Brown 
was  seen  but  rarely  by  his  friends  who 
resided  in  England.  Thus,  though  Dr. 
Brown's  sweetness  of  disposition  and  charm 
of  manner,  his  humour,  and  his  unfailing 
sympathy  and  encouragement,  made  one 
feel  toward  him  as  to  a  familiar  friend,  yet, 
of  his  actual  life  I  saw  but  little,  and  have 
few  reminiscences  to  contribute.  One  can 
only  speak  of  that  singular  geniality  of  his, 
that  temper  of  goodness  and  natural  toler- 
ance and  affection,  which,  as  Scotchmen 
best  know,  is  so  rare  among  the  Scotch. 
.  .  .  I  have  never  known  any  man  to  whom 
other  men  seemed  so  dear, — men  dead,  and 
men  living.  He  gave  his  genius  to  knowing 
them,  and  to  making  them  better  known, 
and  his  unselfishness  thus  became  not  only 
a  great  personal  virtue,  but  a  great  literary 
charm.  When  you  met  him,  he  had  some 
"good  story"  or  some  story  of  goodness  to 
tell,— for  both  came  alike  to  him,  and  his  hu- 
mour was  as  unfailing  as  his  kindness.  There 
was  in  his  face  a  singular  charm,  blended, 
as  it  were,  of  the  expressions  of  mirth  and 
of  patience.— Lang,  Andrew,  1883,  Rab'$ 
Friend f  Century  Magazine,  vol.  25,  p.  241. 

A  darkish-haired  man,  of  shorter  stature 
than  his  father,  with  fine  soft  eyes,  spirited 
movement,  and  very  benignant  manner, 
the  husband  of  a  singularly  beautiful 
young  wife,  and  greatly  liked  and  sought 
after  in  the  Edinburgh  sodal  circles  in 
which  he  and  she  appeared.  This  was 
partly  from  the  charm  of  his  vivid  tempera- 
ment and  conversation,  and  partly  be- 
cause of  a  reputation  for  literary  ability 
that  had  been  recently  gathering  round 
him  on  account  of  occasional  semi-anony- 
mous articles  of  his  in  newspapers  and 
periodicals,  chiefly  art-criticisms.  .  .  . 
To  the  end  he  loved  his  profession;  to  the 
end  he  practiced  it;  to  the  end  there  were 
not  a  few  families,  in  and  about  Edin- 
burgh, who  would  have  no  other  medical  at- 
tendant, if  they  could  help  it,  than  their 
dear  and  trusted  Dr.  John.— Masson, 
David,  1883,  Dr.  John  Broum  of  Edin- 
burgh, Macmillan's  Magazine,  vol.  47,  pp. 
282,  283. 

In  his  medical  capacity  he  was  remark- 
able for  his  close  and  accurate  observation 
of  symptoms,  skill  and  sagacity  in  the  treat- 
ment of  his  cases,  and  conscientious  at- 


tention to  his  patients.  It  may  even  be 
said  that  whatever  position  he  may  be 
thought  to  have  taken  in  literature,  he  was 
first  of  all  a  physician  thoroughly  devoted 
to  his  profession,  and,  though  not  writing 
on  strictly  professional  subjects,  yet  orig- 
inally diverging  into  authorship  on  what 
may  be  called  medical  grounds.  Naturally 
unambitious,  it  is  doubtful  if,  with  all  his 
wide  culture  and  enthusiastic  love  of  liter- 
ature, he  would  ever,  but  for  his  love  of  his 
profes^on,  have  been  induced  to  appear  be- 
fore the  world  as  an  author  at  all.  It  is 
observable  that  the  whole  of  the  first 
volume  of  "Hone  Subsedvs "-perhaps, 
though  not  the  most  popular,  yet  the  most 
substantially  valuable  of  the  whole  series — 
is  almost  exclusively  devoted  to  subjects  in- 
timately bearing  on  the  practice  of  medi- 
cine.—Brown,  J.  Taylor,  1886,  Dietion- 
ary  of  National  ISiography,  vol.  vn,  p.  20. 

I  knew  him  first  in  Edinburgh,  among 
those  who  loved  Um  most  dearly,  because 
they  knew  him  best.  To  know  Mm  at  all 
was  to  love  him  much.  He  was  one  of  those 
men  whom,  from  the  moment  in  which  you 
hold  their  hand  and  look  into  their  face, 
you  believe,  and  find  to  be,  sincere.  Made 
to  be  a  doctor,  not  only  for  his  skill  as  a 
physician,  his  sympathies  with  suffeiin^, 
his  kindness  to  the  poor,  but  because  his 
very  presence  refreshed  and  cheered,  there 
was  warmth  in  his  smile,  and  music  in  his 
voice,  to  revive  the  hopes  of  the  sod. — 
Hole,  S.  Reynolds,  1893,  Memories,  p.  85. 

Even  as  I  sit,  with  the  photograph  be- 
fore me,  with  his  full-length  figure  holding 
his  dog,  and  the  memor}'  of  his  presence 
clearly  before  that  "inner  eye,"  the  pen 
still  delays  and  hesitates  in  the  attempt  to 
describe  him  as  he  was.  The  fine  skull,  the 
tender  in-seeing  eyes,  the  firm  mouth  yet 
ready  to  break  into  fun  with  one  of  the 
earliest  or  latest  Scottish  anecdotes,  all  this 
we  see  and  hear,  and  yet  fail  to  portray  him 
to  those  who  knew  him  not.— Fields,  Mrs. 
James  T.,  1894,  A  Shelf  of  Old  Boohs,  p.  78. 

He  had  a  very  true  social  nature,  and  it 
was  curious  to  observe  how  readily  he 
entered  into  pleasant  and  friendly  rela- 
tions with  anyone.  If  a  stranger  met  him 
for  the  first  time  he  seemed  to  have  a  kind 
of  perfect  tact  in  placing  himself  at  once  in 
the  exactly  appropriate  footing  with  him. 
His  way  was,  on  being  introduced,  to  move 
his  spectacles  up  to  his  forehead,  and  some 
frank,  cordial,    original,    or   unexpected 
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smiling  remark,  some  odd  touch  of  humor, 
some  pleasant  reference,  perhaps  to  some- 
thing the  other  had  done  or  nuEide  himself 
famous  by,  broke  down  at  once  the  barrier 
of  non-acquaintance.  Peace  be  to  the 
memory  of  a  true  and  noble  soul!  Brave, 
frank,  open-hearted,  steadfast,  generous, 
unselfish-~a  soul  which  had,  perchance,  in 
its  {^bounding  energy,  over-weighted  itself 
with  too  much  and  too  numy  things,  and 
failed  because  at  last  it  came  up  against 
the  impossible.—BROWN,  John  Taylor, 
1901-03,  Dr.  John  Broum,  a  Biof/raphy  and 
a  Criiieism,  ed.  Dunlop,  pp,  41, 73. 

GENERAL 
The  Ume  of  the  book,  its  true  unsectarian 
liberality,  its  scholarly  taste  and  feeling, 
and  the  unobtrusive  and  unaffected  piety 
which  breathes  over  its  pages,  are  exactly 
what  we  would  expect  from  such  a  culture. 
.  .  .  The ''Hone  SubsecivaB"  indeed  not  in- 
frequently recalls  the  "Religio  Medid;" 
there  is  the  same  quaintness,  clear  insight, 
genial  heartiness,  and  recondite  research. 
.  .  .  The  story  of  "Rab  and  his  Friends"  is 
a  veritable  gem.  It  is  true,  simple,  pathetic, 
and  touched  with  an  antique  grace  which, 
in  such  vicinity,  charms  and  surprises.  If 
/  any  pre-Raphaelite  aspirant  would  learn 
r  how  Doric  homeliness  may  be  united  with 
the  utmost  perfection  and  symmetiy  of 
form,  let  him  read  this  beautiful  episode. — 
SKEiyroN,  John,  1859,  Profesnmal  Sec- 
iariani$m,  Frcaer'B  Magaaine,  vol.  59,  pp. 
448,450. 

Will  you  tell  Dr.  John  Brown  that  when  I 
read  an  account  of  "Rab  and  his  Friends" 
in  a  newspaper,  I  wished  I  had  the  story  to 
read  at  full  length;  and  I  thought  to  my- 
self the  writer  of  "  Rab"  would  perhaps  like 
"Adam  Bede."  When  you  have  told  him 
this,  he  will  imderstand  the  peculiar  pleas- 
ure I  had  on  opening  the  little  parcel  with 
"Rab"  inside,  and  a  Idnd  word  from  Rab's 
friend.  I  have  read  the  story  twice— once 
aloud,  and  once  to  myself,  very  slowly,  that 
I  might  dwell  on  the  pictures  of  Rab  and 
AUie,  and  carry  them  about  with  me  more 
distinctly.  I  will  not  say  any  commonplace 
words  of  admiration  about  what  has  touched 
me  so  deeply;  there  is  no  adjective  of  that 
sort  left  undefiled  by  the  newspapers.  The 
writer  of  "Rab"  hnowt  that  I  must  love 
the  grim  old  mastiff  with  the  short  tail  and 
the  long  dewlaps— that  I  must  have  felt 
present  at  the  scenes  of  Ailie's  last  trial. — 
E^OT,  George,  1859,  To  John  Blackvoood, 


Feb.  13;  George  Eliofi  Life  a$  rdakd  in  her 
Letteri  and  JoumaU,  ed.  Crou,  vol.  li,  p.  60. 

I  am  much  obliged  to  you  for  introduc- 
ing me  to  Dr.  Brown's  book,  which  I  like 
very  much.  There  is  a  wul  in  it  somehow 
that  one  does  not  find  in  many  books,  and 
he  seems  to  me  a  remarkably  good  critic, 
where  his  Scoticism  doesn't  come  in  his 
way.— Lowell,  Jakes  Russell,  1862,  To 
Jamee  T.  FieldSj  Aug.  2;  LetUn,  ed,  Norton, 
vol.  I,  p.  322. 

One  very  obvious  characteristic  of  these 
papers  ["«fohn  Leech  and  Other  Papers"] 
b  their  appearance  of  ease  and  spontaneity. 
They  impress  us  as  the  work  of  one  full  of 
his  subject,  delighted  with  it,  and  express- 
ing quite  naturally  and  of  necessity  lus  de- 
light to  his  readers.  We  can  believe  that 
the^  were  composed  with  something  of  the 
rapidity  with  which  "  Rab  and  his  iftends' ' 
was  written— between  twelve  and  four  of  a 
summer  morning,  as  the  author  tells  us  in 
one  of  his  pleasantly  garrulous  prefaces,  in 
which,  in  true  essayist's  fashion,  he  button- 
holes his  reader  and  talks  with  him  as  fa- 
miliarly as  with  a  friend.— Gray,  J.  M., 
1882,  John  Leech  and  Other  Paper$,  The 
Academy f  vol.  21,  p.  169. 

He  was  essentially  an  essayist  of  the  type 
of  Addison  and  Charles  litmb,  blencting 
humour  and  pathos  and  quiet  thoughtful- 
ness,  not  inferior  to  theirs,  with  a  power  of 
picturesque  description  which  neither  of 
them  had.  For  though  dty-bred  like  Lamb, 
his  delight  was  not  "in  the  habitable  part 
of  the  earth, "  but  in  its  lonely  glens  and  by 
its  quiet  lakes,  on  lifinchmoor,  or  in  the 
Enterldn,  or  where  Queen  MBrfs  "baby 
garden"  shows  its  box-wood  border  grown 
into  trees  among  the  grand  Spanish  chest- 
nuts in  the  Lake  of  Menteith.  How  it  was 
that  he  came  to  find  his  right  vein,  I  can- 
not tell;  but  its  first  "lode"  produced  the 
touching  story  of  Rab  and  ^e  and  Bob 
Ainslie,  which  at  once  gave  him  a  foremost 
rank  among  our  English  humorists. — 
Smith,  Walter  C,  1882,  Dr.  John  Brown, 
Good  Words,  vol.  23,  p.  448. 

By  constitution,  no  less  than  by  circum- 
stances, Dr.  John  Brown  was  unfitted  for 
large  and  continuous  works,  and  was  at 
home  only  in  short  occasional  papers.  One 
compensation  is  the  spontaneity  of  his 
writings,  the  sense  of  immediate  throb  and 
impulM  in  each.  Every  paper  he  wrote 
was,  as  it  were,  a  moment  of  himself,  and 
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we  can  read  his  own  character  in  the  col- 
lected series.  .  .  .  These  Art-criticisms  of 
Dr.  John  Brown,  however,  are  hardly 
criticisms  in  the  ordinary  sense.  No  canons 
of  art  are  expounded  or  applied  in  them. 
All  that  the  critic  does,  is  to  stand,  as  it 
were,  before  the  particular  picture  he  is 
criticising,— a  Wilkie,  a  Raebum,  a  Turner, 
a  Landseer,  a  Delaroche,  a  Holman  Hunt, 
or,  as  it  might  happen,  some  new  perform- 
ance by  one  of  his  Edinburgh  artist-friends, 
Duncan,  Sir  George  Harvey,  or  Sir  Noel 
Paton, — exclaiming,  "How  good  this  is, 
how  true,  how  powerful,  how  pathetic!" 
.  .  .  His  most  elaborate  paper  of  Art-criti- 
cism is  that  entitled  "John  Leech.''  It  is 
thoroughout  a  glowing  eulogium  on  the 
celebrated  caricaturist,  with  notices  of 
some  of  his  best  cartoons,  but  passing  into 
an  affectionate  memoir  of  the  man,  on  his 
own  account  and  as  the  friend  of  Thack- 
eray, and  indeed  incorporating  reminis- 
cences of  Leech  and  Thackeray  that  had 
been  supplied  him  by  a  friend  of  both  as 
material  for  a  projected  Memoir  of  Leech 
on  a  larger  scale.  If  not  in  this  particular 
paper,  at  least  here  and  there  in  some  of  the 
others,  the  query  may  suggest  itself  whether 
the  laudation  is  not  excessive.  One  asks 
sometimes  whether  the  good  Dr.  John  was 
not  carried  away  by  the  amiable  fault  of 
supposing  that  what  happens  to  be  present 
before  one  of  a  decidedly  likeable  kind  at 
any  moment,  especially  if  it  be  recom- 
mended by  private  friendship,  must  be  the 
very  nonsuch  of  its  kind  in  the  whole  world. 
— Masson,  David,  1883,  Dr.  John  Brown, 
Edinburgh,  Macmtllan's  Magadne,  vol.  47, 
pp.  283,  288. 

Three  volumes  of  essays  are  all  that  Dr. 
Brown  has  left  in  the  way  of  compositions: 
a  light,  but  imperishable  literary  baggage. 
His  studies  are  usually  derived  from  per- 
sonal experience,  which  he  reproduced  with 
singular  geniality  and  simplicity,  or  they 
are  drawn  from  the  tradition  of  the  elders, 
the  reminiscences  of  long-lived  Scotch  peo- 
w  pie,  who,  themselves,  had  listened  atten- 
tively to  those  who  went  before  them.  .  .  . 
Among  Dr.  Brown's  papers  on  children, 
that  called  "  Pet  Marjorie  "  holds  the  highest 
place.  Perhaps  certain  passages  are  "  wrote 
too  sentimentally,"  as  Marjorie  Fleming 
herself  remarked  about  the  practice  of 
many  authors.  But  it  was  difficult  to  be 
perfectly  composed  when  speaking  of  this 
fairy-like  little  girl,  whose  affection  was  as 


warm  as  her  humour  and  genius  were  pre- 
cocious. "Infant  phenomena"  are  selaom 
agreeable,  but  Marjorie  was  so  humorous, 
so  quick-tempered,  so  kind,  that  we  cease  to 
regard  her  as  an  intellectual  "phenomenon." 
Her  memory  remains  sweet  and  blossoming 
in  its  dust,  hke  that  of  little  Penelope 
Boothby,  the  child  in  the  mob  cap  whom 
Sir  Joshua  painted,  and  who  died  very 
soon  after  she  was  thus  made  immortal. — 
Lang,  Andrew,  1883,  Rob's  Friend,  Cen- 
tury Magazine,  vol  25,  pp.  245,  246. 

Dr.  John  Brown  (bom  in  1810)  is  one  of 
the  writers  whose  fame  greatly  exceeds  the 
amount  of  their  productions.  It  is  built 
upon  a  few  sketches— scarcely  a  sub- 
stantial volume  among  them.  Indeed  it 
may  be  said  to  rest  almost  exclufflvely  upon 
the  little  brochure  entitled  "Rab  and  his 
Friends,"  by  which  he  is  known  almost 
wherever  English  is  spoken.  The  tender- 
ness and  insight  of  that  little  book,— thou^ 
its  hero  is  a  dog  and  the  attendant  figures 
those  of  a  homely  and  aged  pair  without 
any  beauty  but  of  the  heart,  or  romance 
save  that  subdued  and  profound  and  ever- 
lasting romance  which  attends  the  foot- 
steps of  devoted  love  even  in  the  humblest 
tracks— has  gained,  with  scarcely  a  dis- 
sentient voice,  the  interest  and  affection  of 
every  reader.  The  author  had  a  great  per- 
sonal popularity  wherever  he  went,  of  the 
same  character  as  that  gained  by  his  book, 
the  appreciation  of  all  who  knew  him  of  a 
sin^larly  kind  and  amiable  nature.  Of 
such  a  reputation  the  critic  has  nothing  to 
say,  books  and  man  being  equally  raised 
above  the  usual  measurements  and  balances 
of  literary  criticism.  —  Ouphant,  Mar- 
garet, 0.  W.,  1892,  The  Victorian  Age  of 
English  Ldkraturc,  p.  582. 

The  keenest  interest  in  his  own  profes- 
sion was  found  in  close  alliance  with  the 
widest  literary  outlook;  the  liveliest  hum- 
our, and  appreciation  of  it  in  others ;  a  poet's 
and  a  painter's  eye  for  the  loveliness  of 
scenery,  and  a  deeply  religious  and  sym- 
pathetic nature.  .  .  .  Ifis  style,  imitated 
from  no  one  model,  is  the  easy,  unstudied 
style  of  a  good  letter-writer  and  talker,  yet 
rising  often  into  a  singular  beauty  and  elo- 
quence when  some  deep  moral  emotion 
possesses  him.  Again  and  again  we  feel  that 
with  him,  as  with  Samuel  Johnson,  hi^wi^ 
dom  was  "the  Wisdom  of  the  Just. "  John 
Brown  is  already  a  classic,  because  he  has 
made  himself  loved  much.     He  is  yet  one 
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more  witness  that  it  matters  little  for  an 
essayist  what  are  his  themes,  if  only  the  per- 
sonality of  the  writer  is  delightful,  and  is 
difFused  and  discernible  through  all  his 
work.— AiNGER,  Alfred,  1896,  English 
Prose,  ed.  Craik,  wl.  v,  pp.  540, 641. 

Brown  wrote  a  style  of  very  high  merit. 
In  the  miscellaneous  collection  of  his  writ- 
ings, which  he  entitled  ''Hone  SubsecivaB.'' 
there  is  much  to  remind  the  reader  of  Lamb. 
Yet  he  was  guiltless  of  imitation  and  the 
resemblance  which  exists  because  he  had 
the  same  fine  humour  and  the  same  sensi- 
tiveness of  perception  as  the  earlier  writer. 
No  one  has  written  better  than  Brown  about 
dogs;  and  his  comprehension  of  them  and 
his  power  of  depicting  them  are  seen  even 
better  in  "Our  Dogs"  than  in  the  famous  es- 
says on  Rab,where  the  human  figures  divide 
the  interest  with  the  great  mastiff.  Brown's 
critical  papers  are  few,  but  they  show  that 
he  knew  how  to  get  at  the  heart  of  his  sub- 
ject.—Walker,  Hugh,  1897,  The  Age  of 
Tennyson,  p.  210. 

Never  was  an  author  more  deeply  or  more 
justly  loved.  His  many  friends  recall  with 
a  peculiar  softening  his  exquisite  qualities 
of  mind  and  heart— his  delicate  infancy  and 
frolicsome  humour,  his  earnest  pleading  for 
downrightness  and  intensity  of  character 
and  life,  the  sweetness  of  his  charity,  his 
unselfish  thoughtfulness  for  others,  and  his 
childlike  freshness,  simplicity  and  honest 
impulsiveness.  All  loved  him  for  his  sunny 
nature;  those  who  knew  him  best  were  still 


more  endeared  to  him  by  the  mysterious 
cross  which  this  sweet  and  gentle  spirit,  in 
long  intervals  of  gloom,  was  called  upon  to 
bear.— Graham,  Richard  D.,  1897,  The 
Masters  of  Vieiorian  lAteraiurej  p.  448. 

It  is  difficult  to  characterise  the  ''Hors 
Subsecivs"  as  a  whole.  They  range  over 
a  great  variety  of  topics,  and  vary  not  a 
little  in  tone  and  manner  of  treatment. 
But  apart  from  this,  there  are  some  inci- 
dental points  in  them  which  cannot  fail  to 
strike  the  reader,  and  make  him  feel  the 
charm  at  once  of  a  remarkable  intellect 
and  of  a  very  attractive  personality  in  the 
writer.  We  discover  at  once  that  he  is 
full  of  keen  but  quiet  and  measured  enthu- 
siasm, dwelling  with  delight  on  all  that  is 
beautiful  and  true,  and  ^t  and  greatest, 
either  in  human  character  or  in  inanimate 
nature.  You  recognize  in  him  also  a  man 
of  unfailing  sense  and  intelligence,  with  a 
peculiar  power  of  insight—a  widely-read 
man,  an  accurate  thinker,  and  possessing 
what  I  would  call  an  original  gift  of  style. 
It  is  curious  how  he  throws  his  whole  nature 
into  his  literary  work— not  merely  his 
intellect,  as  most  men  do,  but  his  tastes, 
his  loves,  his  whims,  his  hobbies,  and  the 
pervading  flavour  of  his  humour.  Perhaps 
I  might  say  that  the  strong  personal 
element  in  the  book,  if  not  to  1^  regarded 
as  its  main  characteristic,  is  that  which 
first  attracts  the  attention.— Brown,  John 
Taylor,  1901-03,  Dr.  John  Brown,  a  Biog- 
raphy and  a  Criticism,  ed,  Durdop,  p.  103. 


William  George  Ward 

1812-1882 
Theologian,  was  the  son  of  Mr.  Ward,  formerly  director  of  the  Bank  of  England  and 
member  for  the  City.  The  son  was  educated  at  Winchester  College,  and  at  Christ  Church, 
Oxford,  and  took  his  degree  in  1834.  He  obtained  a  fellowship  at  Balliol,  where  he  re- 
mained for  some  years  as  mathematical  tutor.  Mr.  Ward  plunged  with  zeal  into  the 
Tractarian  Movement  inaugurated  by  Newman  and  Pusey,  and  in  1844  published  a  re- 
markable work,  ''The  Ideal  of  a  Christian  Church  Considered  in  Comparison  with  its  Ex- 
isting Practice. "  It  commented  on  the  Reformation  in  a  hostile  spirit,  and  was  condemned 
by  convocation  by  776  votes  against  386.  Mr.  Ward  was  further  degraded  from  his  M.  A. 
degree.  Shortly  afterwards  he  seceded  to  the  Church  of  Rome.  Ward  was  for  many 
years  editor  of  the  Dnblin  Review,  and  lectured  on  theology  at  St.  Edmund's  College, 
Herts.  A  collection  of  his  able  "Essays  on  the  Philosophy  of  Theism,"  written  in  oppo- 
sition to  J.  S.  Mill,  was  published  in  1884.— Sanders,  Llotd  C,  ed,  1887,  Cekbrities  of  the 
Century,  p.  1028. 

PERSONAL 

He  had  many  stories  of  our  dear  old 
friend,  which  would  have  amused  you, 
showing  that  he  was  on  his  death-bed  what 
he  had  been  throughout  life,  the  same  gro- 

81  F 


tesque  mixture  of  deep  devotional  feeling, 
with  a  kvUy  of  expretsion  which  scandalized 
those  who  did  not  understand  him,  as  if, 
having  been  forced  into  seriousness  for  a 
minute  or  two,  the  pent-up  animal  spirits 
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must  have  their  fling,  and  kick  up  their 
heels  a  little!  Manning,  he  told  us,  used 
to  pull  awfully  long  faces  at  the  French 
novels  he  found  on  the  shelves  of  the  Fat 
Friend's  study;  and  then  the  Fat  Friend 
began  to  reason  with  him  that  novels  and 
the  opera  were  his  way  of  getting  his  amuse- 
ment, just  as  "  you  get  yours  by  going  down 
to  the  House  of  Conmions  and  hearing  'de- 
bates.'" I  prefer  CarlottaPatti,  and  Trebelli 
to  aU  your  great  statesmen  and  orators.— 
GouLBURN,  Edward  M£YiacK,1882,Le^ 
i0  Lake,  Dee.  25;  Memorials  of  WiUiam 
Charles  Lake,  ed.  his  Widow,  p.  261 

How  Mr.  Ward,  being  what  he  was,  and 
beginning  as  he  did,  should  have  ended  as 
he  did,  will  be  a  matter  of  speculation  to 
many.  How  a  man  with  such  justifiable 
confidence  in  his  own  intellectual  power  and 
professing,  moreover,  to  trust  so  largely  in 
the  Shechinah  of  his  individual  conscience 
— "that  image  of  God  in  the  soul,  that  wit- 
ness to  God  and  to  the  law  of  God  in  man" 
—should  have  been  the  servant  of  so  many 
successive  masters,  and  at  last,  wearied  out, 
should  have  submitted  himself  unreservedly 
to  the  one  whom  he  had  learned  to  regard  as 
Infallible,  has  the  puzzle  of  an  apparent 
contradiction.  How,  delighting  as  he  did, 
with  exceeding  delight,  in  dramatic  liter- 
ature and  performances,  a  man  of  so  much 
geniality  and  so  humorous  should  have 
resolutely  closed  his  eyes  to  the  ever-chang- 
ing drama  of  life  throughout  the  centuries, 
is  not  easy  to  understand;  yet  perhaps 
therein  partly  lay  the  explanation  of  his 
life.  Man,  the  whole  man,  with  aU  his 
powers,  must  dedicate  himself  to  the  ser- 
vice of  life,  if  he  would  avoid  error  and  at- 
tain his  highest.— Tenntson,  Hallam, 
1889,  Noticeable  Books,  Nineteenth  Century, 
vol  26,  p.  344. 

There  were  curious  gaps  in  Ward's  char- 
acter, both  moral  and  intellectual.  He  was 
very  affectionate  and  felt  coldness,  but  he 
did  not  feel  deaths.  He  asked  naturally, 
without  finding  an  answer,  why  we  should 
have  any  special  affection  for  relations. 
His  notion  of  patriotism  did  not  include  any 
admiration  for  the  fatherland.  It  was 
limited  to  special  grief  at  national  vices  and 
special  pleasure  in  national  virtues.  His 
intellect— which,  though  he  thought  little 
of  it,  he  truly  declared  to  be,  in  certain  di- 
rections, almost  infinite — was  curiously 
capricious,  and  he  never  emancipated  him- 
self from  its  caprices.    He  understood  pure 


mathematics  and  indulged  his  detestation 
of  applied  mathematics;  he  was  a  great 
dialectician,  but  he  indulged  his  distaste 
for  history.  One  effect  was  that  he  had 
to  take  his  facts  at  second-hand,  in  a  way 
which  astonished  Bonamy  Price;  another, 
that  he  had  to  discuss  much  without  any 
clear  view  of  the  facts.— SiMCOX,  G.  A., 
1889,  William  George  Ward  and  (he  Oxford 
Movement,  The  Academy,  vol.  35,  p.  387. 

There  was  something  to  smile  at  in  his 
person,  and  in  some  of  hiis  ways— his  unbusi- 
ness-like  habits,  his  joyousness  of  manner, 
his  racy  stories;  but  few  more  powerful  in- 
tellects passed  through  Oxford  in  his  time, 
and  he  has  justified  his  University  reputa- 
tion by  his  distinction  since,  both  as  a  Ro- 
man Catholic  theologian  and  professor,  and 
as  a  profound  metaphpical  thinker,  Uie 
equal  antagonist  on  their  own  ground  of  J. 
Stuart  Mill  and  Herbert  Spencer.  But  Us 
intellect  at  that  time  was  as  remarkable  for 
ite  defects  as  for  its  powers.  He  used  to 
divide  his  friends,  and  thinking  people  in 
general,  into  those  who  had  facts  and  did 
not  know  what  to  do  with  them,  and  those 
who  had  in  perfection  the  logical  faculties, 
but  wanted  the  facts  to  reason  upon.  He 
belonged  himself  to  the  latter  class.  He 
had,  not  unnaturally,  boundless  confidence 
in  his  argumentative  powers;  they  were 
subtle,  piercing,  nimble,  never  at  a  loss,  and 
they  included  a  power  of  exposition  which, 
if  it  was  not  always  succinct  and  lively,  was 
always  weighty  and  impressive.  Premises 
in  his  hands  were  not  long  in  bringing  forth 
their  conclusions;  and  if  abstractions  al- 
ways corresponded  exactly  to  their  con- 
crete embodiments,  and  ideals  were  ful- 
filled in  realities,  no  one  could  point  out 
more  perspicuously  and  decisively  the  prac- 
tical judgments  of  them  which  reason  must 
sanction.— Church,  Richard  William, 
1891,  The  Oxford  Movement,  p.  207. 

I  remember  well  the  first  time  that  I  saw 
your  father— it  was,  I  think,  at  the  cecond 
or  third  meeting  of  the  Society.  He  came 
into  the  room  along  with  Manning,  and  the 
marked  contrast  iKBtween  them  added  to 
the  impressiveness.  I  remember  thinking 
that  I  had  never  seen  a  face  that  seemed  so 
clearly  to  indicate  a  strongly  developed  sen- 
suous nature,  and  yet  was  at  the  same  time 
so  intellectual  as  your  father's.  I  do  not  mean 
merely  that  it  expressed  intellectual  faeuUy. 
...  I  mean  rather  the  predominance  of 
the  intellectual  life,  of  concern  (as  Matthew 
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Arnold  says)  for  the  ''things  of  the  mind." 
I  did  not  then  know  your  father's  writings 
at  all;  and  though  from  what  I  had  heard  of 
him  I  expected  to  find  him  an  effective  de- 
fender of  the  Catholic  position,  I  certainly 
did  not  anticipate  that  I  should  come— as 
after  two  or  three  meetings  I  did  come— 
to  place  him  in  the  very  first  rank  of  our 
members,  as  judged  from  the  point  of  view 
of  the  Society  in  respect  of  their  aptitudes 
for  furthering  its  aim.  The  aim  of  the  So- 
ciety was,  by  frank  and  close  debate  and  un- 
reserved Gommimication  of  dissent  and  ob- 
jection, to  attain— not  agreement,  which 
was  of  course  beyond  hope— but  a  diminu- 
tion of  mutual  misunderstanding.  For  this 
kind  of  discussion  your  father's  gifts  were 
very  remarkable.  The  only  other  member 
of  the  Society  who  in  my  recollection  rivals 
him  is — curiously  enough— Huxley. — SlDO- 
wiCK,  Henry,  1893,  To  Wilfrid  Ward,  WiU 
iam  George  Ward  arid  the  Catholic  Revival^  p. 
313. 

As  a  quick-witted  dialectician,  thor- 
oughly acquainted  with  all  the  weak  points 
of  his  antagonist's  case,  I  have  not  met  with 
Dr.  Ward's  match.  And  it  all  seemed  to 
come  so  easily  to  him;  searching  questions, 
incisive,  not  to  say  pungent,  replies,  and 
trains  of  subtle  argumentation,  were  poured 
forth,  which,  while  sometimes  passing  into 
earnest  and  serious  exposition,  would  also, 
when  lighter  topics  came  to  the  front,  be 
accompanied  by  an  air  of  genial  good-hu- 
mour, as  if  the  whole  business  were  rather  a 
good  joke.  But  it  was  no  joke  to  reply 
efficiently.  ...  He  was  before  all  things  a 
chivabous  English  gentleman;  I  would  say 
a  philosophical  and  theological  Quixote, 
if  it  were  not  that  our  associations  with  the 
name  of  the  knight  of  LaMancha  are  mainly 
derived  from  his  adventures,  and  not  from 
the  noble  directness  and  simplicity  of  mind 
which  led  to  those  misfortunes.— Huxlet, 
Thomas  Henry,  1893,  To  WUjrid  Ward, 
WUliam  George  Ward  and  the  Catholie  Re- 
vivaly  pp.  314, 315. 

There  was  a  flavour  of  comedy  in  Mr. 
Ward's  view  of  himself,  in  his  almost  dog- 
matic definitions  of  his  own  ignorance  and 
limitations  and  incapacities,  and  in  his 
equally  dogmatic  self-confidence,  which  it 
would  have  been  bad  art  and  worse  taste 
to  keep  out  of  view.  A  large  element  in 
the  engaging  side  of  the  man  was  the  gusto 
with  which  he  laughed  at  himself  and  the 
fruikness  with  which  he  took  all  his  friends 


into  his  confidence  on  that  head.  .  .  .  Few 
people  ever  enjoyed  a  laugh  at  themselves 
as  did  William  George  Ward.  Certainly  in 
all  my  experience  of  life  I  have  never  come 
across  another  person  who  found  a  far 
greater  spring  of  amusement  in  analysing, 
proclaiming  to  the  world,  and  even  cari- 
caturing, h^  own  want  of  knowledge,  his 
own  want  of  courage,  and  the  child-like 
incapacities  which  he  discerned  or  fan- 
cied he  discerned  in  himself,  than  he 
ever  found  in  doing  the  same  disservice 
for  anyone  else.  In  his  judgments  of 
others  he  was  the  personification  of  wise 
and  charitable  agnosticism.  In  his  judg- 
ments of  himself  he  was  not  half  agnostic 
enough.  He  supposed  that  his  knowledge 
of  his  own  weaknesses  was  absolute,  whereas 
hardly  any  man  knows  accurately,  and  cer- 
tainly Mr.  Ward  did  not  know  at  all  ac- 
curately, where  his  weaknesses  ended  and 
suddenly  passed  into  unique  strength.— 
HuTTON,  Richard  Holt,  1894,  Noticeahle 
Books,  Nineteenth  Century,  vol.  35,  pp.  227, 
228. 

Mr.  Ward's  Catholic  life,  so  far  as  his  in- 
tellectual work  is  concerned,  divides  itself 
naturally  into  the  period  of  his  teacUng 
at  St.  Edmund's,  his  writings  (especially  his 
writings  in  this  Review)  on  the  controversy 
which  culminated  at  the  time  of  the  Vatican 
Council,  and  his  philosophical  and  meta- 
physical polemic  against  such  men  as  Pro- 
fessor Huxley,  John  Stuart  Mill,  and  Dr.  Al- 
exander Bain.  It  is  when  analysing  these 
latter  controversies  that  our  author  dis- 
plays the  striking  clearness  of  his  style.  To 
master  such  subjects  at  all  is  no  light  task. 
But  to  state  the  various  sides  to  a  long  and 
intricate  controversy  upon  abstruse  ques- 
tions of  speculative  philosophy,  and  to  do 
so  with  even-handed  justice  and  temper, 
and  at  the  same  time  with  such  limpid  clear- 
ness that  the  whole  reads  like  a  simple  nar- 
rative of  facts,  is  an  achievement  so  con- 
siderable that  it  raises  its  author  far  above 
the  average  level  of  English  descriptive  and 
analytical  biographers.  —  Wilberforce, 
Wilfrid,  1894,  WiUiam  George  Ward,  Dub- 
lin Review,  vol.  115,  p.  23. 

For  the  next  ten  years,  from  1835  to  1845 
he  was  certainly  the  greatest  conversa- 
tionalist and  (excepting  always  Newman) 
the  greatest  centre  of  intellectual  life  of 
that  description  in  Oxford.  There  was  no 
subject  he  was  not  ready  to  discuss,  from 
politics  and  moral  and  metaphysical  philoso- 
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phy  to  music  of  every  description,  from 
Haydn  down  to  the  last  opera,  even  more 
than  theology.  I  ought,  however,  to  except 
two  subjects,  history  and  poetry;  he  be- 
lieved as  little  in  history  as  Sir  R.  Walpole's 
famous  dictum  implies— '' Don't  read  me 
history,  for  that  I  know  is  false"— and  he 
hated  all  poetry,  except  as  embodied  in  the 
hymns  and  ritual  of  the  Roman  Church.  In 
fact,  he  was  the  prince  of  talkers,  perhaps 
the  last  of  the  groat  conversationalists  since 
Coleridge.  This  would  have  been  recog- 
nised everywhere,  though  no  doubt  it  was 
more  strongly  felt  m  BaUiol  than  in  the  rest 
of  the  Univeraty.  It  was  the  few  who  lived 
with  him  familiarly,  whether  as  pupils  or 
afterwards  in  the  common  room,  who  most 
appreciated  his  power,  though  large  allow- 
ance was  made  even  by  them  for  his  in- 
satiable passion  for  paradox.— LAKE,  Will- 
iam Charles,  1897-1901,  MemariaU,  ed. 
his  Widow,  p.  24. 

GENERAL 
Since  Mr.  Ward  laid  down  the  office  of 
Editor,  he  published  two  volumes  of  artides 
selected  from  his  contributions  to  the  {Dvlh 
lin]  RevietD.  To  the  second  of  these,  which 
is  entitled,  "Essays  on  the  Church's  Doc- 
trinal Authority,"  he  prefixed  a  prelimi- 
nary Essay  which  may  be  described  as  an 
intellectual  history  and  analysis  of  the  six- 
teen years  of  his  Editorship.  He  has  traced 
very  accurately  the  coniUtion  of  opinion 
and  the  tendency  of  thought  among  Catho- 
lics before  the  year  1862,  and  the  successive 
controversies  in  which  he  was  involved 
down  to  the  year  1873.  The  whole  Essay  is 
a  summing  up  of  his  own  words  and  acts, 
and  a  calm  and  candid  justification  of  the 
whole  polemical  attitude  in  which  he  hab- 
itually lived.  ...  He  was  supposed  to  be 
full  of  self-assertion  and  intolerance;  ex- 
aggerated and  extreme  both  in  thought  and 
language.  Perhaps  few  men  have  ever  been 
more  docile  to  the  Church,  to  traditionary 
juci^ents,  and  to  the  authority  of  theo- 
logians; few  more  fearful  of  novelties,  of  his 
own  want  of  various  learning,  and  of  his 
liability  to  err.  It  was  with  these  dangers 
before  him,  that  Mr.  Ward  incessantly 
laboured  in  three  distinct  fields.  First  in 
Philosophy,  without  which  the  intellectual 
cx)nception  of  Theology  can  have  no  sound 
and  precise  foundation;  secondly,  in  the  re- 
lation between  Religion  and  Politics,  in- 
cluding the  office  of  the  Civil  Power  and  the 
Civil  Princedom  of  the  Sovereign  Pontiff; 


Thirdly,  on  Catholic  Education,  especially 
in  its  higher  form.  It  would  be  impossible 
to  give  any  adequate  idea  of  these  incessant 
labours  without  a  history  which  would  fill 
volumes,  and  an  analysis  which  would  re- 
quire a  full  statement  of  every  thesis,  to-, 
gether  with  the  objections  of  opponents 
and  the  detailed  answer  to  each.— Man- 
ning, Henry  Edward,  1882,  William 
George  Ward,  Dvblin  Review,  vol.  91,  pp. 
266,  268. 

He  enjoyed  argument  and  paradox,  was  a 
remorseless  antagonist,  with  a  mischievous 
delight  in  malang  listeners  stare.  He 
scorned  timidity  and  half-way  opinions.  He 
laid  on  his  colors  with  the  palette  kmfe,  and 
did  little  to  blend  the  tones  afterward.  For 
him,  a  thing  was  so,  or  was  not  so;  and  if  so, 
it  was  very  much  so,  quite  absolutely  so  al- 
ways. He  indulged  himself  in  what  has 
been  called  "inverted  hypocrisy,"  and 
showed  himself  in  the  worst  lights  the  facts 
would  admit  of.  So  far  from  putting  all  his 
goods  in  the  shop  window,  he  would  rather 
display  a  bare  counter  and  close  his  shut- 
ters if  he  had  not  a  complete  stock.  Al- 
ways mirthful  and  genial  when  most  in 
earnest,  he  never  lost  his  temper,  and  would 
transfix  you  with  a  syllogism  while  retwi- 
ing  an  angelic  and  infantine  smile.  He 
cared  nothing  for  facts  apart  from  prin- 
ciples, and  ranked  meaningless  historic  de- 
tails with  village  gossip.— Richards,  C.  A. 
L.,  1889,  A  Hero  of  the  Oxford  Movement, 
The  Dial,  vol.  10,  p.  101. 

If  we  take  into  account  only  the  neces- 
sarily restricted  number  of  men  who  have 
taken  up  a  carefully  thought  out  and  per- 
manent position  in  these  difficult,  com- 
plex, still  largely  problematical  questions; 
and  if  we  pass  over  among  them  such  men 
as  Father  Knox  in  England,  and  Drs. 
Scheeben,  and  Von  Schader,  and  Father 
Schneemann  in  Germany,  perhaps  also 
P^re  Ramiere  in  France,  of  whom  at  least 
the  first  four  were,  on  their  own  admission, 
learners  on  these  points  from  your  father- 
it  will  be  seen  how  quite  exceptional  was 
the  length  to  which  he  carried  his  theory. 
Take  his  ''De  Infallibilitatis  Extensione" 
(1869)  and  its  seventeen  Theses.  Accord- 
ing to  his  own  admission  there,  the  very 
Theologians  and  Roman  Congregations  to 
whom  he  wanted  to  attribute  quasi  infallible 
authority,  refused  to  endorse  thesis  after 
thesis  of  his.  Take4^ain  iiis  attitude  on  the 
ex  Caihedrd  character  of  the  SyUahus.    He 
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first  obliges  every  Catholic  to  accept  it  suh 
moTtali;  he  next  takes  off  this  obligation;  he 
finally  re-imposes  it.  Take,  finally,  the 
Vatican  definition.  He  never  made  any 
secret  of  how  much  he  cared  for  the  ques- 
tion as  to  the  Object,  the  range  of  Infal- 
libility, and  how  little  comparatively  for 
that  as  to  its  Stibject,  its  organ ;  of  how  back- 
ward he  thought,  on  the  &st  question,  the 
opinions  of  the  large  majority  of  the  Bishops 
of  the  Council;  and  how  disappomted  he 
was  that  the  Council,  whilst  giving  a  most 
moderate  definition  as  to  the  Subject,  left 
the  question  of  the  Object  exactly  where  it 
was  before  your  father  began  insisting  that 
it  was  ihe  great  Catholic  question  of  the  age. 
— HUGEL,  FRIEDRICH  VON,  1893,  To  WiU 
frid  Ward,  WiUiam  George  Ward  and  the 
Catholic  Revival,  p.  373. 

The  acute  collision  between  the  two  ex- 
treme parties  in  the  eventful  years  pre- 
ceding the  Vatican  Council,  the  compara- 
tive disappearance  of  both  since  then, 
and  the  subsequent  renewal,  in  a  more 
permanent  form,  of  the  combination  of 
Ultramontanism  with  the  endeavour  to  find 
a  modtis  vivendi  with  modern  thought  and 
modem  political  conditi6iis,  make  undoubt- 
edly a  turning-point  in  the  history  of  con- 
temporary Christian  thought.  In  the  events 
surrounding  this  crisis  Mr.  W.  G.  Ward  took, 
both  directly  and  indirectly,  an  active  share. 
He  represented  in  politics  and  theology  the 
unqualified  opposition  to  the  extremes  of 
Liberal  Catholicism  against  which  Pius 
IX's  pontificate  was  a  constant  protest;  and 
in  philosophy  his  tendency  was  towards 
the  fusion  of  Ultramontane  loyalty,  with 
a  sympathetic  assimilation  of  all  that  is 
valuable  in  contemporary  thought,  as  the 
best  means  of  purging  it  of  what  is  danger- 
ous.   The  history,  then,  of  this  crisis  is 


naturally  given  in  the  story  of  his  life.— 
Ward,  Wilfrid,  1893,  William  George 
Ward  and  the  Catholic  Revival,  p.  ix. 

W.  G.  Ward,  commonly  called  "Ideal" 
Ward  from  his  famous,  very  ill-written, 
very  ill-digested,  but  important  **  Ideal  of  a 
Chnstian  Church,"  which  was  the  alarm- 
bell  for  the  flight  to  Rome,  was  a  curiously 
constituted  person  of  whom  something  has 
been  said  in  reference  to  Clough.  He  had 
little  connection  with  pure  letters,  and 
after  his  secession  to  Rome  and  his  succes- 
sion to  a  large  fortune  he  finally  devoted 
himself  to  metaphysics  of  a  kind.  His 
acuteness  was  great,  and  he  had  a  scholastic 
subtlety  and  logical  deftness  which  made 
him  very  formidable  to  the  loose  thinkers 
and  reasoners  of  Utilitarianism  and  anti- 
Supematuralism.— Saintsburt,    George, 

1896,  A  History  of  Nineteenth  Century  Liter- 
ature, p.  371. 

W.  G.  Ward  lived,  but  only  to  prove  by 
his  "Ideal  of  a  Christian  Church"  that  the 
power  of  writing  good  English  was  not 
among  his  endowments.— Walker,  Hugh, 

1897,  The  Age  of  Tennyson,  p.  146. 

His  crusade  was  carried  on  chiefly  in  the 
"Dublin  Review,"  which  he  raised  from 
decadence  and  edited  with  conspicuous 
success  from  1863  to  1878.  In  its  pages  he 
defended  the  encyclical  "Quanta  Cura" 
and  "Syllabus  Errorum"  of  1864,  and  led 
the  extreme  wing  of  the  ultramontane  party 
in  the  controversy  on  papal  infallibility. 
He  speculated  freely  on  the  extent  of  in- 
fallibility, and  reduced  the  interpretative 
functions  of  the  "schola  theologorum"  to 
a  minimum.  His  startling  conclusions  he 
enunciated  with  the  serenity  of  a  philoso- 
pher and  defended  with  the  vehemence  of  a 
fanatic— RiGG,  J.  M.,  1899,  Dictionary  of 
National  Biography,  vol  LIX,  p,  346. 


William  Harrison  Ainsworth 

1805-1882 

'  Bom,  in  Manchester,  4  Feb.  1805.  Educated  at  Manchester  Grammar  School,  1817-21 
Articled  in  1821  to  Mr.  Kay,  solicitor,  of  Manchester.  Contrib.  to  "Arliss's  Magazine," 
"Manchester  Iris,"  "Edinburgh  Magazine,"  "London  Magazine;"  and  started  a  periodi- 
cal called  "The  Bceotian,"  of  which  only  six  numbers  appeared.  In  1824  to  Inner  Tem- 
ple. Married  Anne  Frances  Ebers,  11  Oct.  1826.  In  business  as  a  publisher  for  eighteen 
months.  Life  of  literary  activity.  Visit  to  Switzerland  and  Italy,  1830.  "  Rookwood" 
begun  in  1831.  Series  of  novels  published  1834-81.  Editor  of  "  Bentley's  Miscellany," 
March  1839  to  Dec.  1841.  Edit-ed  "Ainsworth's  Magazine,"  1842-54.  Edited  ''New 
Monthly  Magazine,"  1845-70.  Lived  at  Kensal  Manor  House.  Entertained  by  Mayor 
at  Banquet  in  Manchester  Town  Hall,  15  Sept.  1881.    Died,  at  Reigate,  3  Jan.  1882. 
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Buried  at  Kensal  Green.  Works:  '^  Considerations  *as  to  the  best  means  of  affording  im« 
mediate  relief  to  the  Operative  Glasses  in  the  manufacturing  districts, "  1826; "  Rookwood'' 
(anon.),  1834;  "Grichton,"  1837;  "Jack  Sheppard,"  1839;  "Tower  of  London,"  1840; 
"Guy  Fawkes,"  1841;  "Old  St.  Paul's,"  1841;  "The  Miser's  Daughter,"  1842;  "Wind- 
sor Gastle,"  1843;  "St.  James's,"  1844;  "Lancashire  Witches,"  1848;  "Star  Ghamber," 
1854;  "James  the  Second,"  1854;  "The  Flitch  of  Ba^on,"  1854;  "BaUads,"  1855;  "Spend- 
thrift," 1856;  Mervyn  Glitheroe"  (in  parts),  1857-  58;  "The  Combat  of  the  Thirty,"  1859; 
"Ovingdean  Grange,"  1860;  "C!onstable  of  the  Tower,"  1861;  "Lord  Mayor  of  London," 
1862;"  "Cardinal  Pole,"  1863;  "John  Law  the  Projector,"  1864;  "The  Spanish  Match," 
1865;  "Auriol,"  1865;  "Myddleton  Pomfret,"  1865;  "The  Constable  de  Bourbon,"  1866; 
"Old  Court,"  1867;  "South  Sea  Bubble,"  1868;  "Hilary  St.  Ives,"  1869;  "Talbot  Har- 
land,"  1870;  "Tower  HUl,"  1871;  "Boscobel,"  1872;  "The  Good  Old  Times,"  1873; 
"Merry  England,"  1874;  "The  Goldsmith's  Wife,"  1875;  "Preston  Fight,"  1875;  "Chet- 
wynd  Calverly,"  1876;  "The  Leaguer  of  Lathom,"  1876;  "The  FaU  of  Somerset,"  1877; 
"Beatrice  Tyldesley,"  1878;  "Beau  Nash,"  [1879?];  "Stanley  Brereton,"  1881.  The 
greater  part  of  "December  Tales, "  published  anon3rmously  in  1823,  was  Ainsworth's  work; 
"Sir  John  Chiverton"  (anon.),  1826,  is  probably  by  Ainsworth  and  J.  P.  Aston.  Con- 
trib.  by  Ainsworth  are  in  "Works  of  Cheviot  Tichbum,"  1822,  and  "A  Summer  Evening 
Tale,"  1825.— Sharp,  R.  Farquharson,  1897,  A  Dictionary  of  English  AuthorSy  p.  3. 


PERSONAL 

Mr.  Ainsworth,  who  had  been  a  pub- 
lisher at  one  part  of  his  busy  life,  next  set 
up  "  Ainsworth's  Magazine, "  and  in  it  wrote 
certain  stilted  nonsense— "The  Tower  of 
London,"  "Old  St.  Paul's,"  "The  Miser's 
Daughter, "  and  so  forth.  Of  these  not  one 
could  hold  the  public  without  its  illustra- 
tions. Some  of  Cruikshank's  best  work 
went  to  these  rubbishy  books,  which  are 
now  bought  at  large  prices  for  the  engrav- 
ings. ...  Mr.  Ainsworth  is,  we  believe,  as 
Lord  Lytton  is,  we  know,  a  wealthy  man 
through  his  literature;  but  if  every  farth- 
ing each  has  received  from  his  books,  pen- 
sions and  all,  were  a  hundred-pound  note, 
and  employed  in  building  reformatories  for 
boy-thieves,  the  unhappy  man  could  not  un- 
do the  evil  his  perverted  taste,  vidgar  ad- 
miration, and  his  fatal  itch  of  writing  to 
pander  to  the  savage  instincts  of  the  thief 
and  robber,  has  caused,  and  will  yet  cause, 
in  years  to  come. — Friswell,  James  Hain, 
1870,  Modem  Men  of  Letters  HonesUy  Criti- 
cised, pp.  264,  270. 

TUs  delicately  drawn  portrait  of  the 
novelist,  just  at  the  time  that  he  had 
achieved  his  reputation,— hair  curled  and 
oiled  as  that  of  an  Assyrian  bull,  the  gothic 
arch  coat-collar,  the  high  neck-cloth  and 
the  tightly  strapped  trowsers, — exhibits  as 
fine  an  exemplar  as  we  could  wish  for,  of 
the  dandy  of  D'Orsay  type,  and  pre-Vic- 
torian  epoch.  .  .  .  One  of  Ainsworth's 
earliest  residences  was  the  "Elms"  at  Kil- 
bum.  From  this  he  removed  to  Kensal 
Manor  House,  on  the  Harrow  Road,  where, 
for  a  long  series  of  years,  he  dispensed  his 


genial  and  liberal  hospitality  to  a  large 
circle  of  friends,— chiefly  literary  men  and 
artists,- who  made  it  a  ralljdng  point. 
From  this  he  removed  to  Brighton,  and 
later  on,  to  Tunbridge  Wells.  Subsequently 
in  the  retirement  befitting  his  advancing 
years,  he  resided  with  his  eldest  daughter, 
Fanny,  at  Hurstpierpoint.  He  had  also  a 
residence  at  St.  Mary's  Road,  Reigate, 
Surrey;  and  here  he  died,  on  Sunday,  Janu- 
ary 3rd,  1882,  in  the  seventy-seventh  year, 
of  his  age.  On  the  9th  of  the  same  month 
his  remains  were  interred  at  the  Kensal 
Green  Cemetery;  the  ceremony  being  of 
very  quiet  and  simple  character,  in  accord- 
ance with  his  express  wish. — Bates,  Will- 
iam, 1874-98,  The  Maclise  Portrait^allery 
of  Illustrious  Literary  Characters,  pp.  256, 
262. 

I  saw  little  of  him  in  later  days,  but  when 
I  knew  him  in  1826,  not  long  after  he  mar- 
ried the  daughter  of  Ebers,  of  New  Bond 
Street,  and  "condescended"  for  a  brief 
time  to  be  a  publisher,  he  was  a  remark- 
ably handsome  young  man— tall,  graceful 
in  deportment,  and  in  all  ways  a  pleasant 
person  to  look  upon  and  talk  to.  He  was, 
perhaps,  as  thorough  a  gentleman  as  his 
native  city  of  Manchester  ever  sent  forth. 
Few  men  have  lived  to  be  more  largely  re- 
warded not  only  by  pecuniary  recompense, 
but  by  celebrity— I  can  hardly  call  it  fame. 
His  antiquarian  lore  was  remarkable,  and 
he  made  brilliant  and  extensive  use  of  it  in 
his  long  series  of  historical  romances.— 
Hall,  Samuel  Carter,  1883,  Retrospect  of 
a  Long  Life,  p.  407. 

Mr.  Harrison  Ainsworth,  at  this  time  in 
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the  hey-day  of  his  fame  and  popularity, 
was  one  of  the  four  literary  dandies  of  the 
period— all  handsome  men,  and  favorites  of 
the  ladies,  as  well  for  their  personal  graces 
as  for  their  genius.  These  four  were  Mr. 
Benjamin  Disraeli,  Mr.  Edward  Lytton  Bul- 
wer,  Mr.  Charles  Dickens,  and  Mr.  Harrison 
Ainsworth.  None  could  deny  that  Mr. 
Ainsworth  was  unquestionably  the  best- 
looking  man  of  the  four— the  very  Antinous 
of  literature,  in  the  prime  of  his  early  man- 
hood, and  in  a  full  flush  of  a  popularity  that 
continued  unabated  until  a  late  period  of 
his  life.— Mackay,  Charles,  1887,rfcroii(^k 
the  Lang  Day,  vol  I,  p.  240. 

GENERAL 
I  read  with  interest,  during  my  journey, 
"Sir  John  Chiverton"  and  "Brambletye 
House  ''—novels,  in  what  I  may  surely  claim 
as  the  style 

"Which  I  waa  bom  to  introduce — 
Refined  it  first,  and  show'd  its  use." 

They  are  both  clever  books.— Scott,  Sir 
Waiotjr,  1826,  Journal,  Od.  17;  Life  by 
Lockhart,  ch.  Ixxii. 

With  r^ard  to  the  Newgate  narrative  of 
"Jack  Sheppard"  and  the  extraordinary 
extensive  notoriety  it  obtained  for  the 
writer,  upon  the  residuum  of  which  he 
founded  his  popularity,  so  much  just  sever- 
ity has  akeady  been  administered  from 
criticism  and  from  the  opmion  of  the  in- 
tellectual portion  of  the  public,  and  its  posi- 
tion has  been  so  fully  settled,  that  we  are 
glad  to  pass  over  it  without  farther  anim- 
adversion. The  present  popularity  of  Mr. 
Ainsworth  could  not  have  risen  out  of  its 
own  materials.  His  so-called  historical  ro- 
mance of  "Windsor  Castle"  is  not  to  be 
regarded  as  a  work  of  literature  open  to 
serious  criticism.  It  is  a  picture  book,  and 
full  of  very  pretty  pictures.  Also  full  of 
catalogues  of  numberless  suits  of  clothes. 
It  wo^d  be  difficult  to  open  it  anywhere 
without  the  eye  falling  on  such  words  as 
cloth  of  gold,  silver  tissue,  green  Jerkin, 
white  plumes.  .  .  .  "Old  St.  Paul's,  a  tale 
of  the  Plague  and  the  Fire,"  is  a  diluted 
imitation  of  some  parts  of  De  Foe's  "  Plague 
in  London,"  varied  with  libertine  ad- 
ventures of  Lord  Rochester  and  his  asso- 
ciates. It  is  generally  dull,  except  when  it 
is  revolting.— HoRNE,  Richard  Hengist, 
1844,  A  New  Spirit  of  the  Age,  pp.  314,  315. 

It  may  appear  unjust  to  the  genius  of 
'^^ctor  Hugo  to  say  so,  but  to  our  minds 


the  romances  of  Ainsworth  possess  more 
resemblance  to  the  particular  manner  of 
"Notre  Dame  de  Paris"  than  any  other 
protiuctions  of  English  Literature.  .  .  .The 
works  of  Ainsworth  possess  much  of  this 
fragmentary  and  convulsive  character,  and 
the  erudition  (often  great)  which  he  has 
lavished  on  his  pictures  of  past  ages,  bears, 
like  that  of  Victor  Hugo,  a  painful  air  of 
effort— of  having  been  Tead  up  for  the  pur- 
pose, and  collected  for  the  nonce.  The 
most  successful  of  Ainsworth's  romances 
are  "Rookwood"  (the  first)  and  "Jack 
Sheppard:"  the  former  owes  its  success 
chiefly  to  the  wonderful  hurry  and  rapid 
vividness  of  Turpin's  ride  from  London  to 
York  in  one  day,  and  in  the  latter  the 
author  has  broken  up  what  appeared  to  the 
public  to  be  new  ground— the  adventures 
of  highwaymen,  prostitutes,  and  thieftakers. 
Defoe  had  done  this  before,  and  with  aston- 
ishing power  and  invention  and  probability; 
but  that  great  moralist  has  never  con- 
founded good  and  evil,  and  has  shown  his 
squalid  ragamuffins  as  miserable  in  their 
lives  as  they  were  contemptible  and  odious 
in  their  crimes.  Ainsworth,  however,  has 
looked  upon  the  romantic  side  of  the  pic- 
ture, and  has  represented  his  ruffian  hero 
as  a  model  of  gallantry  and  courage.  This, 
we  know,  is  contrary  to  universal  experi- 
ence and  probability;  and  while  we  read 
with  breathless  interest  the  escape  of  Jack 
from  prison,  we  forget  the  monstrous  in- 
consistencies of  the  story,  and  the  mean  and 
wolfish  character  of  the  real  criminal,  who 
is  here  elevated  into  a  hero  of  romance* 
To  the  ignorant  and  uneducated,  who  are 
charmed,  like  everybody  else,  with  the 
boldness,  dexterity,  and  perseverance  so 
often  exhibited  by  the  worst  characters,  and 
which  are  here  dignified  with  all  the  artifices 
of  description,  but  who  cannot  distinguish 
between  the  good  and  the  evil  which  are 
mixed  up  even  in  the  basest  characters,  this 
kind  of  reading  is  capable  of  doing,  and  has 
done,  the  greatest  mischief;  and  the  very 
talent — often  undeniable — of  such  works, 
only  renders  them  the  more  seductive  and 
insidious.— Shaw,  Thobias  B.,  1847,  Out- 
lines of  English  Literature,  pp.  375,  376. 

In  the  interest  and  rapidity  of  his  scenes 
and  adventures,  Mr.  Ainsworth  evinced  a 
dramatic  power  and  art,  but  no  originality 
or  felicity  of  himiour  or  character.  .  .  . 
There  are  rich,  copious  and  brilliant  de- 
scriptions in  some  of  these  works,  but  their 
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tendency  must  be  reprobated.  To  portray 
scenes  of  low  successful  villuny,  and  to 
paint  ghastly  and  hideous  details  of  human 
suffering,  can  be  no  elevating  task  for  a 
man  of  genius,  nor  one  likely  to  promote 
among  noveln-eaders  a  healthy  tone  of  moral 
feeling  or  sentiment.  The  story  of  ''Jack 
Sheppard,"  illustrated  by  the  pencil  of 
Cruikshanky  had  immense  success,  and  was 
dramatised.— Chambers,  Robert,  1876, 
Cyclopadia  of  EnglUh  lAteraiure,  ed.  Car- 
ruthers. 

His  novels,  though  readers  have  now 
turned  to  tales  of  another  fashion,  have 
never  been  without  the  merit  of  great  skill 
in  the  shaping  of  a  story  from  historical  ma- 
terial well  studied  and  understood.  Ains- 
worth's  strength  has  lain  in  the  union  of 
good,  honest  antiquarian  scholarship  with 
art  in  the  weaving  of  romance  that  b  en- 
livened and  not  burdened  by  his  knowledge 
of  the  past.— MORLEY,  Henry,  1881,  Of 
English  LUeraiure  in  the  Reign  of  VietoTia^ 
WUh  a  Glance  at  the  Past,  p.  340. 

It  is  deeply  to  be  lamented  that  Cruik- 
shank's  connection  with  Harrison  Ains- 
worth — a  connection  in  which  the  artist 
found  some  of  his  finer  inspirations — was 
marred  by  quarrels,  and  was  sundered 
finally  with  a  controversy,  which  is  the 
counterpart  of  that  he  engaged  in  with  the 
biographer  and  the  friends  of  Charles  Dick- 
ens. I  suspect  that  Thackeray  involun- 
tarily led  Cruikshank  to  claim  more  than 
his  proper  share  in  the  successes  he  and 
Harrison  Ainsworth  had  together.  .  .  . 
Thackeray,  let  it  be  said,  was  always  un- 
just to  Harrison  Ainsworth.  He  caricatured 
him  unmercifully  in  Punch,  and  never  lost 
an  opportunity  of  being  amusing  at  his  ex- 
pense. His  reasoning  in  regard  to  "Jack 
oheppard"  is  manifestly  unjust  and  un- 
sound. "Jack  Sheppard"  was  the  natural 
sequence  to  "Rookwood"  which,  in  popu- 
lar parlance,  had  taken  the  town  by  storm, 
and  had  suddenly  made  the  young  author 
famous.  "Dick  Turpin's  Ride  to  York" 
became  the  talk  of  all  England.  Colnaghi 
published  a  separate  set  of  illustrations,  by 
Hall,  of  the  principal  scenes  described  by 
Ainsworth.  Cruikshank  was  called  in  only 
to  furnish  some  illustrations  to  the  second 
edition.  The  success  of  "Rookwood"  di- 
rected the  mind  of  "Paul  Qifford,"  and 
probably  suggested  to  Dickens  "Oliver 
Twist."  Even  Cruikshank  himself  admits 
that  "Jack  Sheppard"  was  "originated" 


by  the  author.  A  fashion  for  highwaymen 
and  burglars  as  heroes  of  romance  had  been 
set  by  idns worth;  and  Bulwer  and  Dickens 
dived  into  the  haunts  of  thieves  to  get  at 
their  argot,  or  "patter  flash,"  and  their 
ways  of  thinking  and  acting.  Both  made 
great  hits.  "Paul  Clifford"  and  "OBver 
Twist"  were  the  two  books  of  the  day.  B4r. 
Ainsworth,  irritated  by  the  unceremonious 
manner  in  which  his  ground  had  been  in- 
vaded, put  forth  "Jack  Sheppard"  (1839), 
on  assuming  the  editorship  of  "Bentley's 
Miscellany. "  It  was  as  natural  a  step  from 
"Rookwood,"  especially  after  "Paul  Clif- 
ford" and  "Oliver  Twist,"  as  chapter  two 
is  from  chapter  one.  Mr.  Ainsworth  had 
his  revenge  upon  the  trespassers,  for  "Jack" 
threw  "Oliver,"  for  the  moment,  into  the 
background.— Jerrold,  Blanchard,  1882, 
The  Life  of  George  Cruikshank,  vol.  i,  pp. 
241,245. 

The  charm  of  Ainsworth's  novels  is  not 
at  all  dependent  upon  the  analysb  of  mo- 
tives or  subtle  description  of  character.  Of 
this  he  has  little  or  nothing,  but  he  realises 
vividly  a  scene  or  an  incident,,  and  conveys 
the  impression  with  great  force  and  direct- 
ness to  the  reader's  mind.— Axon,  Will- 
iam E.  A.,  1885,  Dictionary  of  NaHanal  Biog- 
raphy, vol.  I,  p.  198. 

Equally  fertile  in  production,  but  by  no 
means  comparable  to  Bulwer  in  ability. 
...  In  1834  he  made  his  first  success  with 
the  novel  of  "Rookwood,"  in  which  the 
praises  of  Dick  Turpm,  the  highwayman, 
are  sung  with  an  ardour  worthy  of  a  better 
cause.  It  sprang  at  once  into  a  popularity 
which  was  perhaps  above  its  merits;  it  had, 
however,  the  advantage  of  being  con- 
demned by  moralists  as  tending  to  the  en- 
couragement of  vice.  We  are  not  tempted 
to  join  in  the  chorus  of  admiration,  but 
will  admit  that  there  is  some  power  in  the 
description  of  the  famous  ride  to  York.  A 
few  years  later,  Ainsworth  returned  to  the 
safer  path  of  historiciJ  romance  with  the 
somewhat  tedious  novel  of  "Crichton,"  but 
in  1839  again  shocked  the  world  with  the 
history  of  "Jack  Sheppard,"  a  work  much 
inferior  to  "Rookwood"  in  literary  merit. 
— Oliphant,  Margaret  0.  W.,  1892,  The 
Victorian  Age  of  English  Literature,  p.  286. 

In  the  long  succession  of  successful  novels 
and  romances  that  flowed  for  years  from 
Mr.  Ainsworth's  pen,  there  was  an  abun- 
dance of  the  "properties"  of  the  historic 
past,  but  little  of  what  is  properly  known  as 


AINSWORTH-MACCARTHY 


489 


literature.  Notwithstanding  this,  some  of 
these  fictions  contain  the  results  of  a  good 
deal  of  painstaking  research  into  the  past; 
and  doubtless  many  young  readers  have 
received  no  little  instruction  from  their 
pa^es.— Russell,  Percy,  1894,  A  Ouide  to 
BntUh  and  American  NoveU,  p.  135. 

First  essayed  felonious  fiction  in  his  in- 
teresting  but  unequal  romance,  "Rook- 
wood,"  in  which  one  of  the  leading  char- 
acters was  the  notoriously  coarse  and  crap- 
ulous highwayman  and  horse-thief  Dick 
Turpin.  Turpin's  ride  to  York,  as  a  piece  of 
word-painting,  has  been  rarely,  U  ever, 
surpassed  in  the  prose  of  the  Victorian  era. 
It  is  true  that  more  than  once  it  has  been 
alleged  that  Harrison  Ainsworth  was  not 
the  writer  of  this  astonishing  episode,  but 
that  it  was  the  composition  of  his  friend  Dr. 
William  Maginn.  As  to  the  truth  or  false- 
hood of  this  allegation  I  am  wholly  incom- 
petent to  pronounce;  but  looking  at  Ains- 


worth's  nuirvellous  pictures  of  the  Plague 
and  the  Fire  in  his  "Old  St.  Paul's,"  and 
the  numerous  picturesque  studies  of  Tudor 
life  in  his  "Tower  of  London,"  I  should 
say  that  Turpin's  ride  to  York  was  a  per- 
formance altogether  within  compass  of  his 
capacity.— Sala,  Georqe  Augustus,  1895, 
Life  and  Adventures,  vol.  i,  p.  86. 

Had  a  real  knack  of  arresting  and  keep- 
ing the  interest  of  those  readers  who  read 
for  mere  excitement:  he  was  decidedly 
skilful  at  gleaning  from  memoirs  and  other 
documents  scraps  of  decoration  suitable 
for  his  purpose,  he  could  in  his  better  day 
string  incidents  together  with  a  very  de- 
cided knack,  and,  till  latterly,  his  books 
rarely  languished.  But  his  writing  was  very 
poor  in  strictly  literary  merit,  his  style  was 
at  best  bustling  prose  melodrama,  and  his 
characters  were  scarcely  ever  alive. — 
Saintbburt,  Georqe,  1896,  A  Huiory  of 
Nineteenth  Century  Literature,  p.  139. 


Denis  Florence  MacCarthy 

1820-1882 
Bom  at  Dublin,  and  a  member  of  the  Irish  bar,  but  never  practiced.  His  first  liter- 
ary work  was  contributed  to  the  Irish  Nation,  and  he  was  especially  noted  for  his  linguistic 
attainments;  his  poems  including,  in  addition  to  original  verse,  translations  from  nearly 
all  of  the  modem  European  languages.  In  1881  he  received  from  the  Ro^al  Academy  of 
Spain  a  medal  for  his  translations  of  the  works  of  Calderon.  He  published  ''Ballads, 
Poems  and  Lyrics,"  1850;  "The  Bell  Founder,"  1857;  "Underghmpses,  and  Other 
Poems,"  1857.  His  translations  of  Calderon  were  published  1853-1873.— Randolph, 
Henrt  F.,  1887,  ed.  Fifty  Years  of  English  Song,  Biographical  Notes,  vol.  iv,  p.  xxl. 


PERSONAL 

MacCarthy,  like  Charles  Lamb  when  he 
was  the  associate  of  Hazlitt  and  Hunt, 
loved  the  men  more  than  he  shared  their 
political  passions.  He  was  a  law  student 
soon  to  be  called  to  the  bar,  but  he  was 
essentially  a  poet  and  a  man  of  letters, 
happy  in  his  study,  charming  in  society, 
where  his  spontaneous  humour  was  the  de- 
light of  his  associates,  but  never  thoroughly 
at  home  in  the  council  room  or  on  the  plat- 
form.—Dupfy,  Sir  Charles  Gavan,  1880, 
Young  Ireland,  p.  293. 

While  Ireland  has  lost  in  him  one  of  the 
most  graceful  of  her  lyrists,  his  large  circle 
of  intimates  deplore  a  friend  endeared  to 
them,  not  more  by  his  brilliant  intellectual 
endowments  than  by  the  genial  sympathies 
of  his  nature.  For  the  gift  of  song  was  not 
in  his  case  counterbalanced  by  the  extrav- 
agance of  feeling  or  action  which  too  often 
accompanies  it,  and  was  rather  the  crown- 
ing harmony  of  a  finely  tuned  mind,  than 


the  wild  note  of  undisciplined  fancy  setting 
all  the  other  strings  ajar.  This  immunity 
of  his  nature  from  the  flaws  of  the  poetic 
temperament  is  shared  by  his  writings,  and 
the  strain  of  morbid  feeling  and  fantastic  ex- 
aggeration of  thought  affected  by  many 
modem  bards  finds  no  echo  in  his  simple 
and  manly  verse.— Clerkb,  E.  M.,  1883, 
Denis  Florence  MacCarthy,  Dublin  Review, 
vol  92,  p.  261. 

It  cannot  but  be  a  melancholy  satisfaction 
to  me  to  contribute  to  a  memorial  that  will 
commemorate,  not  only  the  lofty  genius, 
but  the  social  and  moral  worth  of  one  of  the 
truest  poets  and  best  men  it  has  been  my 
lot  personally  to  know,  esteem,  regard, 
honor— the  late  Denis  Florence  MacCarthy. 
—Hall,  Samuel  Carter,  1883,  Retrospect 
of  a  Long  Life,  p.  351,  note. 

GENERAL 
It  is,  ["Translation  of  Calderon 'T I  think, 
one  of  the  boldest  attempts  ever  made  in 
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English  verse.  It  is,  too,  as  it  seems  to  me, 
«  remarkably  successful.  Not  that  asonanies 
can  be  made  flueint  and  graceful  in  English 
verse,  or  easily  perceptible  to  an  English 
ear,  but  that  the  Spanish  air  and  character 
of  Calderon  are  so  happily  and  strikingly 
preserved.  .  .  •  In  the  present  volume  Mr. 
MacCarthy  has  far  surpassed  all  he  had 
previously  done;  for  Calderon  is  a  poet  who, 
whenever  he  is  translated,  should  have  hk 
very  excesses  and  extravagances,  both  in 
thought  and  manner,  fully  produced  in  or- 
der to  give  a  faithful  idea  of  what  is  grand- 
est and  most  distinctive  in  his  genius.  Mr. 
MacCarthy  has  done  this,  I  conceive,  to  a 
degree  which  I  had  previously  supposed  im- 
possible. Nothing,  I  think,  in  the  English 
language  will  give  us  so  true  an  impression 
'  of  what  is  most  characteristic  of  the  Span- 
ish drama,  perhaps  I  ought  to  say  of  what 
is  most  characteristic  of  Spanish  poetry 
generally.— TiCKNOR,  George,  1861,  Hit- 
tory  of  Spanish  lAieraXure,  ch  xxiv,  note. 

Mr.  MacCarthy's  national  poetry  is  rather 
didactic  than  historical  or  dialectic,  with  a 
few  exceptions,  such  as  the  very  spirited 
ballad  of  "The  Foray  of  Con  O'Donnell,"  in 
which  the  portrait  of  the  andent  Irish  wolf- 
dog  is  very  admirable;  and  he  has  also  some 
graphic  descriptions  of  national  scenery. 
He  has  a  fondness  for  intricate  and  what 
may  be  termed  assonant^  metres,  which 
are  sometimes  remarkably  successful,  as  in 
"Waiting  for  the  May."— Williams,  Al- 
fred M.,  1881,  The  PoeU  and  Poetry  of 
Ireland,  p.  405. 

Under  the  head  of  political  and  occasional 
poems  may  be  mentioned,  in  conclusion, 
the  odes  for  the  O'Connell  Centenary  in 
1876  and  the  Centenary  of  Moore  in  1879, 
recited  before  immense  audiences  with 
great  enthusiasm.  As  we  have  sdd  before, 
all  the  above  poems  are  buried  in  a  few 
rare  volumes  or  scattered  through  the 
pages  of  periodicals.  The  worthiest  monu- 
ment his  much-loved  countrymen  could 
raise  to  his  memory  would  be  a  complete 
edition  of  his  original  poems.  In  the  volume 
of  "Ballads,  Poems,  and  Lyrics,"  published 
in  1850,  appeared  a  number  of  translations 
from  the  French,  Italian,  Spanish  and  Ger- 
man. These  were  distinguished  by  their 
grace  and  fidelity,  and  showed  the  wide 
range  of  the  poet's  reading.— Crane,  T.  F., 
1882,  Denis  Florence  MacCarthy,  Catholic 
World,  vol  35,  p.  669. 

MacCarthy  taught  the  uses  of  a  national 


literature,  and  the  noble  and  unselfish  re- 
ward it  aimed  to  win,  with  a  persuasive- 
ness that  recalled  Davis.— Duffy,  Sir 
Charles  Gavan,  1882,  Four  Years  of  Irish 
History,  1845-1849,  p.  72. 

A  prose  work,  "Shelley's  Early  life  from 
Original  Sources"  brought  out  some  highly 
interesting  facts  in  reference  to  the  great 
English  poet,  especially  as  to  that  period  of 
his  youth  when  he  for  a  while  threw  him- 
self into  the  struggles  of  Ireland  for  the 
amelioration  of  her  laws.  "  Waiting  for  the 
May  "  is  one  of  Mr.  MacCarthy's  best  known 
and  most  admired  lyrics.  In  the  Centenary 
of  Moore  he  was  naturally  chosen  to  take  a 
leading  part,  and  comp<»ed  an  ode  which 
was  fiSly  worthy  of  the  great  occasion. — 
O'Connor,  T.  P.,  1882,  The  Cabinet  of  Irish 
lAteratuTe,  ed.  Read,  voL  iv,  p,  154 

Despite  his  gift  of  melodious  verse,  it  is 
less  through  his  original  poetry  that  Mr. 
MacCarthy  is  known  in  literature  than 
through  his  successful  translations  from  the 
great  Spanish  dramatist  whom  he  chose  for 
his  principal  subject  of  study,  and  whose 
works  his  own  lyrical  facility,  and  other 
mental  endowments,  so  well  qualified  him 
for  interpreting.  .  .  .  With  the  more  mo- 
bile Celt  the  case  is  different.  His  quicker 
perceptions  and  more  responsive  tempera- 
ment give  him  the  power  of  merging  his 
own  individuality  in  that  of  another,  and 
clothing  his  mind  at  will  in  a  new  language 
or  a  new  habit  of  thought.  And  it  was  be- 
cause he  grafted  on  this  typical  Irish  genial- 
ity of  temperament  the  quick  sensibilities  of 
a  poet,  and  the  finely-strung  perceptions  of 
a  man  of  letters,  that  Mr.  MacCarthy  was 
so  admirably  fitted  for  his  part  as  the  inter- 
preter of  foreign  genius.— Clerkb,  E.  M., 
1883,  Denis  Florence  MacCarthy,  DtMin 
Review,  vol.  92,  pp.  269, 270. 

Was  a  frequent  and  valuable  contributor 
to  it  (The  NaiionY  ...  He  was  an  in- 
dustrious writer,  having  produced  five  vol- 
umes of  original  verde  as  well  as  numerous 
translations  from  Calderon,  and  his  work 
was  always  on  a  high  level.  The  strain 
of  indignant  satire  in  "Cease  to  do  Evil" 
does  not  often  recur— his  imagination  dwelt 
rather  on  the  sweet  and  gracious  aspects  of 
life  and  Nature,  and  these  he  rendered  ia 
verse  marked  by  sincere  feeling,  wide  cult- 
ure, and  careful  though  unpretentious  art* 
—Brooke,  Stopford  A.,  and  Rolubston, 
T.  W.,  1900,  eds.  A  Treasury  of  Irish  Poetry, 
p.  169. 
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William  Stanley  Jevons 

1835-1882 
Born  in  Liverpool,  1st  September  1835,  studied  there  and  in  London.  Assayer  to  Syd- 
ney mint  1854-59,  in  1866  he  became  professor  of  Logic  and  Political  Economy  at  Owens 
College,  Manchester,  and  in  1876-81  held  the  chair  of  Political  Economy  at  University 
College,  London.  He  was  drowned  13th  August  1882  whilst  bathing  at  Bexhill,  near 
Hastings.  Jevons  popularised  the  mathematical  methods  of  Boole,  and  wrote  "Ele- 
mentary Lessons  in  Logic"  (1870);  "Principles  of  Science"  (1874),  "Studies  in  Deduc- 
tive Logic"  (1.880),  and  "Pure  Logic  and  other  Minor  Works,"  (1890).  To  the  science 
of  political  economy  he  contribute  "The  Coal  Question"  (1865),  which  led  to  the  ap- 
pointment of  a  Royal  Commission,  and  "Theory  of  Political  Economy"  (1871;  3d  ed. 
1888).  See  his  "  Letters  and  Journals, "  edited  by  hb  wife  (1886).— Patrick  and  Groome, 
eds.,  1897,  Chambers* $  Biographical  Dictionary j  p.  534. 


PERSONAL 

A  philosophic  mildness  uradiated  his 
private  life.  His  friends  and  all  who  con- 
sulted him  in  their  difficulties  experienced 
that  the  wisest  was  also  the  kindest  of  men. 
Those  who  know  nothing  of  him  but  his 
books  should  learn  that  it  was  only  in  his 
controversial  writing  that  the  appearance  of 
a  sort  of  odium  loqieum  might  seem  to  over- 
cast the  serenity  of  his  nature.  After  all, 
like  Mr.  Butler  in  the  "Heart  of  Midlothian/' 
he  was  a  man  and  had  been  a  teacher.  The 
imposed  necessity  of  using  Mill's  writings 
as  text-books  may  have  led  him  at  once  to 
scan  minutely  the  faults  and  to  estimate  too 
extravagantiy  the  influence  of  his  great 
predecessor,  till  at  last  he  burst  out—"  I  will 
no  longer  consent  to  live  silentiy  under  the 
incumbus  of  bad  logic  and  bad  philosophy 
which  Mill's  worlm  have  laid  upon  us.'' 
There  may  have  been  here  an  error  of 
judgment;  but  there  never  was  an  unworthy 
feeling  of  jealousy  in  the  breast  of  the  phi- 
losopher.—Edgbworth,  F.  Y.,  1882,  TFiH- 
iam  Stanley  Jevons,  The  Academy,  vol.  22, 
p.  151. 

Jevons  was  distinguished  by  a  noble  sim- 
plicity of  disposition.  In  accordance  with 
this,  the  key-note  to  his  character,  he  was 
pious  m  the  broadest  sense  of  the  word, 
tender-hearted,  readily  interested  in  what/- 
ever  had  a  real  human  significance,  and, 
notwithstanding,  a  constitutional  tendency 
to  depression,  very  easily  pleased  and 
amused.  Both  intellectually  and  morally 
8elf-centred,he  was  entirely  free  from  sor- 
did ambition,  and  from  the  mere  love  of 
applause.  No  more  honest  man  ever 
achieved  fame  while  living  laborious  days, 
and  striving  from  his  boyhood  upward  to 
become  "a  powerful  good  in  the  world." — 
Ward,  Adolphus  William,  1892,  DicHon- 
aryoj  National  Biography, vol  xxix,  p.  378. 


GENERAL 

In  him  an  antique  boldness  of  theory  was 
complemented  by  the  cautious  spirit  of 
Baconian  investigation.  He  seemed  to  see 
with  equal  eye  the  general  and  the  par- 
ticular. Of  him  alone  it  would  be  difficult 
to  say  that  he  looked  on  one  side  of  truth's 
shield  more  readily  than  the  other.  ...  At 
the  basis  of  his  system,  as  th»  ground  work 
of  his  magnificent  "Principles  of  Science," 
he  placed  Logic.  He  took  a  mathematical 
pleasure  in  manipulating  her  empty  forms. 
.  .  .  The  abstract  nature  of  Prof.  Jevons' 
intellect,  instinctly  flying  to  the  highest 
generalisations,  is  conspicous  in  his  daring 
attempt  to  apply  mathematics  to  political 
economy.  Of  course  the  attempt  stands 
condemned  beforehand  by  dull  routine  and 
litUraieur  pertness — profoundly  ignorant 
of  the  methods  of  mathematics.  .  .  .  Com- 
ing to  the  more  ordinary  level  of  abstrac- 
tion^ in  the  region  of  "Middle  Axiom,"  we 
shall  find  more  universally  conspicuous 
monuments  of  genius  in  Prof.  Jevons'  splen- 
did investigations  on  the  "Fall  in  the  Value 
of  Gold,"  the  "Coal  Question,"  and  a 
series  of  some  fifty  papers  of  the  highest 
economical  and  statistical  value.  In  such 
publications  as  formed  part  of  educational 
or  scientific  series,  the  scientific  primer  of 
Political  Ecobomy,  and  the  volume  on 
"Money"  he  showed  his  unrivalled  power  of 
making  dry  subjects  attractive  and  even 
amusing.— Edgeworth,  F.  Y.,  1882,  Will- 
tarn  Stanley  Jevons,  The  Academy,  vol.  22, 
p.  151. 

Some  of  his  equations  are  perhaps  useful 
as  a  concise  mode  of  expression:  others  ap- 
pear to  illustrate  the  impossibiKty  of  deal- 
ing with  abstract  ideas  by  mathematical 
processes.  He  is,  consequently,  often  cred- 
ited with  the  obviously  absurd  theory  that 
the  ultimate  criterion  of  value  is  the  current 
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estimation  of  a  commodity,  or,  to  use  the 
iU-chosen  Jevonian  expression,  ''the  final 
degree  of  utility."  Such  a  theory,  like 
many  others  of  a  similar  kind,  would  con- 
found the  essence  or  the  substance  of  a 
thing  with  its  mere  phenomenal  expression 
or  manifestation.  No  one  denies,  or  ever  has 
denied,  that  supply  and  demand  enter  into 
the  temporary  value  or  the  price  of  any- 
thing, but  this  is  very  different  from  con- 
founding the  mere  expression  of  value  in 
any  particular  instance  with  that  value 
which  constitutes  the  substance  of  every 
economic  object,  and  without  which  that 
object  could  not  be.— Bax,  Ernest  Bel- 
fort,  1887,  cd.,  The  WeaUh  of  Natiam,  In- 
traduction,  vol,  I,  p,  xxxvi. 

The  treatise  on  economics  which  Jevons 
had  planned  and  partly  written,  and  which 
he  intended  to  make  his  magnum  opus,  will 
remain  lost  to  the  world.  But  he  left  be- 
hind him  more  than  enough  to  warrant  his 
European  reputation  as  a  statistician  of 
vast  industry  and  rare  gifts  of  combina- 
tion, and  as  an  economist  of  high  original 
power.  In  the  opinion  of  Professor  Al- 
fred Marshall,  the  great  body  of  Jevons's 
economic  work  "will  probably  be  found  to 


have  more  constructive  force  than  any  save 
that  of  Ricardo  that  has  been  done  during 
the  last  hundred  years. "  As  a  logician,  he 
sought  with  considerable  success  to  ad- 
vance, as  well  as  defend,  the  position  taken 
up  by  Boole,  and  to  establish  the  applic- 
ability of  his  theory  of  reasoning  to  all 
branches  of  scientific  inquiry. — Ward, 
Adolphus  William,  1892,  Dictionary  of 
National  Biography,  vol.  xxjx,  p.  377. 

Working  on  Boole's  system,  William 
Stanley  Jevons  arrived  at  a  more  conven- 
ient symbolic  method  in  his  works  "Pure 
Logic"  (1864),  "The  Substitution  of  Simi- 
lars" (1869),  and  "The  Principles  of  Sci- 
ence "  (1872).  The  last  two  of  these  belong 
chronologically  to  our  next  period,  but  are 
mentioned  here  because  they  are  so  closely 
associated  with  the  preceding  logical  move- 
ment. In  "The  Principles  of  Science" 
Jevons  does  not  deal  merely  with  formal  in- 
ferences, but  goes  over  the  ground  traversed 
by  Mill  in  his  inductive  logic.  Competent 
critics  are  of  the  opinion  that  he  displays 
more  knowledge  of  actual  scientific  methods 
of  investigation  than  Mill,  but  less  philo- 
sophic insight.— WmTFAKER,  T.,  1897,  So^ 
cial  England,  ed.  Traill,  vol  yi,  p.  327. 


George  Perkins  Marsh 

1801-1882 
An  American  philologist;  bom  in  Woodstock,  Vt.,  March  15, 1801;  died  in  Vallombrosa, 
Italy,  July  23, 1882.  A  graduate  of  Dartmouth  in  1820,  he  practiced  law  in  Burlington, 
Vt.,  became  Member  of  (>)ngress,  1842-49,  minister  to  Turkey  1849-53,  and  first  minister 
to  the  new  kingdom  of  Italy  1861,  holding  the  post  until  his  death,  a  period  of  over  twenty 
years.  As  a  £plomatist  he  had  great  ability.^  His  services  to  the  study  of  language, 
especiaUy  the  history  of  his  own  tongue,  give  him  a  distinguished  place  among  American 
scholars.  The  " Origin  and  History  of  the  English  Language"  remains  a  standard  work. 
He  translated  Rask's  "Icelandic  Grammar"  (1838);  and  al^  published  "Lectures  on  the 
English  Language"  (1861);  an  edition  of  Wedgwood's  "Etymolcjgy;"  and  "The  Earth 
as  Modified  by  Human  Action"  (1874).  A  revised  edition  of  his  complete  works  ap- 
peared in  1885;  his  " Life  and  Letters"  compiled  by  his  widow  in  1888.  A  part  of  his  fine 
ubrary  of  Scandmavian  literature  was  acquired  by  the  University  of  Vermont.— 
Warner,  Charles  Dudley,  ed.,  1897,  Library  of  the  World's  Best  Literature,  Biographical 
Dictionary,  vol  xxix,  p.  369. 


PERSONAL 

A  savant,  and  has  written  an  excellent 
book  on  the  English  language.  He  is  a  tall, 
stout,  homely-looking  man  of  about  fifty- 
five,  redeemed  from  Yankeeism  by  his 
European  readence  and  culture.  I  like 
him  very  much,  and  his  wife  is  a  handsome 
woman.— Arnold,  Matthew,  1865,  To  kU 
Wife,  June  22;  Letters  ed.  Russell,  vol  i,  p. 
328. 

When  I  recall  the  career  of  this  eminent 


scholar,  I  am  impressed  with  the  harmony 
of  his  life,  as  well  as  of  its  ending. 
He  left  college  fired  with  a  desire  to 
acquire  knowledge  from  the  study  both  of 
books  and  nature,  and  whether  following 
the  profession  of  law,  or  serving  his  coun- 
try as  a  statesman  or  diplomat,  he  never 
varied  from  his  original  purpose.  He  first 
saw  the  light  in  one  of  the  beautiful  valleys 
of  Vermont,  and  he  died  in  an  equally  beau- 
tiful valley  among  the  Apennines,  almosfc 
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within  the  shadow  of  the  most  ancient  seats 
of  learning.  When  in  his  early  prime,  his 
mind  reveled  among  the  historical  records 
and  wild  scenery  of  Scandinavia;  it  was 
then  his  privilege  to  travel  extensively 
through  the  countries  bordering  on  the 
Mediterranean;  and  when  the  shadows  of 
his  life  welre  lengthening,  Providence  gave 
him  a  pleasant  home  under  Italian  skies, 
where  he  died,  and  where  his  grave  is  cer- 
tain to  be  visited  with  love  and  veneration 
by  thousands  of  his  countrymen  in  future 
years.— Lanman,  Charles,  1882,  Gearffe 
PerkiniManh,  Literary  World,  vol.  13,p.  353. 

It  has  been  my  fortune  in  a  varied  and 
adventurous  life  to  make  the  acquaintance 
of  many  distinguished  men,  and  of  all  I  ever 
knew  George  P.  Marsh  was  the  noblest 
combination,  me  judice,  of  the  noblest 
qualities  which  distinguish  man— inflexible 
honesty,  public  and  private;  the  most  in- 
telligent and  purest  patriotism;  ideality  of 
the  highest  as  to  his  service  in  his  official 
career;  generosity  and  self-sacrifice  in  his 
personal  relations;  quick  and  liberal  appre- 
ciation of  all  good  in  others,  and  the  most 
angular  modesty  in  all  that  concerned  him- 
self; unfaltering  adherence  to  truth  at  any 
cost;  an  adamantine  recognition  of  duty 
which  knew  no  deflection  from  personal 
motive;  and,  binding  the  whole  in  the 
noblest  and  truest  of  lives,  a  sincere  re- 
ligious temperament,  in  which  the  extreme 
of  liberality  to  others  was  united  to  the  pro- 
foundest  humility  as  to  himself.  ...  Mr. 
Marsh  could  never  have  been  a  popular 
man,  except  among  students.  His  high, 
unbending  sense  of  justice;  his  aversion  to 
and  contempt  for  anything  that  savored  of 
duplicity,  disdngenuousness,  partiality,  or 
favoritism;  his  intolerance  of  anything  that 
resembled  corruption,  unfitted  him  for 
American  politics,  while  the  same  justice 
in  personal  matters,  coupled  with  a  smgular 
want  of  egoistic  ambition  and  rare  humil- 
ty,  seemed  to  prevent  that  display  of 
personal  preferences  which  contributes  so 
largely  to  the  creation  of  individual  en- 
thusiasm. If  anybody  loved  him,  it  was 
for  the  sake  of  the  truth  and  the  justice  he 
Idmself  so  revered;  he  was  so  broad  in 
his  humanities,  so  uncompromiang  in  his 
judgments  on  his  own  feelings,  so  free  from 
vanity  of  any  Idnd,  or  ostentation,  that  he 
seemed  ahnost  impersonal.  —  Stillman, 
William  Jakes,  1882,  The  Late  Oeor^  P. 
Manh,  The  NoHon,  vol  35,  p.  301 


Perhaps  the  most  remarkable  feature  in 
Mr.  Marsh's  linguistic  attainment  was  his 
ability  to  speak  and  write  a  language  as 
soon  as  he  could  read  it  fluently.  His 
ear  was  extremely  acute  in  distinguishing 
vocal  sounds,  and  his  power  of  reproducing 
them  was  not  less  remarkable.  He  never 
lost  an  opportunity  of  listening  to  the  con- 
versation of  those  to  whom  the  language  he 
was  studying  was  native,  and  always  joined 
in  it  when  possible.  His  memory,  naturally 
very  tenacious,  and  strengthened  by  the 
necessity  of  trusting  to  it  rather  than  to  his 
eyes,  served  him  for  the  rest.  .  .  .  His 
physical  powers  were  now  (1839)  in  their 
fullest  vigor,  and  he  had  little  the  appear- 
ance of  a  close  student.  The  tall  and  dender 
aspect,  which  his  six  feet  of  stature  gave 
him  in  his  early  youth,  had  disappeared  in 
the  development  of  full,  strong  muscles, 
and  his  iinn  step  and  erect  bearing  con- 
veyed the  impression  of  great  bodily 
strength,  which,  in  fact,  he  possessed.  His 
habitual  expression  was  grave;  the  firm- 
set  mouth  might  even  be  called  stem;  and 
his  earnest  gray  eyes  always  seemed  to 
look  through  the  object  they  were  resting 
upon.  There  was,  m  short,  an  intense 
personality  about  him,  which  inspired  all 
who  knew  him  with  respect,  and  many  who 
did  not  know  him  with  something  very  like 
fear.— Marsh,  Caroline  C,  1888,  ed.  Life 
and  Letters  of  George  Perkins  Marsh,  vol.  i, 
pp.  22, 29. 

Mr.  Marsh  was  always  an  early  riser.  His 
working  time  was  between  five  and  nine  in 
the  morning.  He  struck  an  average  when 
he  was  a  lawyer  by  sleeping  in  his  office 
while  his  partner  listened  to  bores;  in  the 
House  of  Representatives  it  was  a  standing 
pleasantry  to  predict  when  J.  Q.  Adams  and 
G.  P.  Marsh  would  go  to  sleep.  He  read  as 
fast  as  another  man  would  turn  the  leaves 
of  a  book,  and  his  habit  was  to  begin  in  the 
middle  and  read  both  ways.  He  read  many 
books  at  once,  changing  from  one  to  an- 
other every  hour  or  so.— March,  Francis 
Andrew,  1888,  George  Perkins  Marsh,  The 
Nation,  vol.  47,  p.  214. 

During  the  later  portion  of  my  life  at 
Florence,  and  subsequently  at  Rome,  Mr. 
G.  P.  Marsh  and  his  very  charming  wife 
were  among  our  most  valued  friends  for 
many  years.  ...  Mr.  Marsh  was  a  man  of 
very  large  and  varied  culture.  A  thorough 
classical  scholar  and  excellent  modem 
linguist,  philology  was,  perhaps,  his  most 
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favourite  pursuit.  ...  Mr.  Marsh  died, 
full  of  years  and  honors,  at  a  ripe  old  age. 
But  the  closing  scene  of  his  life  was  remark- 
able from  the  locality  of  it.  He  had  gone  to 
pass  the  hot  season  at  Vallombrosa,  where 
a  comfortable  hotel  replaces  the  old  far- 
estieria  of  the  monastery,  while  a  school  of 
forestry  has  been  established  by  the  gov- 
ernment within  its  walls.  Amid  those 
secular  shades  the  old  diplomatist  and 
scholar  breathed  his  last,  and  could  not 
have  done  so  in  a  more  peaceful  spot.  But 
the  very  inaccessible  nature  of  the  place 
made  it  a  question  of  some  difficulty  how  the 
body  should  be  transported  in  properly  de- 
corous fashion  to  the  railway  station  in  the 
valley  below— a  difficulty  which  was  solved 
by  the  young  scholars  of  the  school  of 
forestry,  who  turned  out  in  a  body  to  have 
the  honor  of  bearing  on  their  shoulders  the 
remains  of  the  man  whose  writings  had 
done  so  much  to  awaken  the  government  to 
the  necessity  of  establishing  the  institution 
to  which  they  belonged.  —  Trollope, 
Thomas  Adolphus,  1888,  What  I  Remember, 
fp.  448,  450. 

Physically,  he  represented  a  more  stal- 
wart bit  of  New  Elngland  manhood  than 
Bancroft.  .  .  .  His  father  was  a  large  land- 
owner, magistrate,  and  sturdy  Puritan. 
The  Puritan  sturdiness  the  son  inherited, 
with  many  yeoman-like  qualities,  and  quite 
unusual  bookish  aptitudes.  As  a  boy  he 
regaled  himself  with  stolen  readings  of  an 
early  EncyclopsDdia  Britannica;  nor  did  he 
at  any  age  or  under  any  circumstances 
outgrow  an  insatiate  greed  for  ''knowing 
things."  He  had  never  any  patience  with 
dabblers  or  with  those  who  "half  knew" 
things.  This  touch  of  portraiture,  will,  I 
am  sure,  be  recognized  by  anyone  who  ever 
encountered  the  stalwart  presence  and  the 
questioning  attitude  which  always  be- 
longed to  George  P.  Marsh.  ...  We  know 
that  his  appetite  for  the  beautiful,  whether 
in  art  or  nature,  never  abated;  we  know 
that  the  old  Cromwellian  Puritanism  in  him 
fdways  growled  (though  under  breath)  at 
any  invasion  upon  popular  rights;  we  know 
that  tiaras  and  mitres  always  had  a  paste- 
board look  to  him;  we  know  that  courtesy 
and  friendliness  and  bonhomie  always 
touched  him,  whether  in  kings  or  paupers; 
we  know  that  he  greatly  lov^  to  inoculate 
all  open-minded,  cultivated  American 
travellers  with  his  own  abounding  love  for 
Italian  art  and  Italian  hopes;  we  Imow  that 


the  water-flashes  of  Tivoli  or  Temi,  or  all 
the  blues  by  Capri,  never  wiped  from  his 
memory  the  summer  murmurs  of  the  Quee- 
chee  at  Woodstock,  or  the  play  of  the  steely 
surface  of  Champlain,  under  its  backing  of 
Adirondack  Mountains. — Mitchell,  Don- 
ald G.,  1899,  American  Lands  and  Letters, 
Leather  Stocking  to  Foe's  "Raven,"  pp.  59, 
60,72. 

GENERAL 
Mr.  Marsh  is  known  as  a  scholar  of  pro- 
found and  various  erudition,  as  a  writer  of 
strongly  marked  individuality  and  nation- 
ality. His  sympathies  are  with  the  Goths, 
whose  presence  he  recognizes  in  whatever 
is  grand  and  peculiar  in  the  characto^  of 
the  founders  of  New  England,  and  in  what- 
ever gives  promise  of  her  integrity,  great- 
ness, and  permanence.  He  is  undoubtedly 
better  versed  than  any  American  in  the 
fresh  and  vigorous  literature  of  the  north  of 
Europe,  and  perhaps  is  so  also  in  that  fruit 
of  a  new  birth  of  genius  and  virtue,  the 
Puritan  literature  of  Great  Britain,  and 
continental  Europe.  In  the  ''Goths  in  New 
England,''  (published  in  1836),  he  has  con- 
trasted in  a  striking  manner  the  characters 
of  the  Goths  and  the  Romans,  and  traced 
the  presence  and  influence  of  the  former  in 
the  origin  and  growth  of  thb  republic;  and 
in  a  discoiu^  recently  delivered  before  the 
New  England  Society  of  the  city  of  New 
York,  he  enters  again  upon  the  subject,  and 
points  to  the  growth  among  us,  of  the  Ro- 
man element  which  is  as  antagonistical  to 
freedom  as  it  is  to  Gothicism.--GRiswoLD, 
RUFUS  WiLMOT,  1847-70,  The  Prose 
Writers  of  America,  ed.  Dillingham,  p.  414. 

Mr.  Marsh's  articles  are  admirably  solid. 
His  style  is  his  weak  point.  It  is  apt  to  be 
what  I  should  call  "congregational."  But 
he  is  much  better  than  usual  in  the  Nation 
thus  far.  As  an  editor,  I  should  find  fault 
with  his  articles  as  being  too  palpably  parts 
of  a  book.  He  does  not  get  under  way  quite 
rapidly  enough  for  a  newspaper.  But  all  he 
says  is  worth  reading  for  its  matter. — 
Lowell,  James  Russell,  1866,  To  E.  L. 
Godkin,  Oct.  19;  Letters,  ed^  Norton,  vol.  I, 
p.  372. 

Prof.  Marsh's  two  volumes  on  the  English 
Language  entitle  him  to  a  prominent  place 
in  literature.  They  are  the  fruits  of  original 
reading  and  study,  and  are  marked  by 
breadth  of  view  and  soundness  of  judgment. 
—Hart,  John  S.,  1872,  A  Manual  of  Ameri- 
can Literature,  p.  254. 
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Mr.  Marsh  is  an  eminent  scholar  in  the 
northern  languages  of  Europe,  and  holds  a 
high  place  among  philologists.  His  prin- 
cipal work,  entitled  ''Lectures  on  the  Eng- 
lish Language/'  is  a  treatise  of  great  value, 
and  possesses  an  unusual  degree  of  interest. 
—Underwood,  Francis  H.,  1872,  A  Hand- 
Book  of  English  Literature,  American  Avr 
thors,  p.  206. 

The  subject  of  it  ["Man  in  Nature"]  is 
the  modifications  and  alterations  which  this 
planet  has  undergone  at  the  hands  of 
man.  His  subject  leads  him  to  consider 
much  at  large  the  denudation  of  mountains, 
which  has  caused  and  is  causing  such 
calamitous  mischief  in  Italy  and  the  south 
of  France.  He  shows  very  convincingly 
and  interestingly  that  the  destruction  of 
forests  causes  not  only  floods  in  winter  and 
spring,  but  drought  in  summer  and  autumn. 
And  the  efforts  which  have  recently  been 
made  in  Italy  to  take  some  steps  towards 
the  reclothing  of  the  mountain-sides  have 
in  great  measure  been  due  to  his  work, 
which  has  been  largely  circulated  in  an 
Italian  translation.— Trollope,  Thoicas 
Adolphus,  1888,  What  I  Remember,  p.  448. 

In  1838  he  printed  an  Icelandic  grammar. 
He  collected  the  rarest  books  in  these  north- 
em  languages  and  read  them.  He  also  wrote 
articles  about  them,  and  delivered  orations 
—or,  at  least,  an  oration,  a  great  one,  de- 
livered before  the  Philomathesian  Society 
of  Middlebury,  Vermont,  in  1843.  At  that 
time  these  languages  and  literatures,  the 
Anglo-Saxon  and  Icelandic,  were  as  remote 
from  common  scholarly  knowledge  as  Al- 
gonkin  or  Choctaw.  The  swarm  of  German 
scholars  had  not  yet  lighted  upon  them. 
Grimm's  knowledge  of  "^wulf '  was  talked 
of  much  as  Mr.  Trumbull's  knowledge  of 
Eliot's  Bible  is  now.  Four  or  five  English- 
men were  working  with  Grimm  or  after  him. 
The  Kembles  were  lamenting  that  John 


Mitchell  Kemble  was  nothing  better  than 
the  chief  of  Anglo-Saxonists  in  England.  No 
one  of  them  was  to  be  compared  for  a  mo- 
ment with  Mr.  Marsh  in  general  mental 
vigor  or  special  linguistic  genius.  His  pub- 
lished works  are  eminently  fresh  and  or- 
iginal, not  of  any  school,  not  discussions  of 
other  students'  views  but  clear  statements 
of  what  he  saw  with  his  own  eyes  in  his 
own  copies  of  the  original  works,  with  the 
comments  of  an  American  thinker.  His 
"Lectures  on  the  English  Language,"  de- 
livered before  the  post-graduates  of  Colum- 
bia College  in  1859,  and  "Lectures  on  the 
Origin  and  History  of  the  English  Language 
and  Its  Early  Literature, "  delivered  before 
the  Lowell  Institute  in  1860,  were  almost 
extemporaneous  utterances  from  the  stores 
of  his  earlier  studies,  but  they  were  every- 
where recognised  as  the  best  books  of  their 
kind,  and  they  are  stUl  counted  among  the 
books  which  no  gentleman's  library  can  be 
without.— March,  Francis  Andrew,  1888, 
George  Perkins  Marsh,  The  Nation,  vol.  47, 
p.  214. 

Those  lectures  for  Harvard  and  Columbia 
resulting  in  his  scholarly  books  upon  early 
English  literature  and  language;  scholarly 
and  interesting,  but  lacking  the  careful 
synthesis  which  is  apt  to  be  lacking  in 
works  written  swiftly,  out  of  whatever  ful- 
ness of  knowledge,  for  a  special  and  pres- 
sing occasion.  He  himself  was  never  quite 
satisfied  with  these  "chips"  hewed  away 
from  the  tree  of  his  knowledge.  In  "Man 
and  Nature,"  there  was  enough  of  wise 
observation,  sound  reasoning,  cumulated 
knowledge  for  a  half-dozen  treatises;  but 
there  was  also  that  unstudied  assemblage 
of  parts  which  did  not  invite  the  lazy  com- 
panionship and  easy  perusal  of  the  average 
book-reader.— Mitchell,  Donald  G.,1899, 
American  Lands  and  Letters,  Leather  Stock- 
ing  to  Poe's  '*  Raven,"  p.  67. 


Orville  Dewey 

1794-1882 
An  American  Unitarian  clergyman.  He  was  bom  in  Massachusetts,  graduated  at 
Williams  College,  and  later  became  a  divinity  student  at  Andover.  He  preached  in  Bos- 
ton for  two  years,  as  assistant  to  Dr.  Channing,  forming  a  friendship  which  was  only 
broken  by  death.  In  1823  he  became  pastor  of  the  Unitarian  Church  in  New  Bedford. 
He  went  to  New  York  in  1835,  and  while  pastor  there  secured  the  erection  of  the  Church 
of  the  Messiah.  About  1844  he  quitted  the  pulpit  and  lectured  in  various  parts  of  the 
country.  Among  his  works  are:  "Letters  on  Revivals;"  "Discourses  on  Human  Na- 
ture;" "Discourses  on  Human  Life"  (1841);  "Discourses  on  the  Nature  of  Religion;" 
and  "The  Unitarian  Belief."     A  collected  edition  of  his  works  appeared  in  New  York 
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(1847).  Consult  his  "Autobiography  and  Letters,"  edited  by  his  daughter  (Boston, 
1884).— Oilman,  Peck  and  Colby,  ed%,,  1903,  The  New  International  Encydopadia,  vol. 
VI,  p.  29. 


PERSONAL 

In  conversation,  a  person  of  Dr.  Dewejr's 
thought  and  culture  cannot  but  be  attrac- 
tive, if  he  gives  freedom  to  his  thoughts  and 
play  to  his  fancy.  This  he  does  to  an  un- 
usual degree.  He  is  one  of  the  best  conver- 
sationists, maintaining  lively  chat  of  anec- 
dote, illustration,  and  repartee,  with  a  vein 
of  soimd  sense  constantly  revealing  itself, 
and  an  underlying  strata  of  philosophical 
and  religious  thought  ever  cropping  out. 
In  person,  Mr.  Dewey  is  of  medium  height, 
with  a  well-compacted  body,  surmounted 
by  a  head  quite  too  large  to  be  propor- 
tioned; with  a  full,  high,  and  broad  fore- 
head; with  dark,  short,  undirected  hair; 
and  a  large,  flexible,  expressive,  and  homely 
mouth.  Dr.  Dewey's  style  is  the  result  of 
severe  discipline,  and  one  difficult  of  at- 
tainment. It  is  both  ornate  and  chaste.  It 
is  not  so  likely  to  win  the  applause  of  the 
many  f  butitfmds  its  way  to  an  aristocracy 
of  mind  on  terms  of  confidence.  It  has  a 
nobility  of  air,  which  marks  it  as  of  a 
privileged  order.  .  .  .  The  orator  must 
possess  dignity,  yet  without  pompoaty; 
ease,  without  slovenliness;  richness  of 
style,  without  inflation;  simplicity,  with- 
out abruptness;  power,  without  commo- 
tion; earnestness,  without  haste;  he  must 
be  impassioned, but  not  passionate; roused, 
but  not  vehement;  on-going,  but  not  im- 
petuous. Such  an  orator  is  Dr.  Dewey.  His 
periods  are  perfectly  complete  and  rounded, 
yet  filled  by  the  thought;  the  variety  is 
great,  yet  a  symmetry  prevails;  and  in  gen- 
eral we  find  that  harmony  between  the 
thoughts  and  their  form,  which  should 
always  obtain.  Some  excel  in  style,  but 
lack  thought;  others  are  rich  in  thought, 
but  fail  in  style;  some  use  words  to  please 
the  ear  merely;  others  discard  all  grace  and 
melody.  Dr.  Dewey  combines  the  two. 
It  is  doubtful  whether  the  name  of  Saxon  or 
Roman  would  apply  to  his  style.  Artistic 
and  scholarly  it  certainly  is.  His  imagina- 
tion is  rich,  but  not  superfluous;  ready,  but 
not  obtrufflve.  It  takes  not  the  lead  of 
truth,  but  waits  on  her  as  a  handnuud.  It 
ffies,  but  not  to  weariness;  soars,  but  does 
not  strain  its  flight.  .  .  .  When  Dr.  Dewey 
appears  in  the  pulpit,  one  feels  that  an 
earnest,  devout,  thoughtful  man  is  to  speak. 
There  is  no  restlessness,  no  unnecessary 


shifting  and  arranging,  no  sudden  angular 
movements,  no  commotion,  no  hurry. — 
Fowler,  HiaiRT,  1856,  The  American  PtUr 
pU,  pp.  282,  286,  287. 

Dewey,  reared  in  the  country,  among 

Elain  but  not  common  people,  squarely 
uilt,  and  in  the  enjoyment  of  what  seemed 
robust  health,  had,  when  I  first  saw  him, 
at  forty  years  of  age,  a  massive  dignity  of 
person;  strong  features,  a  magnificent 
height  of  head,  a  carriage  almost  royal;  a 
voice  deep  and  solenm ;  a  face  capable  of  Uie 
utmost  expression,  and  an  action  which 
the  greatest  tragedian  could  not  have 
much  improved.  These  were  not  arts  and 
attainments,  but  native  gifts  of  person  and 
temperament.  An  intellect  of  the  first  class 
had  fallen  upon  a  spiritual  nature  tenderly 
alive  to  the  sense  of  divine  realities.  His 
awe  and  reverence  were  native,  and  they 
have  proved  indestructible.  He  did  not  so 
much  seek  religion  as  religion  sought  him. 
His  nature  was  characterized  from  early 
youth  by  a  union  of  massive  intellectufd 
power  with  an  almost  feminine  sensibility; 
a  poetic  imagination  with  a  rare  dramatic 
faculty  of  representation.  Diligent  as  a 
scholar,  a  careful  thinker,  accustomed  to 
test  his  own  impressions  by  patient  medita- 
tion, a  reasoner  of  the  most  cautious  kind; 
capable  of  holding  doubtful  conclusions, 
however  inviting,  in  suspense;  devout  and 
reverent  by  nature,— he  had  every  qualifi- 
cation for  a  great  preacher,  in  a  time  when 
the  old  foundations  were  broken  up  and 
men's  minds  were  demanding  |;uidance  and 
support  in  the  critical  transition  from  the 
days  of  pure  authority  to  the  days  of  per- 
sonal conviction  by  rational  evidence. 
Dewey  has  from  the  beginning  been  tiie 
most  truly  human  of  our  preachers.  No- 
body has  felt  so  fully  the  providential 
variety  of  mortal  passions,  exposures,  the 
beauty  and  happiness  of  our  earthly  life, 
the  lawfulness  of  our  ordinary  pursuits, 
the  significance  of  home,  of  business,  of 
pleasure,  of  society,  of  politics.  He  has 
made  himself  the  attorney  of  human  nature, 
defending  and  justifying  it  in  all  the  hostile 
suits  brought  against  it  by  imperfect  sym- 
pathy, by  theological  acrimony,  by  false 
dogmas.  Yet  he  never  was  for  a  moment 
the  apologist  of  selfishness,  vice,  or  folly; 
no  stncter  moralist  than  he  is  to  be  found; 
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no  worshipper  of  veracity  more  fdthful;  no 
wiser  or  more  tender  pleader  of  the  claims 
of  reverence  and  self-consecration. — Bel- 
lows, Henry  W.,  1879,  Addren  at  {he 
Fifty-fourth  Anniversary  of  the  Founding  of 
the  Church  of  the  Meniah,  New  York;  Auto- 
hioffraphy  arid  Letten  of  OrviMe  Dewey^  ed. 
Dewey,  p.  358. 

Here  and  there  one  remains,  to  listen 
with  interest  to  a  fresh  account  of  persons 
and  things  once  familiar;  while  the  story 
will  find  its  chief  audience  among  those 
who  remember  Mr.  Dewey  as  among  the 
lights  of  their  own  youth.  Those  also  who 
love  the  study  of  human  nature  may  follow 
with  pleasure  the  development  of  a  New 
England  boy,  with  a  character  of  great 
strength,  simplicity,  reverence,  and  honesty, 
with  scanty  opportunities  for  culture,  and 
heavily  handicapped  in  his  earlier  running, 
by  both  poverty  and  Calvinism,  but  pos- 
sessed from  the  first  by  the  love  of  truth 
and  knowledge,  and  by  a  generous  sym- 
pathy which  made  him  long  to  impart 
whatever  treasures  he  obtained.  To  trace 
the  growth  of  such  a  life  to  a  high  point  of 
usefulness  and  power,  to  see  it  unspoiled  by 
honor  and  admiration,  and  to  watch  its  re- 
tirement, under  the  pressure  of  nervous 
disease,  from  active  service,  while  never 
losing  its  concern  for  the  public  good,  its 
quicbiess  of  personal  sympathy,  nor  its 
interest  in  the  solution  of  the  mightiest 
problems  of  humanity,  cannot  be  an  al- 
together unprofitable  use  of  time  to  the 
reader,  while  to  the  writer  it  is  a  work  of 
consecration.— Dewey,  Maey  E.,  1883, 
ed.  Aviobiography  and  LeUert  of  Orville 
Dewey,  p.  8. 

Miss  Mary  Dewey,  in  the  admirable  mem- 
oir of  her  father,  lays  great  stress  on  his  affec- 
tionate qualities.  These  cannot  be  too  em- 
phatically asserted;  yet  they  probably  had 
more  scope  than  even  she  suspected.  In- 
deed, unless  I  am  much  mistaken,  they 
formed  the  basis  of  his  character.  He  was 
a  most  deep-feeling  man.  He  loved  his 
Mends  in  and  out  of  the  profession,  with  a 
loyal,  hearty,  obliging,  warm,  and  even 
tender  emotion,  expressing  itself  in  word 
and  deed.  It  was  overflowing,  not  in  any 
sentimental  manner,  but  in  a  manly,  sincere 
way.  He  was  a  man  of  infinite  good-will, 
of  a  quite  boundless  kindness.  His  voice, 
his  expression  of  face,  his  smile,  the  grasp 
of  hid  hand,— all  gave  si^s  of  it»  He  felt 
things  ke^ly;  his  sensibilities  were  most 
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acute;  even  his  thoughts  were  suffused  with 
emotion.  He  could  not  discuss  speculative 
themes  as  if  they  were  cold  or  dry.  Nothing 
was  arid  to  his  mind.  In  prayer  it  was  not 
unusual  for  his  audience  to  discern  tears 
rolling  down  his  cheeks.  .  .  .  In  him,  heart 
was  uppermost;  intellect,  conscience,  were 
of  subordinate  value  when  taken  alone;  in 
fact,  they  were  incomplete  by  themselves, 
and  wanted  their  proper  substance.  He 
said  once  that  his  skin  was  so  delicate  that 
the  least  soil  on  his  hands  was  felt  idl 
through  his  system  and  prevented  him  from 
working.  The  excessive  sensibility,  which 
could  not  be  understood  by  the  world  at 
large,  was  at  the  bottom  of  his  likes  and  dis- 
likes, and  of  his  personal  fears  and  hopes. 
Excitement  drained  off  his  strength.  He 
exhausted  himself  physically,  and  fell  into 
ill-health  by  exertions  that  would  not  have 
taxed  an  ordinary  constitution.  It  cost 
him  a  great  deal  to  write  sermons,  to  visit 
the  sick  and  sorrowing,  to  conduct  public 
services.  At  the  same  time,  he  was  dis- 
qualified, by  a  certain  want  of  steel  in  his 
blood,  for  any  but  the  clerical  profession, 
where  qualities  like  his  are  of  inestimable 
value,  and  of  the  rarest  kind.— Frothing- 
HAM,  OcTAVius  Brooks,  1891,  RtcoUtc-^ 
turns  and  Impressions,  p.  176. 

GENERAL 
The  distinguishing  peculiarity  of  these 
"Discourses,"  is,  in  fact,  that  they  aim  to 
persuade  and  convince  men,  with  an  ear- 
nestness and  power  from  which  there  is  no 
escaping,  of  their  spiritual  and  Ltnmortal 
nature,— of  the  exceeding  and  eternal 
worth  of  that  nature,— of  the  primary  ob- 
ligation to  value  and  cultivate  it,— of  the 
inexpressible  sin  of  neglecting,  abusing,  per- 
verting it.  The  title-page  announces  Dis- 
courses on  various  subjeets,sjid  they  are 
various  in  the  common  sense  of  the  word,— 
but  still  they  are  only  different  points  of 
view  from  which  the  attention  is  directed  to 
one  central  prospect.  Whatever  be  the 
name  of  the  discourse,  its  great  end  and 
aim  is  to  bring  men  to  knowledge,— not 
coldly  and  theoretically,  but  earnestly  and 
abidingly,— that  they  are  responsible 
creatures,  living  under  the  eye  and  govern- 
ment of  an  infinite  God,  and  having  far 
higher  trusts  and  interests  than  any  which 
belong  to  this  world  alone.  ...  We  need 
say  nothing  of  Mr.  Dewey'^s  style.  ...  It 
exactly  befits  the  thought.  It  is  the  spon- 
taneous language  of  an  earnest  and  eloquent 
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spirit.  It  has  starts,  and  breaks,  and  pa- 
rentheses within  parentheses,— but  no  con- 
fusion, no  obscurity.  We  see  how  it  might 
be  criticized;  but  we  shall  not  criticize  it, 
and  we  would  not  have  it  other  than  it  is;— 
or,  if  different  in  some  few  respects,  not  so 
different  as  to  change  its  character.—- 
Greenwood,  F.  W.  P.,  1835,  Dewey's  Di^ 
courses,  Christian  Examiner,  vol.  18,  pp.  390, 
396. 

The  views  which  he  presents,  ["Dis- 
courses"] on  subjects  so  various,  and  singly 
of  such  wide  relations,  it  is  to  be  supposed 
will  be  found,  in  different  places,  more  or 
less  striking  and  weighty.  But  this  is  ap- 
parent throughout,  that  he  is  speaking  his 
own  observations  and  convictions;  that  he 
is  uttering  himself;  that,  however  he  may 
have  been  indebted  to  books  for  excite- 
ments and  illustrations,  he  owes  to  them 
none  of  his  processes  of  inquu-y,  and  none  of 
his  conclusions.  Often  his  views,  while  they 
are  novel,  are  sagacious  and  satisfactory; 
his  appeals  are  often  strongly  exciting.  But 
this  charm  is  never  absent  from  what  he 
writes,  that  it  is  evidently  fresh  from  the 
author's  own  mind.  And,  as  to  style,  there 
is  often  a  grace  and  gorgeousness,  and 
often  a  condensed  force  of  diction,  which 
makes  ample  amends  for  the  somewhat 
characteristic  infelicities,  to  which  we  have 
referred.— Palfrey,  John  Gorham,  1838, 
Detoeffs  Discourses,  North  American  Re- 
view, vol,  47,  p.  473. 

Believing  that  the  philosophy  of  the  filial 
heart  is  higher  and  of  infinitely  more  worth 
than  that  of  the  doubting  head,  we  rejoice 
in  the  expression  of  simple,  childlike,  faith, 
by  one  whom  the  world  will  not  easily  sus- 
pect of  either  having  been  awed  into  the 
popular  belief,  or  of  believing  one,  and 
preaching  and  printing  another.  We  have 
been  refreshed  and  strengthened  by  reading 
these  sermons.  It  gladdens  us  to  know 
that  one,  who  has  stood  so  prominent 
among  the  champions  of  liberty  and  prog- 
ress in  religion,  retains  so  firm  an  attach- 
ment to  that  basis  of  miracle  and  inspira- 
tion, on  which  alone,  as  we  think,  Chris- 
tianity can  rest.  These  Discourses  recog- 
nise the  distinction  between  Natural  and 
Revealed  Religion,  the  insufficiency  of  the  , 
former  of  itself  both  as  to  doctrine  and 
evidence,  and  man's  deep  need  of  an  ex- 
press and  authoritative  revelation  from  the 
Author  of  his  being.  They  are  so  rich  in 
just  and  striking  thought,  that  to  give  a 


faur  analysis  of  them  would  be  to  reprint 
them  entire.— Peabody,  Andrew  P.,  1842, 
Dewey's  Two  Discourses,  Christian  Examr 
iner,  vol.  31,  p.  72. 

He  is  admired  by  those  who  are  capable 
of  appreciating  the  philosophy  of  mords, 
without  reference  to  his  peculiar  tiieological 
belief.  His  reasoning  is  generally  compre- 
hensive, and  his  illus&ations  often  poetic^. 
There  is  a  happy  mixture  of  ease  and  finish 
in  his  style,  and  he  is  remarkable  for  inter- 
esting the  hearer  in  themes  which  would  be 
trite  if  treated  with  less  earnestness.  Per- 
haps the  pathos  of  his  rhetoric  is  its  most 
effective  characteristic.— Griswold,  Ru- 
FUS  WiLMOT,  1847-70,  The  Prose  Writers 
of  America,  ed.  Dillingham,  p.  303. 

The  author  of  these  discourses  [''Dis- 
courses and  Reviews"]  stands  in  the  very 
first  rank  of  Unitarian  literature.  As  a  pul- 
pit orator,  his  reputation  is  distinguished. 
.  .  .  These  essays  are  not  chargeable  with 
the  usual  offensiveness  of  controversial 
writmg.  Dr.  Dewey  possesses  all  the  quaJi- 
fications  which  are  needed  to  give  seemli- 
ness  and  polish  to  the  form  of  his  opinions. 
He  shines  more  to  our  apprehenaon,  in  the 
gentle  glow  of  sentiment,  than  in  the  con- 
flict of  reasoning.  Nothing  is  more  char- 
acteristic of  the  whole  work,  than  a  dis- 
position to  avoid  bold  statement  of  posi- 
tions, sharp  cutting  of  defining  lines,  and 
penetrating  analysis  of  philosophical  diffi- 
culties. The  shudder  with  which  the  author 
sometimes  ffies  back  from  metaphysical 
methods  is  more  amiable  in  the  saloon,  than 
dignified  in  the  field  of  disputation.  Yet  he 
is  not  a  conmion  man,  and  where  he  is  in 
the  right,  as  he  frequently  is,  we  admire  the 
perspicuity  and  scholarlike  elegance,  with 
which  he  can  express  a  familiar  truth. — Al- 
exander, J.  W.,  1847,  Detoey's  Coniroverrial 
Discourses,  Princeton  Review,  vol.  19,  pp. 
1,2. 

There  is  a  great  beauty  of  style— much 
force,  and  much  felicity,  of  language  about 
them.  They  display  a  rich  and  vigorous 
imagination,  a  fine  and  cultivated  taste, 
and  for  the  most  part  an  elevated  and  cour- 
teous spirit;  to  all  which  we  regret  that,  by 
the  hostile  bearing  of  the  work  upon  our 
orthodox  faith,  we  are  obliged  to  render  but 
the  scanty  justice  of  this  paragraph. — ^Mar- 
tin, B.  N.,  1848,  Demy's  Controversial 
Writings,  The  New  Englander,  vol.  6,  p.  67. 

The  discourses  of  Dr.  Dewey  are  full  of 
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profound  thought,  of  strong  religious  con- 
victions, and  are  written  in  a  solidly  at- 
tractive style.— Underwood,  Francis  H., 
1872,  A  Hand-Book  of  English  lAierature, 
American  Authors,  p.  144. 

The  theologian  and  preacher  who  came 
nearest  to  Channing  in  the  geniality  and 
largeness  of  his  nature,  and  the  persuasive- 
ness with  which  he  enforced  what  may  be 
called  the  conservative  tenets  of  Unitarian- 
ism,  was  OviUe  Dewey,  a  man  whose  mind 
was  fertile,  whose  religious  experience  was 
deep,  and  who  brought  from  the  Calvinism 
in  which  he  had  been  trained  an  interior 
knowledge  of  the  system  which  he  early  re- 
jected. He  had  a  profound  sense  not  only 
of  the  dignity  of  human  nature,  but  of  the 
dignity  of  human  life.  In  idealizing  human 
life  he  must  still  be  considered  as  giving 
some  fresh  and  new  interpretations  of  it, 
and  his  discourses  form,  like  Channing's,  an 
addition  to  American  literature,  as  well  as 
contribution  to  the  theology  of  Unitarian- 
ism.  He  defended  men  from  the  assaults  of 
Galvinists,  as  Channing  had  defended  Man. 
Garlyle  speaks  somewhere  of  "this  dog- 
hole  of  a  world;"  Dewey  considered  it,  with 
all  its  errors  and  horrors,  as  a  good  world 
on  the  whole,  and  as  worthy  of  the  Divine 
beneficence.  —  WfflPPLE,  Edwin  Percy, 
1876-86,  American  Literature  and  Other 
Papers,  ed.  Whittier,  p.  58. 

Everywhere  in  this  volume  ["Sermons"] 
there  is  great  felicity  of  diction,  and  a  happy 
faculty  of  illustration,  a  sense  of  what  is 
great  and  l^autiful,  a  shrewd  insight  into 
the  ways  of  the  world  and  into  our  human 
nature.  But  these  are  not  what  make  up 
its  special  charm  and  power.  Here  is  a 
man  thoroughly  in  earnest,  who,  with  a 
powerful  intellect  and  a  great  soul,  has 
been  reverently  looking  into  the  greatest 


and  most  vital  of  all  subjects  for  nearly  four- 
score years.  In  the  opening  dawn  of  child- 
hood, treading  "unconsciously  on  the  hid- 
den springs  of  wisdom  and  mystery," 
through  all  the  succeeding  years,  he  has 
been  grappling  with  these  momentous 
problems,  and  here  we  have  the  maturest 
processes  and  results  of  all  his  thinking  and 
of  his  life's  experience.  Here  are  marks  of 
the  conscientious  and  laborious  workings  of 
a  strong  and  thoroughly  trained  mind. 
Great  anibjects,  carefully  examined  and 
thought  out,  are  brought  before  us.— MOR- 
ISON,  J.  H.,  1877,  Dr.  Dewey's  Sermons, 
Unitarian  Review,  vol.  7,  p.  55 

His  creed,  his  method,  and  his  intellect- 
ual and  spuitual  nature  closely  resembled 
those  of  his  friend  Channing,  to  whom  in 
youth  he  had  been  assistant  minister;  but 
the  distinctly  literary  abUity  of  his  sermons 
and  other  writings  was  less;  and,  unlike 
Channing,  he  was  not  a  power  in  philan- 
thropy, nor  did  he  make  his  influence  felt  in 
literary  criticism.  Upon  his  thoughtful  and 
reverent  lectures  on  "The  Problem  of  Hu- 
man Destiny"  his  present  literary  reputa- 
tion chiefly  reste.  But  it  is  the  misfortune 
(in  one  sense)  of  the  minister,  however 
earnest  and  able,  that  his  books  and  ser- 
mons, unless  of  striking  and  significant 
force,  or  of  literary  ability  so  high  as  to 
give  them  a  renown  aside  from  that  due 
to  their  moral  mission,  are  not  widely  re- 
membered or  often  read.  We  think  of 
what  clergymen  did,  or  perhaps  of  what 
they  were,  but  not  of  what  they  are  m  liter- 
ature.—Richardson,  Charles  F.,  1887, 
American  Literature,  1607-1885,  vol.  I,  p. 
293. 

One  of  the  profoundest  thinkers  of  his 
generation.— Pattee,  Fred  Lewis,  1896, 
A  History  of  American  Literature,  p.  207. 


Bicliard  Henry  Dana,  Jr. 

1815-1882 
A  distinguished  American  publicist,  son  of  R.  H.  the  Elder;  bom  at  Cambridge,  Mass., 
Aug.  1, 1815;  died  Jan.  6, 1882.  Obliged  to  suspend  college  studies  because  of  an  affec- 
tion of  the  eyes,  he  shipped  as  a  seaman  on  board  a  whaling  vessel.  His  observations 
during  the  two  years  of  his  life  as  a  common  sailor  are  contained  in  his  celebrated  narra- 
tive "Two  Years  before  the  Mast"  (1837).  Returning  to  Boston,  he  studied  law  and  was 
admitted  to  the  bar.  In  1841  he  published  "  The  Seaman's  Friend, "  often  afterwards  re- 
published under  the  title  "The  Seaman's  Manual."  He  details  his  experiences  and  ob- 
servations during  a  visit  to  Cuba,  in  the  little  volume  "To  Cuba  and  Back"  (1859).  He 
edited  Wheaton's  "Elements  of  International  law"  (1866),  and  wrote  a  series  of  "Letters 
on  Italian  Unity"  (1871).— Warner,  Charles  Dudley,  ed.  1897,  Library  of  the  World's 
Be9t  Literature,  Biographical  Dictionary,  vol.  xxix,  p.  130. 
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PERSONAL 
One  lovely  afternoon  in  the  spring  of  the 
preceding  year  Mr.  Dana  had  visited,  with 
his  wife  and  daughter,  the  old  Protestant 
cemetery  where  stands  the  pyramid  of  Caius 
Cestius,  and  where  Shelley  and  Keats  are 
buried ;  a  spot  than  which  none  is  more  famil- 
iar to  English-speaking  visitors  in  Rome.  As 
they  stood  there  under  the  tall  cypress-trees 
by  the  ruins  of  the  old  walls,  looking  across 
them  to  the  city  beyond,  the  air  filled  with 
the  fragrance  of  flowers  and  resounding 
with  the  song  of  nightingales,  Mrs.  Dana 
said  to  her  husband:  ''Is  not  this  the 
spot  where  one  would  wish  to  lie  for  ever?" 
and  he  answered,  "  Yes,  it  is  indeed ! "  And 
this  spot  his  wife  now  selected  for  her 
husband's  grave.  .  .  .  The  stone  that  now 
marks  it  is  of  rough  white  marble,  on  the 
polished  face  of  which,  surmounted  by  a 
leaning  cross,  is  cut  this  inscription:— 

RICRHRD  net^KX  DHNH 

of  Boston, 

anf ted  States  of  Himrka* 

BornHuguet  n  1815^ 

DUd  fn  Rome 

January  6, 1882* 

—Adams,  Charles  Francis,  1890,  Richard 
Henry  Dana,  A  Biography,  vol.  II,  p.  386. 

Did  ever  a  man  suffer  more  than  Dana 
from  his  mental  peculiarities,  perversities 
or  obliquities,  or  whatever  you  choose  to 
call  them?  He  thought  anybody  could  col- 
lect authorities,  and  that  to  do  this  was  a 
day  laborer's  task;  he  used  Lawrence's  col- 
lections, and  then  despised  his  notes  be- 
cause they  were  mere  collections  of  author- 
ities, and  at  last  thought  himself  under  no 
obligation  to  him,  because  the  notes  were 
what  anybody  could  have  done,  and  so 
would  not  say  the  soft  word  that  might  have 
turned  away  wrath,  but  wrote  instead 
what  almost  rendered  a  lawsuit  inevitable; 
—and  then  Lawrence  pursued  him  with  a 
personal  and  political  vindictiveness  which 
ruined  Dana's  career,  lost  him  his  only 
chance,  and  was  to  Lawrence,  whatever  be- 
came of  his  lawsuit,  a  perfectly  satisfactory 
vindication.  Two  hundred  and  fifty  dollars 
paid or  some  other  equally  accu- 
rate man  would  have  rendered  any  suit  im- 
possible; and  a  little  harmless  and  truthful 
flattery  would  have  removed  all  dedre  for  a 
controversy  from  Lawrence's  mind.  But, 
the  whole  thing,  was  very  characteristic  of 
one  side  of  Dana's  mind.— LoTHROP,  Thorn- 


ton K.,  1890,  Letter  to  Ckarlez  Francis 
Adams,  Aug.  25;  Richard  Henry  Dana,  A 
Biography,  ed.  Adanu,  vol.  n,  p.  417. 

There  were  •  unique  combinations  in 
Dana:  he  was  an  aristocrat  before-the-mast, 
a  haughty  and  humble  Christian.  In  Eng- 
land he  rejoiced  in  the  abandonment  of 
"the  aristocratic  distinction  of  the  manor 
pew"  (Adams,  ii,  76,  91) ;  yet  he  practically 
spent  his  life  in  such  a  pew,  and  never  could 
quite  find  his  way  to  the  handle  of  the  door. 
In  Washington  he  records  with  delight  the 
information  that  the  Unitarian  church  near 
by  has  a  very  thin  congregation  (i.,  109) ;  yet 
he  heartily  admired  Theodore  Parker, 
thought  his  sermon  on  Webster  the  best 
tribute  paid  to  that  great  man  (i.,  226),  and 
favored  Parker's  selection  as  an  honorary 
member  of  the  Harvard  Phi  Beta  Kappa 
...  on  the  ground  that  he  was  no  further 
from  the  truth  than  most  of  the  members  of 
the  society,  or  than  Dr.  Franklin,  its  sup- 
posed founder.  No  man  of  his  time  could 
state  with  equal  lucidity  or  equal  com- 
pactness, either  before  a  popular  audience 
or  in  a  court-room,  any  argument  involving 
a  principle;  and  he  kept  himself  in  touch 
with  his  audience,  although,  it  must  be 
owned,  with  the  very  tips  of  his  fingers. — 
HiGGiNsoN,  Thomas  Wentworth,  1891, 
Adams't  Dana,  The  Nation,  vol.  52,  p.  53. 

He  was  a  man  of  absolute  nobility  and 
simplicity  of  character,— devoted  to  prin- 
ciple, to  duty,  to  friendship,  to  his  country. 
One  could  hardly  help  criticising  and  find- 
ing fault  with  him;  but  the  criticisms  could 
only  fall  on  his  head  and  his  temper;  they 
coiUd  never  touch  his  heart  and  his  con- 
science, with  any  one  who  really  knew  him. 
Undoubtedly,  he  was  not  in  line  with  the 
ordinary  front  of  his  country's  thought; 
but  the  qualities  he  took  away  with  him 
can  ill  be  spared,  be  they  popular  or  un- 
popular.—Everett,  William,  1896,  Two 
'Friends  of  California,  Overland  Monthly,  N. 
S.,  vol.  28,  p.  582. 

TWO  YEARS  BEFORE  THE  MAST 
1837 

This  is,  in  many  respects,  a  remarkable 
book.  It  is  a  successful  attempt  to  de- 
scribe a  class  of  men,  and  a  course  of  life, 
which,  though  familiarly  spoken  of  by  most 
people,  and  considered  as  within  the  limits 
of  civilization,  will  appear  to  them  now  al- 
most as  just  discovered.  To  find  a  new  sub- 
ject in  so  old  a  sphere  of  humanity  is  some- 
thing; and  scarcely  second  to  tins  are  tht 
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spirit  and  skill  with  which  it  is  handled.  It 
seems  as  if  the  writer  must  have  been 
favored  with  a  special  gift  for  his  novel  en- 
terprise. It  is  a  young  sailor's  narrative 
at  the  end  of  his  only  voyage.  It  is  his  first 
attempt  as  an  author,  and  certainly  the 
last  which,  considering  his  previous  con- 
dition and  pursuits,  he  could  ever  have 
dreamed  of  making.  Though  it  was  written 
from  a  desire  and  purpose  to  enlighten  peo- 
ple as  to  the  state  and  evils  of  a  seafaring 
life,  though  it  constantly  offers  matter  for 
serious  reflection,  and  is  necessarily  occu- 
pied, a  large  part  of  the  time,  with  very 
humble  materials,  yet  it  is  as  entertaining 
as  a  well-contrived  fiction,  it  is  as  luminous 
as  poetry,  and  its  interest  never  flags.  Thus 
it  is  likely  to  be  a  standard  work  in  its  par- 
ticular line,  at  least  till  it  instructs  some 
other  adventurer  to  surpass  it.  We  think 
we  can  see,  in  the  good  reception  it  has  had, 
much  more  than  sudden  admiration  of  a 
novelty;  and  in  the  book  itself,  much  more 
than  the  rapid  fruit  of  youthful  spirits 
and  fancy.  Hard  labor  is  necessary  to 
effect  any  thing  considerable  in  literature; 
and  probably  few  works  ever  cost  more,  if 
we  may  reckon  the  toils,  sacrifices,  and 
temptations  of  a  common  sailor,  as  a  part  of 
his  preparation  for  a  memorable  narrative 
of  sea  life.— Channing,  Edward  T,,  1841, 
Two  Yean  Before  the  Mast,  North  American 
Review,  vol  52,  p.  56. 

About  the  best  sea-book  in  the  English 
tongue.— Dickens,  Charles,  1869,  Speeches 
and  Sayings,  p.  80. 

There  are  some  books  which  it  is  difficult 
to  class.  Thus,  Richard  H.  Dana,  Jr.,  pub- 
lished some  thirty  years  ago  a  volume  called 
"Two  Years  Before  the  Mast,"  which  be- 
came instantly  popular,  and  is  popular 
now,  and  promises  to  be  popular  for  many 
years  to  come.  In  reading  it  anybody  can 
see  that  it  is  more  than  an  ordinary  record 
of  a  voyage,  for  there  runs  through  the  ' 
simple  and  lucid  narrative  an  element  of 
beauty  and  power  which  gives  it  the  artistic 
charm  of  romance.  —  Whipple,  Edwin 
Percy,  1876-86,  American  Literature  and 
Other  Papers,  ed.  WhiUier,  p.  135. 

Dana,  by  way  of  restoring  his  infirm 
health,  shipped  as  a  common  seaman,  and 
wrote  this  story  of  his  experiences  several 
years  after  his  return  to  Boston.  It  is  one 
of  the  best,  if  not  the  best,  true  narrative  of 
sea-life  ever  published:  the  style  is  quiet 
and  simple,  the  descriptions  vivid  and  stir- 


ring, and  the  record  of  facts  so  manifestly 
accurate  and  impartial,  and,  at  the  same 
time,  so  thoughtful  and  intelligent,  that  the 
reader  feels  as  if  he  himself  were  a  partici- 
pant in  the  author's  adventures.  A  hitherto 
unknown  side  of  life  is  revealed  in  all  its  de- 
tails: and  its  veracity  and  importance  are 
evidenced  by  the  fact  that  the  book  is  still  in 
print,  and  is  probably  read  by  as  many  per- 
sons to  day  as  at  the  time  of  its  first  appear- 
ance.—Hawthorne,  Julian,  and  LEiiMON, 
Leonard,  1891,  American  Literature,  p.  20. 

''Two  Years  Before  The  Mast"  is  still  so 
much  read  that  it  may  be  called,  without 
Macaulay's  exaggeration,  a  book  that  every 
schoolboy  knows.  ...  I  need  not  here 
speak  of  its  racy  idiomatic  English,  its  spice 
of  youthful  adventure,  its  wholesome  at- 
mosphere redolent  of  sea-^ray  flung  up  by 
the  breezes.  Here  was  an  American  author 
who  gave  to  his  facts  so  much  of  the  charm 
of  Defoe's  fictions  that  a  writer  in  the  "  En- 
cyclopiedia  Britannica"  calls  him  ''The 
Author  of  the  Popular  Novel  'Two  Years 
Before  the  Mast,'  which  is  founded  on  per- 
sonal experience."— Anderson,  Edward 
Playpair,  1891,  The  Sequel  of  ''Two  Years 
Before  The  Mast,"  The  Did,  vol.  77, p. 380. 

Until  Richard  H.  Dana  and  Herman  Mel- 
ville wrote,  the  commercial  sailor  of  Great 
Britain  and  the  United  States  was  without 
representation  in  literature.  Dana  and 
Melville  were  Americans.  They  were  the 
first  to  lift  the  hatch  and  show  the  world 
what  passes  in  a  ship's  forecastle;  how 
men  live  down  in  that  gloomy  cave,  how 
and  what  they  eat,  and  where  they  sleep; 
what  pleasures  they  take,  what  their  sor- 
rows and  wrongs  are;  how  they  are  used 
when  they  quit  their  black  sea-parlors  in  re- 
sponse to  the  boatswain's  alver  summons 
to  work  on  deck  by  day  or  by  night.  .  .  . 
Dana  lifted  the  curtain  and  showed  you 
the  sort  of  life  hundreds  and  thousands  of 
those  fellow  creatures  of  ours  called  "sail- 
ors" were  living  in  his  day,  and  had  been 
living  long  prior  to  his  day,  and  will  go  on 
living  whilst  there  remains  a  ship  afloat. 
No  Englishman  had  done  this.  Marryat 
makes  his  Newton  Foster  a  merchant  sail^ 
or;  but  Marryat  knew  nothing  of  the  hidden 
life  of  the  merchant  service.  .  .  .  Fenimore 
Cooper  came  very  near  to  the  truth  in  his 
Ned  Myers,  but  the  revelation  there  is  that 
of  the  individual.  Ned  is  one  man.  He  is  a 
drunken,  swearing,  bragging  Yankee  oTily 
sailor;  very   brutal,    dways    disgusting. 


602 


DANA— DRAPER 


Cooper's  book  is  true  of  Ned  Myers;  Dana's 
of  all  sailors,  American  and  English.  .  .  . 
When  you  talk  of  sailors,  you  do  not  think 
of  steamers.  If  you  inquire  for  a  seaman, 
you  are  conducted  to  a  ship  that  is  not 
impelled  by  machinery,  but  by  the  wind. 
You  will  fiiid  the  seaman  you  want,  the 
seaman  Dana  wrote  about,  the  generic 
seaman  whose  interpretation  I  count  among 
the  glories  of  literature,  seeing  how  hid- 
den he  has  been,  how  darkly  obscure  in 
his  toil  and  hourly  doings,— ftu  seaman 
you  will  find  in  the  deck-house  or  the  fore- 
castle of  the  sailing  ship.  He  is  not  thrashed 
across  the  Atlantic  in  six  days.  He  is  not 
swept  from  the  Thames  to  the  uttermost 
ends  of  the  earth  in  a  month.  He  is  afloat 
for  weeks  and  weeks  at  a  spell,  and  his 
life  is  that  of  the  crew  of  the  "Pilgrim." 
Do  you  ask  what  manner  of  life  it  is?  Read 
"Two  Years  Before  the  Mast,"  and  recog- 
nize the  claim  I  make  for  American  liter- 


ature by  witnessing  in  iiiat  book  the  fault* 
less  picture  of  a  scene  of  existence  on  whose 
wide  face  Richard  Dana  was  the  first  to 
fling  a  light.— Russell,  William  Clark, 
1892,  A  Claim  for  American  Literature,  NorOi 
American  Review,  vol.  154,  pp.  138, 139, 140. 
The  only  class  of  men  who  ever  found  • 
"Two  Years  Before  The  Mast"  uninter^t- 
ing  was  that  in  which  aristocratic  feding  is 
developed  more  highly  than  in  any  other 
Americans,— namely,  the  oflScers  of  the 
Navy.  To  them,  the  author  was  a  common 
sailor,  and  his  experiences  in  the  forecastle 
and  on  the  jibboom  were  as  dull  and  low  as 
the  cook's  in  the  galley.  And  perhaps  Mr. 
Dana's  own  set  in  Boston  was  the  only  com- 
munity in  history  who,  feeling  themselves 
gentlemen  all  over,  entertain^  a  positive 
repulsion  to  the  Army  and  Navy  as  pro- 
fessions.—Everett,  William,  1896,  Ttoo 
Friends  of  Califomia,  Overland  MonM]f, 
N.  S.,  vol  28,  p.  582. 


Jolin  William  Draper 

1811-1882 

An  American  physiologist,  chemist,  historical  and  miscellaneous  prose-writer  ;bom  near 
Liverpool,  England,  May  5,  1811;  died  at  Hastings-on-the-Hudson,  N.  Y.,  Jan.  4,  1882. 
He  came  to  this  country  in  1833,  and  took  his  decree  as  M.  D.  at  the  University  of  Penn- 
sylvania in  1836.  He  became  professor  of  chemistry  in  the  University  of  New  York  in 
1841,  and  in  1850  professor  of  physiology.  Among  his  works  are:  ''Human  Physi- 
ology" (1856);  "History  of  the  Intellectual  Development  of  Europe"  (1862),  a  work  of 
great  importance  and  very  widely  read :  "  History  of  the  American  CSvil  War  "  (1867-70) ; 
"History  of  the  Oonflict  between  Religion  and  Science"  (1875),  which  ran  through  many 
editions  and  was  translated  into  nearly  all  the  languages  of  Europe.— Warner,  Charles 
Dudley,  ed.,  1897,  Library  of  the  World's  Best  Literature,  Biographical  Dictionary,  vol.  xxix, 
p.  151. 


GENERAL 
Professor  Draper's  works  have  had,  and 
are  having,  a  very  rapid  sale,  and  are  evi- 
dently very  highly  esteemed  by  that  class 
of  readers  who  take  an  interest,  without 
being  very  profoundly  versed,  in  the  grave 
subjects  which  he  treats.  He  is,  we  believe, 
a  good  chemist  and  a  respectable  physiol- 
ogist. His  work  on  Human  Physiology, 
we  have  been  assured  by  those  whose  judg- 
ment in  such  matters  we  prefer  to  our  own, 
is  a  work  of  real  merit,  and  was,  when  first 
published,  up  to  the  level  of  the  science  to 
which  it  is  devoted.  ...  He  writes  in  a 
clear,  easy,  graceful,  and  pleasing  style,  but 
we  have  found  nothing  new  or  profound  in 
his  works.  His  theories  are  almost  as  old  as 
the  hills,  and  even  older,  if  the  hills  are  no 
older  than  he  pretends.  His  work  on  the 
"Intellectual  Development  of  Europe,"  is 


in  substance,  taken  from  the  positivists, 
and  the  positivist  philosophy  is  only  a  re- 
production, with  no  scientific  advance  on 
that  of  the  old  physiologers  or  hylozoists,  as 
C!udworth  calls  them.  He  agrees  perfectly 
with  the  positivists  in  the  recognition  of 
three  ages  or  epochs,  we  should  rather  say 
stages,  in  human  development;  the  theolog- 
ical, the  metaphysical,  and  the  scientific  or 
positivist.  ...  We  o^n  we  have  treated 
Professor  Draper's  work  with  very  little  re- 
spect, for  we  have  felt  very  little.  His 
"Intellectual  Development  of  Europe"  is 
full  of  crudities  from  beginning  to  end,  and 
for  the  most  part  below  criticism,  or  would 
be  were  it  not  that  it  is  levelled  at  all  the 
principles  of  individual  and  social  life  and 
progress.  The  book  belongs  to  the  age  of 
Leucippus  and  Democritus,  and  ignores,  if 
we  may  use  an  expres^ve  term,  though 
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hardly  English,  Christian  civilization  and 
all  the  progress  man  and  nations  have 
effected  since  the  opening  of  the  Christian 
era.  It  b  a  monument  not  of  science,  but 
of  gross  ignorance.—  Brownson,  Orestes 
A.,  1868,  Profe$8or  Braper'i  Books,  Worki, 
ed.  BrotDTUon,  vol.  DC,  pp.  292, 297, 318. 

But  he  has  not  confined  his  studies  to  the 
sciences.  He  has  aspired  to  co-ordinate  the 
results  of  all  modem  learning  into  a  broad 
philosophical  view  of  the  progress  of  man- 
kind. This  is  the  theme  of  his  principal 
work,  the  "  History  of  the  Intellectual  De- 
velopment of  Europe."  It  may  be  likened  in 
a  measure,  to  Buckle's  "  History  of  Civiliza- 
tion," and  to  the  recent  works  of  Lecky ;  but 
the  author  has  made  an  original  plan,  and 
has  developed  his  own  ideas  in  the  view  of 
the  world's  history.  His  style  is  sententious 
and  dignified;  his  works  will  be  read  for 
their  ideas,  and  will  command  respect  from 
all  thoughtful  men.— Underwood,  Francis 
H.,  1872,  A  Hand-Book  of  English  LUeraiure, 
American  AtUkors,  p.  366. 

John  William  Draper  had  undertaken  to 
write  and  to  publish  a  ''History  of  the  In- 
tellectual Development  of  Europe,"  on  the 
so-called  inductive  method  recommended 
by  Buckle.  But  the  author  has  made  the 
great  mistake  of  utterly  disregarding  and 
ignoring  art  in  her  various  forms.  How  is 
the  intellectual  development  possible  with- 
out the  element  of  the  Beautiful?  And  what 
would  the  world  and  the  existence  of  man 
be  without  Beauty?— Scherr,  J.,  1874,  A 
Hittory  oj  English  LUeraiure^  tr.  M.  V. 

This  is  a  work  ["Intellectual  Develop- 
ment of  Europe"]  written  with  unquestion- 
able ability.  The  most  striking  feature  of 
the  book  is  its  attitude  towards  Christian- 
ity. It  maintains  that  the  rise  of  Chris- 
tianity in  Europe  has  been  a  misfortune; 
that  the  age  of  faith  was  the  age  of  barbar- 
ism ;  and  that  civilization  has  advanced  only 
as  faith  has  declined.  Though  the  work 
presents  only  one  side  of  a  great  question, 
that  side  is  presented  with  unusual  skill. 
The  author's  philosophy  of  history,  if  it 
may  be  called  such,  is  essentially  that  of 
Buckle.  The  book  has  been,  and  will  con- 
tinue to  be,  much  admired  and  very  severely 
criticised.  .  .  .  This  book  ["History  of  the 
American  CSvil  War"]  is  pervaded  with  Dr. 
Draper's  peculiar  views  of  the  causes  of 
national  de*  elopment.  It  is  introduced  by  a 
long  dissertation,  which  occupies  nearly 
the  whole  of  the  first  volume,  and  in  which 


the  author  elaborates  his  peculiar  theories. 
His  beliefs  are  essentially  those  of  Buckle. 
At  bottom,  he  has  no  faith  in  other  causes 
than  those  which  can  be  traced  directly  to 
Nature.  Climate  is  the  great  controlling 
force.  ...  As  an  attempt  to  build  a  his- 
tory on  a  philosophical  foundation,  the 
work  cannot  be  called  a  very  signal  success. 
Until  it  can  be  shown  that  an  isothermal 
has  something  to  do  with  such  blunders 
as  those  at  Fredericksburg  and  Chicka- 
mauga,  most  men  will  regard  Dr.  Draper's 
theories  as  not  proved.— Adams,  Charles 
Kendall  1882,  A  Manual  of  Hittarical 
Literature,  pp.  538,  539. 

Draper's  "Intellectual  Development  of 
Europe"  must  take  its  place  among  the 
valuable  contributions  of  the  age  to  the 
philosophy  of  history.  It  is  intended  to 
demonstrate  a  posieriori  that  human  life, 
collective  and  individual,  is  subject  to  the 
dominion  of  law.  Varieties  of  antecedent 
and  concomitant  conditions  determine 
social  advancement:  and  its  stages— the 
same  for  a  miniature  man  as  for  a  nation- 
are  the  Age  of  Credulity,  the  Age  of  In- 
quiry, the  Age  of  Faith,  the  Age  of  Reason, 
and  the  Age  of  Decrepitude.  We  are  thus 
reminded  of  Buckle  and  Comte,  with  their 
one-sided  accumulation  of  facts,  and  their 
fatalistic  views  of  causation.— Wei^h,  Al- 
fred H.,  1883,  Development  of  English 
Literature  and  Language,  vol.  n,  p.  422. 

John  W.  Draper's  "History  of  the  Amer- 
ican Civil  War,"  is  the  most  impartial 
work  so  far  written  upon  the  question  of 
slavery  and  its  final  results. — Baldwin, 
James,  1883,  English  Literature  and  Liter- 
ary Critieiem,  Prose,  p.  83. 

Of  literary  character  are  the  books  of 
John  W.  Draper,  who  wrote  a  dry  "History 
of  the  American  Civil  War,"  and  a  weighty 
but  unsympathetic  "History  of  the  In- 
tellectual Development  of  Europe."— 
Richardson,  Charles  F.,  1887,  American 
Literature,  1607-1885,  vol  l,  p.  518. 

Dr.  Draper's  lasting  contributions  to 
physiology  and  to  pure  chemistry  were  few 
and  relatively  unimportant.  On  the  other 
hand,  his  name  is  associated  with  a  number 
of  results  of  the  ^atest  value  in  physical 
chemistry,  especially  in  photochemistry. 
The  chemical  action  of  light  early  attracted 
his  attention  and  for  many  years  formed  his 
favorite  subject  of  investigation. —OiliCAN, 
Peck,  and  Colby,  1903,  The  New  Interna- 
tional  Encychpixdia,  vol.  n,  p.  285. 
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Born,  at  Oxford,  12  Dec.  1837.  At  Magdalen  Coll.  School,  1845--51 ;  with  private  tutors, 
1851-53.  Matric.  Jesus  Coll.,  Oxford,  7  Dec.  1855;  Scholar,  1855-60;  B.  A..  1860;  M.  A., 
1862;  Ordained  Deacon,  1860.  Curate  of  St.  Barnabas,  King  Square,  London,  1860-^. 
Curate  of  Holy  Trinity,  Hoxton,  1863-66;  perpetual  curate  of  St.  Philip's,  Stepney,  1866- 
69.  Contrib.  to  "Saturday  Rev.,"  1862.  Prosecuted  historical  studies.  Librarian  of 
Lambeth  Palace,  1869-83.  Gave  up  clerical  life,  1869.  Married  Alice  Stopford,  June 
1877.  Hon.  Fellow  Jesua  Coll.,  Oxford,  1877-83.  Hon.  LL.  D.,  Edinburgh,  1878.  Visit 
to  Egypt,  1881.  Increasing  ill-health.  Died,  at  Mentone,  7  March,  1883.  Works: 
''Short  History  of  the  English  People,"  1874;  "Stray  Studies  from  England  and  Italy," 
1876;  "A  History  of  the  English  People"  (4  vols.,  expanded  from  preceding),  1877-80; 
"Readings  from  English  History,"  1879;  "A  Short  Geography  of  the  British  Islands" 
(with  his  wife),  1880;  "The  Making  of  England,"  1881.  Posthumous:  "The  Conquest  of 
England"  (completed  by  his  wife),  1883.  He  edited:  "Literature  Primers,"  1875-79; 
"History  Primers,"  1875-84;  "Classical  Writers,"  1879-82;  Addison's  "Essays,"  1880.— 
Sharp,  R.  Farquhabson,  1897,  A  Dictionary  of  English  Authors,  p.  118. 


PERSONAL 
I  recall  little  or  nothing  of  childhood  be- 
yond a  morbid  shyness,  a  love  of  books,  a 
habit  of  singing  about  the  house,  a  sense  of 
being  weaker  and  smaller  than  other  boys. 
Our  home  was  not  a  happy  one— the  only 
gleam  of  light  in  it  was  my  father's  love  for 
and  pride  in  me.  He  was  always  very  gentle 
and  considerate;  he  brought  me  up  by 
love  and  not  by  fear,  and  always  hated  to 
hear  of  punishment  and  blows.  I  was  four- 
teen when  he  died,  but  I  recall  little  of  him 
save  this  vague  tenderness;  a  walk  when 
he  encouraged  me  to  question  him  "about 
everything;"  his  love  of  my  voice— a  clear, 
weak,  musical  child's  voice— and  of  my 
musical  ear  and  faculty  for  catehing  tunes; 
and  his  pride  in  my  quickness  and  the  mass 
of  odd  things  which  I  knew.  ...  All  was 
not  fun  or  poetry  in  these  early  schooldays. 
The  old  brutal  flogging  was  still  in  favour, 
and  the  old  stupid  system  of  forcing  boys  to 
learn  by  rote.  I  was  set  to  learn  Latin 
grammar  from  a  grammar  in  Latin!  and  a 
flogging  every  week  did  little  to  help  me. 
I  was  simply  stupefied,— for  my  father  had 
never  struck  me,  and  at  first  the  cane  hurt 
me  like  a  blow,— but  the  "stupid  stage" 
soon  came,  and  I  used  to  fling  away  my 
grammar  into  old  churchyards  and  go  up 
for  my  "spinning"  as  doggedly  as  the  rest. 
Everything  had  to  be  learned  by  memory, 
and  by  memory  then,  as  now,  I  could  learn 
nothing.  How  I  picked  up  Latin  Heaven 
knows;  but  somehow  I  did  pick  it  up,  and 
when  we  got  to  books  where  head  went  for 
something,  I  began  to  rise  fast  among  my 
fellow-schoolboys.  But  I  really  hated  my 
work,  and  my  mind  gained  what  it  gained 


not  from  my  grammars  and  construing,  but 
from  an  old  school  library  which  opened  to 
me  pleasures  I  had  never  dreamed  of.— 
Green,  John  Richard,  1873,  Letter,  Nov.  4; 
Letters,  ed.  Stephen,  pp.  3, 6. 

My  first  acquaintance  with  the  late  J.  R. 
Green  was  made  at  Oxford  in  the  autumn  of 
1859,  when  he  was  a  senior  man,  about  to 
pass  his  first  school  in  greats,  and  I  was  in 
my  freshman's  term.  .  .  .  When  I  first 
met  him  I  was  at  once  struck  with  his  bright, 
speaking  eyes,  and  his  remarkably  spark- 
ling conversation,  the  like  of  which  I  have 
never  heard  since.  I  was  once  able  to  iden- 
tify him  by  his  conversation.  A  country 
clergyman  mentioned  to  me  his  havmg 
met  at  a  dinner  in  a  friend's  house  a  most 
wonderful  person,  who  made  himself  ex- 
ceedingly pleasant,  and  enchanted  every- 
one by  the  racy  way  in  which  he  said  what- 
ever he  had  to  say.  My  friend  did  not 
know  who  he  was,  but  there  was  no  mistak- 
ing the  description;  only  one  man  in  Ox- 
ford answered  to  it;  that  was  J.  R.  Green. 
...  To  those  whom  he  liked  no  one  could 
make  himself  so  delightful,  but  no  one  in  his 
younger  days  made  himself  more  enemies. 
He  had  a  terrible  gift  of  sarcasm ;  he  knew  it, 
it  gave  him  a  sense  of  power,  and  he  may 
possibly  have  used  it  sometimes  for  the 
pleasure  of  using  it.  He  was  a  most  awk- 
ward opponent  in  any  wordy  debate,  his  rep- 
artee was  instantaneous  and  decisve,  never 
spiteful  nor  malicious.  He  was  not  popular 
with  his  contemporaries;  such  persons  sel- 
dom are;  the  fault  was  probably  more  often 
theirs  than  his.  To  his  intimates  his  singu« 
lar  individuality  of  character,  his  tender 
love,  his  perpetual  wit,  and  his  great  power 
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of  sympathy  rendered  him  the  most  fasci- 
nating of  friends.  Half-hours  in  his  company 
were  never  dull;  and,  when  the  need  arose, 
no  one  could  show  more  delicate  or  more 
helpful  sympathy  than. such  as  I  have 
known  him  to  bestow  on  those  whom  he 
had  made  his  friends.— Browne,  H.  L., 
1883,  Some  Perianal  Reminiseenees  of  J.  R. 
Green,  The  Academy,  vol  23,  p.  187. 

Incomplete  as  his  life  seems,  maimed  and 
saddened  by  the  sense  of  powers  which  ill 
health  would  not  suffer  to  produce  their 
due  results,  it  was  not  an  unhappy  one, 
for  he  had  the  immense  power  of  enjoy- 
ment which  so  often  belongs  to  a  vivacious 
intelligence.  He  delight^  in  books,  in 
travel,  in  his  friends'  company,  in  the  con- 
stant changes  and  movements  of  the  world. 
Society  never  dulled  his  taste  for  these 
things,  nor  was  his  spirit,  except  for  passing 
moments,  darkened  by  the  shadows  which 
to  others  seemed  to  lie  so  thick  aroimd  his 
path.  He  enjoyed,  though  he  never  boasted 
of  it,  the  fame  his  books  had  won,  and  the 
splendid  sense  of  creative  power.  And  the 
last  six  years  of  his  life  were  brightened  by 
the  society  and  affection  of  one  who  entered 
into  all  his  tastes  and  pursuits  with  the 
most  perfect  sympathy,  and  enabled  him, 
by  her  industry  and  vigour,  to  prosecute 
labours  which  physical  weakness  must  other- 
wise have  checked  before  the  best  of  all  his 
works  had  been  accomplished.— Brycb, 
James,  1883,  John  Richard  Green,  Mae- 
miUan's  Magazine,  vol  48,  p.  65. 

There  was  probably  no  man  whose  writ- 
ings and  whose  personality  had  a  closer 
connexion  with  one  another  than  those  of 
John  Richard  Green.  A  singular  mixture 
of  strength  and  weakness  distinguished 
him;  but  neither  strength  nor  weakness 
could  have  been  spared;  both  went  to  make 
up  a  character  in  which  even  the  weaker 
elements  became  a  kind  of  strength.  And 
both  his  character  and  his  writings  were 
deeply  impressed  by  the  special  circum- 
stances of  his  life.  Nothing  perhaps  tended 
more  to  make  Green  and  his  writings  what 
they  were  than  his  birth  as  an  Oxford 
citizen.  It  told  more  to  the  advantage  of 
the  readers  of  his  writings  than  it  did  to  the 
advantage  of  his  own  personal  career;  but, 
on  the  whole,  it  was  a  strengthening  and  en- 
nobling element.  His  native  city  and  its 
history  were  ever  near  to  his  heart.  Those 
who  laiew  him  best  in  the  days  when  his 
mind  and  character  were  forming   were 


struck,  and  were  sometimes  annoyed,  by  a 
kind  of  dislike  which  he  often  expressed 
towards  the  University  of  Oxford.  This  is  a 
feeling  which  is  certainly  not  common 
among  its  members,  at  any  rate  not  among 
such  members  of  it  as  Green.  Now  in  this 
there  was  something  of  that  waywardness 
and  capriciousness  which  was  so  apt  to 
come  out  in  all  that  he  did  and  wrote,  some- 
thing too  of  that  love  of  saying  startling 
things  in  a  startling  way  which  was  perhaps 
natural  in  one  of  the  very  best  of  talkers. — 
Freeman,  Edward  A.,  1883,  John  Richard 
Green,  British  Quarterly  Revvew,  vol.  78  p. 
120. 

His  was  a  nature  which  could  not  take 
rest  whilst  any  work  remained  to  be  done, 
and  in  the  East-end  the  work  of  a  parson  of 
genius  waa  no  less  than  infinite.  Into  each 
position  to  which  he  was  appointed— St. 
Barnabas,  Holy  Trinity,  Hoxton,  a  mission- 
curacy  at  St.  Peter's,  Stepney,  and  finally 
the  neighbouring  vicarage  of  St.  Philip's— 
he  threw  himself  with  the  whole  energy  of 
his  nature,  and  from  each  in  turn,  after  an 
effort  more  or  less  prolonged,  he  withdrew 
with  shattered  health.  .  .  .  But  he  retired 
from  the  post  he  had  so  bravely  held,  a 
broken  man.  The  seeds  of  consumption  had 
been  sown  imsuspected  by  himself  in  those 
arduous  years,  and  almost  immediately  de- 
clared themselves.  Henceforward  he  was 
doomed,  as  he  said,  to  the  life  of  the  student 
and  the  invalid,  flitting  winter  by  winter  to 
those  southern  shores,  whence  came  back 
to  his  friends  in  England  the -sheaves  of 
charming  letters  he  has  left  behind  him. 
Of  those  days,  the  days  of  his  travel,  the 
days  of  his  best  historic  work,  the  days  of 
perfect  happiness  in  married  life,  the  days 
over  which  hung  always  the  close  shadow 
of  the  end  which  now  at  last  has  come, 
there  is  no  space  to  speak.  Despite  the  de- 
pression of  illness  and  of  waning  strength, 
they  were  perhaps  his  happiest  days,  not 
only  on  account  of  the  dear  companionship 
in  which  he  dwelt,  but  because  he  was  giv- 
ing what  remained  of  life  undividedly  to 
the  work  he  held  to  be  his  duty.  Indeed,  he 
never  ceased  working.  Years  before  he  had 
truly,  though  half-lightly,  forecast  his  own 
epitaph, "  He  died  learning. "  When  he  was 
too  weak  to  sit,  his  toil  went  forward  on  the 
sofa,  and  when  he  could  not  rise,  it  still 
went  forward  on  his  bed.  Amidst  all  the 
vivacity  and. the  merriment  which  no  in- 
roads of  disease  impaired,  he  felt,  like  his 
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favourite  Bede,  the  responsibility  of  knowl- 
edge, and  would  fain  have  passed  it  on  be- 
fore the  end  came. — Gell,  Philip  Ltttle- 
TON,  1883,  John  Richard  Green,  Fortnightly 
Review,  vol  39,  pp.  741,  747. 

That  slight  nervous  figure,  below  the 
medium  height;  that  tall  forehead,  with  the 
head  prematurely  bald;  the  quick  but  small 
eyes,  rather  close  together;  the  thin  month, 
with  lips  seldom  at  rest,  but  often  closed 
tightly  as  though  the  teeth  were  clenched 
with  an  odd  kind  of  latent  energy  beneath 
them;  the  slight,  almost  feminine  hands; 
the  little  stoop;  the  quick  alert  step;  the 
flashing  exub^^ce  of  spirits;  the  sunny 
smile;  the  torrent  of  quick  invective,  scorn, 
or  badinage,  exchanged  in  a  moment  for  a 
burst  of  sympathy  or  a  delightful  and  pro- 
longed flow  of  narrative— all  this  comes 
back  to  me,  vividly  I  And  what  narrative, 
what  anecdote,  what  glancing  witi  What 
a  talker  1  A  man  who  shrank  from  society, 
and  yet  was  so  fitted  to  adorn  and  instruct 
every  company  he  approached,  from  a 
parochial  assembly  to  a  statesman's  re- 
ception I  .  •  .  Green  was  an  omnivorous 
reader  even  in  those  busy  days.  No  new 
book  escaped  him,  and  he  seemed  to  master 
its  contents  with  a  bewildering  rapidity. 
He  was  full  of  quick  discernment;  and  I  re- 
member one  night  his  reading  out  some 
passages  of  Swinburne's  then  new  book  of 
''Poems  and  Ballads,"  selected  by  the 
Aihenaum  for  scathing  ridicule,  and  saying, 
''This  is  the  greatest  master  of  poetical 
language  since  Shelley ;  but  he  can't  think. " 
— Hawbis,  Hugh  Reginald,  1883,  John 
Richard  Cfreen,  Contemporary  Review,  vol 
43,  pp.  734, 739. 

It  was  in  1863  that  we  met;  I  was  not  yet 
a  professor,  he  had  not  begun  to  wear  the 
air  of  an  ascetic.  We  were  invited  to 
Wells,  to  a  meeting  of  the  Somerset  Arch- 
sological  Society,  to  stay  with  a  common 
friend  whom  you  will  have  no  difliculty  in 
identifying.  I  was  told,  "if  you  leave  the 
station  at  two  you  will  meet  Green,  and 
possibly  Dimocic,"  the  biographer  of  St. 
Hugh  whom  I  knew  already.  I  Imew  by 
description  the  sort  of  man  I  was  to  meet;  I 
recognised  him  as  he  got  into  the  Wells 
carriage,  holding  in  his  hand  a  volume  of 
Renan.  I  said  to  myself,  "if  I  can  hinder, 
he  shall  not  read  that  book."  We  sat 
opposite  and  fell  immediately  into  conver- 
sation. I  dare  say  that  I  aired  my  erudition 
so  far  as  to  tell  him  that  I  was  going  to  the 


ArchsBological  meeting  and  to  stay  at 
Somerleaze.  "Oh,  then,"  he  said,  "you 
must  be  either  Stubbs  orDimock."  IrepU^l, 
"I  am  not  Dimock."  He  came  to  me  at 
Navestock  afterwards,  and  that  volume  of 
Renan  found  its  way  uncut  into  my  waste- 
paper  basket.  That  is  all ;  a  matter  of  con- 
fusion and  inversion,  and  so,  they  say,  his- 
tory is  written.  Well,  perhaps  a  friendship 
between  two  historical  workers  may  be 
called  a  historic  friendship  and,  to  be  his- 
torical, should  gather  some  of  the  mist  of 
fable  about  its  beginning:  anyhow  it  was  a 
friendship  that  lasted  for  his  life,  and  the 
loss  of  which  I  shall  never  cease  regrettiiig. 
--Stubbs,  William,  1884,  A  Lad  Statutory 
Public  Lecture,  May  8;  The  Study  of  Medi- 
eval and  Modern  History  and  Kindred  Sub- 
jects, p.  377. 

It  is  now  just  twenty  years  since  I  made 
Green's  acquaintance,  and  my  recollections 
of  what  speedily  ripened  into  a  warm  friend- 
ship are  stUl  fresh.  He  had  reluctantly  de- 
cided to  retire  from  the  East-end  parish  on 
account  of  failing  health.  He  still  wore  the 
clerical  costume  and  the  white  tie,  and  I  re- 
member well  the  impression  his  appearance 
made  upon  me.  His  figure  was  slight  and 
below  middle  height,  but,  once  you  had 
seen  him,  your  gaze  was  concentrated  on  his 
face  and  head.  Mr.  Sandys's  portrait,  pre* 
fixed  to  the  ''Conquest  of  England,"  is 
very  like  in  the  intensity  of  the  expression, 
but  not  so  much  so  in  the  features.  The 
nose  was  very  small,  and  was  overshadowed 
by  the  brow  of  the  highly-developed  fore- 
head. In  a  cloak-room  you  could  always 
recognize  his  hat  by  its  extraordinary 
diameter.  The  eyes  were  rather  sunk,  and 
were  not,  I  think,  quite  strdght;  but  no  one 
who  ever  encountered  them  could  forget 
their  keenness— their  appearance  of  being 
able  to  see  through  anything.  He  was  very 
conscious  of  his  own  bodily  insignificance, 
and  I  think,  of  all  the  countless  anecdotei 
he  knew,  none  pleased  him  more  than  that 
which  represents  Wilkes  as  saying,  "Give 
me  half  an  hour's  start,  and  I  can  beat  the 
handsomest  man  in  England."  He  was  a 
great  admirer  of  physical  beauty,  both  in 
men  and  women,  and  especially  of  tallness. 
— LoiTlE,  W.  J.,  1888,  John  Richard  Green, 
New  Princeton  Review,  vol  6,  p.  370. 

I  remember  that  that  night  I  renewed  my 
acquaintance  with  Mr.  J.  R.  Green,  of  Jesus 
College,  who  has  become  widely  known  by 
his  "History  of  the  Englisb  People,"  and 
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other  historical  writings  of  great  value. 
Green  died  at  Mentone,  after  redding  there 
several  winters,  and  on  his  grave  in  the 
Mentone  Cemetery  there  is  the  strildng  in- 
scription, "he  died  learning.''  He  rather 
scandalized  some  of  the  brethren  by  saying 
that  he  looked  upon  the  prophecies  of  Israel 
in  much  the  same  way  as  upon  the  prophe- 
cies of  Merlin.  He  had  a  countenance  of 
singular  charm,  beautiful  eyes  and  a  beam- 
ing look,  ^gularly  enough,  his  first  curacy 
hsui  been  in  connection  with  the  Fastorfd 
Aid  Society;  next  he  was  drafted  off  to  one 
of  those  East  London  tivings  which  Dr. 
Tait  would  give  to  his  clever  young  men, 
not  perhaps  very  much  to  the  advantage  of 
the  East  Enders,  and  he  was  afterwards 
transferred  to  the  Librarianship  of  Lambeth, 
than  which  a  more  appropriate  appoint- 
ment could  not  have  been  made.— Anon., 
1889,  ReminiteeneeB  of  a  LUerary  and  Clmeal 
Life. 

Another  remarkable  man  I  saw  but  once 
[in  1881],  but  that  once  made  a  great  im- 
pression on  me~J.  R.  Green.  ,  .  .  He  was 
in  a  very  far  stage  of  consumption  when  I 
paid  him  a  visit  in  Kensington  Square.  He 
only  could  speak  in  a  whisper,  but  his  talk 
was  fidl  of  fire,  ideas,  and  interests  in  the 
ideas  of  others;  and  his  pretty,  gentle  wife 
sat  by  and  treasured  every  word  he  spoke, 
till  his  coughing  became  violent;  then  she 
took  us  away,  telling  us  how  she  was  be- 
ginning to  write  quite  easily  with  her  left 
hand  to  his  dictation,  her  right  being  para- 
lysed after  long  years  of  incessant  work. 
He  dictated  sometimes  eleven  hours  m  the 
day.— North,  Marianne,  1892,  Reeolke- 
turns  of  a  Happy  Life,  ed.  Mrs.  Symonds,  vol. 
n,  p.  216. 

During  our  walks  Mr.  Freeman  also 
talked  much  of  his  special  friends.  For  Mr. 
J.  R.  Green,  whom  he  always  called 
"Johnny,''  he  had  a  strong  affection.  Mr. 
Freeman  was  fourteen  years  his  senior,  and 
had  known  him  ever  since  his  boyhood, 
when  he  carried  him  on  his  shoulders.  I 
remember  the  day  in  May,  1882,  when  he 
took  me  to  lunch  at  Mr.  Green's  house  in 
London,  and  there  I  saw  for  myself  how 
much  the  elder  and  the  younger  writer 
w>re  to  each  other.  It  was  only  the  year 
before  Mr.  Green's  death,  and  he  looked 
very  fraQ.  He  wore  a  little  black  skull-cap. 
His  eyes  were  bright  and  his  manner  and 
talk  particularly  charming.  That  he  shared 
Mr.  Freeman's  vivid  sense  of  the  ludicrous. 


was  shown  by  the  frequent  laughter  at  that 
lunch-table.  Among  other  things  which 
amused  him,  was  Mr.  Freeman's  declaration 
that  he  never  let  a  man  die  at  the  end  of  a 
chapter  in  the  ''Norman  Conquest,"  be* 
cause  Johnny  told  him  not  to.— Pobteb, 
Delia  Ltman,  1893,  Mr.  Freeman  ai  Home, 
Scribner^s  Magadne,  vol.  14,  p.  620. 

All  his  friends  speak  of  the  singular  bril- 
liancy of  his  conversation,  and  attribute  it 
partly  to  the  vivacity  and  alertness  of  his 
mtellect,  and  the  readiness  with  which  mere 
statements  of  fact  grouped  themselves  in 
his  mind  into  vivid  pictures.  But  it  also 
implied  the  quick  sympathy  of  an  ex- 
qmsitely  sensitive  nature.  If  he  could  ap- 
preciate Freeman's  historical  dissertations, 
he  could  enjoy  the  charm  of  naive  sim- 
plicity in  women  and  children.—SrEPHEN, 
Lesub,  1901,  ed.  Letters  of  John  Riehard 
Oreen,  p.  67. 

This  distaste  for  the  routine  methods  of 
education  debarred  him  from  high  univer- 
fflty  distinctions,  but  was  m  reaUty,  as  the 
event  proved,  his  scholarly  and  artistic 
salvation.  His  genius  was  too  original  to 
suffer  compression  into  the  academic 
mould,  which  would  have  deadened  his 
most  vital  intellectual  impulses.— Patne, 
William  Morton,  1901,  John  Riehard 
Green,  The  Dial,  vol.  31,  p.  430. 

Green,  bom  in  Oxford,  and  spending 
many  of  his  happiest  years  there,  knew  and 
loved  both  town  and  University.  He  went 
to  Magdalen  Grammar  School  at  the  age  of 
eight,  and  he  won  an  Open  Fellowship  at 
Jesus  at  sixteen,  before  ne  was  old  enough 
to  go  into  residence.  His  biographers  toll 
us  that  he  entered  coUege  a  friendless, 
homeless  boy,  and  that  he  continued,  as  an 
undergraduate,  to  lead  a  solitary  life.  His 
Welsh  co-students,  with  their  close  home- 
assodations,  looked  upon  him  as  an  English 
interloper,  and  left  him  much  to  himself. 
But  he  found  books  in  the  Library,  sermons 
in  the  stones  of  Oxford,  and  good  in  every- 
thing. He  read  enormously;  and  he  wan- 
dered, in  his  solitary,  studious  way,  among 
the  spots  and  the  buildings  wluch  were 
rich  in  their  associations  of  ancient  times, 
recalling,  as  he  went,  the  memories  of  the 
past,  and  in  his  own  mind  combining  them 
and  putting  together  in  coherent  form.  .  .  . 
His  rooms  at  Jesus  are  unknown;  and  the 
Hall-porter,  in  1899,  had  nevei;  heard  his 
name.— HurroN,  Laurence,  1903,  Literary 
Landmarks4>f  Oxford,  pp.  116, 117. 


508 


JOHN  RICHARD  GREEN 


SHORT  HISTORY  OF  THE  ENGLISH 

PEOPLE 

1874 

Mr.  Green's  style  is  eminently  readable 
and  attractive.  A  lively  imagination,  not 
always  under  the  most  rigid  eontrol,  im- 
parts its  own  colors  to  the  dry  details  of 
history,  where  a  more  scrupulous  or  con- 
scientious writer  would  have  wearied  him- 
self, and  fatigued  his  readers,  unwilling  to 
venture  beyond  the  arid  re^on  of  fiuH». 
.  . .  Upon  inaccuracies  in  detail  we  have  not 
insisted,  prejudicial  as  such  inaccuracies 
must  be  in  a  manual  intended  for  schools, 
for  it  is  not  to  be  expected  that  in  so  wide  a 
subject  they  could  be  altogether  avoided. 
Our  objections  are  of  a  graver  and  more 
general  kind.  It  is  against  the  whole  tone 
and  teaching  of  the  book  that  we  feel  our- 
selves called  upon  most  emphaticaUy  to 
protest.  Under  the  disguise  of  a  school 
history,  Mr.  Green  has  disseminated  some 
very  violent  o^nnions  in  politics  and  re- 
ligion. His  design  is  not  the  less  subtle 
and  dangerous  t^ause,  in  accomplishing 
this  object,  he  has  been  misled  into  in- 
genious perversions  of  facts,  and  in  the 
ardour  of  his  temperament  has  misrepre- 
sented the  conduct  and  motives  of  men — 
of  those  especially  who  have  upheld  the 
Church  and  the  Monarchy.  His  sympa- 
thies seem  not  with  order,  but  with  disorder; 
not  with  established  Government,  but  with 
those  who  have  attempted  to  overthrow 
it.  In  the  most  ardent  and  furious  of  the 
leaders  of  the  French  Revolution  he  finds 
"a  real  nobleness  of  aim  and  temper," 
which  he  denies  to  the  champions  of  good 
government,  or  the  peaceful  upholders  of 
religion  and  morality.  To  him  the  aristoc- 
racy, in  conjunction  with  the  Monarchy, 
seem  the  plagues  of  mankind,  united  in  a 
dire  conspiraey  against  popular  freedom, 
progress,  and  development.  Is  this  a  his- 
tory, we  ask,  to  be  put  into  the  hands  of 
the  young  and  incautious?  Is  it  from  this 
they  are  to  learn  wisdom  and  moderation, 
to  form  just  and  equitable  judgments  of 
past  events,  or  of  the  great  actors  of  times 
that  are  gone?  Is  this  the  teaching  by 
which  they  are  to  estimate  rightly  the  deeds 
of  Idngs,  the  worth  of  an  aristocracy,  the 
beneficial  effects  of  order  and  religion?  We 
think  not.  We  have  warned  our  readers 
against  the  errors  and  tendencies  of  Mr. 
Green's  book.  It  is  for  them  to  exercise  the 
necessary  precautions,  both  for  themselves 
and  for  those  who  are  conunitted  to  their 


care  and  guidance.— Brewer,  J.  S.,  1876- 
81,  A  Short  History  of  the  EngH$h  PwpU, 
English  Studies,  ed.  Waee,  pp.  SO,  102. 

This  book  has  extraordinarv  merits.  It 
is  rather  a  commentary  on  the  history  of 
England  than  a  history  itself,  and  there- 
fore those  who  already  have  some  knowledge 
of  the  subject  are  likely  to  be  most  profited 
by  its  use.  The  qualities  which  have  given 
to  the  work  its  great  popularity  are  the  bril- 
liancy of  its  style,  the  breadth  of  its  general- 
izations, the  vividness  with  which  it  por- 
trays the  general  drift  of  events,  the  clear- 
ness with  which  it  shows  the  relations  of 
cause  and  effect,  the  prominence  which  it 
gives  to  the  literary  and  social  progress  of 
the  people,  and  the  skill  with  which  the 
author  has  made  his  selections  and  exclu- 
sions. The  book  has  been  shown  to  be 
somewhat  inaccurate  in  matters  of  minor 
detail;  but  the  inaccuracies  are,  for  the 
most  part,  such  aa  may  easily  be  remedied 
by  careful  revision,  without  disturbing  the 
general  arrangement  of  the  work.  For  the 
purposes  of  the  general  reader  it  is  superior 
to  all  other  works  in  a  single  volume.  Its 
value  is  also  increased  by  a  carefully  drawn 
list  of  authorities  at  the  beginning  of  each 
subject.  These  lists  afford  a  somewhat 
comprehensive  and  very  valuable  bibliog- 
raphy of  English  history.— Adams,  Charles 
Kendall,  1882,  A  Manual  of  Historical 
LUerature,  p.  467. 

His  accuracy  has  been  much  disputed. 
When  the  first  burst  of  applause  that  wel- 
comed the  "Short  History"  had  subsided, 
several  critics  began  to  attack  it  on  the 
score  of  minor  errors.  They  pointed  out  a 
number  of  statements  of  fact  which  were 
doubtful,  and  .others  which  were  incorrect, 
and  spread  in  some  quarters  the  impression 
that  he  was  on  the  whole  a  careless  and  un- 
trustworthy writer.  I  do  not  deny  that 
there  are  in  the  first  editions  of  the  "Short 
History"  some  assertions  made  more 
positively  than  the  evidence  warrants,  but 
this  often  arises  from  the  summary  method 
of  treatment.  A  writer  who  compresses  the 
whole  history  of  England  into  eight  hun- 
dred pages  of  small  octavo,  making  his  nar- 
rative not  a  bare  narrative  but  a  picture 
fuU  of  colour  and  incident,  but  incident 
which,  for  brevity's  sake,  must  often  be 
given  by  allusion,  cannot  be  always  inter- 
rupting the  current  of  the  story  to  indicate 
doubts  or  quote  authorities  for  every  state- 
ment in  which  there  may  be  an  element  of 
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conjecture;  and  it  is  probable  that  in  some 
instances  when  the  authorities  are  examined 
their  result  will  appear  different  from  that 
which  the  author  has  given  them.  On  this 
head  the  "Short  History/'  if  not  perfect, 
is  open  to  no  grave  censure.  Of  mistakes, 
strictly  so  called— i.  e.,  statements  demon- 
strably incorrect  and  therefore  ascribable 
to  haste  or  carelessness— there  are  enough 
to  make  a  considerable  show  under  the 
hands  of  a  hostile  critic,  yet  not  more  than 
one  who  has  read  a  good  deal  of  history  will 
be  prepared  to  expect.  The  book  falls  far 
short  of  the  accuracy  of  Bishop  Thirlwall  or 
Ranke,  short  even  of  the  accuracy  of  Gib- 
bon or  Carlyle;  but  it  is  not  much  below  the 
standard  of  Mr.  Crete's  care,  it  is  up  to 
that  of  Macaulay  or  Robertson,  and  de- 
dij^dly  above  Dean  Milman  or  David 
Huioe.  I  take  famous  names,  and  could 
easily  put  a  better  face  on  the  matter  by 
choosing  for  comparison  contemporary 
writers  whose  literary  eminence  is  higher 
than  their  historical.— Brtce,  James,  1883, 
John  Richard  Green,  MacmiUan*B  Magazine, 
vol  48,  p.  70. 

It  views  events  in  their  just  proportions, 
and  places  them  in  their  true  perspective; 
and  estimates  with  commendable  judg- 
ment and  impartiality  the  various  forces 
and  movements  that  have  given  to  the 
English  people  a  value  and  significance. 
He  has  taken  his  conception  of  history 
mainly  from  Professor  Freeman,  but  has 
brought  to  its  consideration  a  vividness,  a 
brilliance  of  style,  and  a  picturesque  hu- 
man interest  that  entitle  the  author  to 
rank  with  the  romantic  historians  of  Eng- 
lish literature.— Graham,  Richard  D.,  1897, 
The  Maders  of  Victorian  Literature,  p,  227. 

He  is  best  known  by  his  historical  work 
on  English  subjects,  especially  the  famous 
''Short  History  of  the  English  People," 
perhaps  the  most  popular  work  of  its  class 
and  land  ever  written.  Mr.  Green  pro- 
fessed, on  a  principle  which  has  been  grow- 
ing in  favour  for  some  time,  to  extend  the 
usual  conception  of  historical  dealing  to 
social,  literary,  and  other  matters.  These, 
however,  had  never  as  a  fact  been  over- 
looked by  historians,  and  the  popularity  of 
the  book  was  chiefly  due  to  its  judicious 
selection  of  interesting  facts,  to  the  spirit 
of  the  narrative,  and  to  the  style,  based 
partly  on  Macaulay,  but  infused  with 
modemness  wUch  exactly  hit  the  taste  of 
the  readers  of  our  time.— Saintsbury, 


George,  1898,  A  Hidcfry  of  Nindeeitth  Cen- 
tuTff  Liieraiure,  p.  245. 

It  has  often  been  said  that  Mr.  Green 
taught  us  to  write  history.  No  similar 
book  has  ever  been  so  successful,  and  the 
method  and  execution  are  admirable,  but 
it  was  meant  to  be,  and  is,  an  historical 
narrative,  and  for  that  very  reason  some 
may  prefer  the  "Student's  History"  of  Pro- 
fessor Gardiner. — Rappety,  Frank  W., 
1899  Books  Worth  Reading,  p.  148. 

The  strong  sense  of  literary  form,  which 
is  conspicuous  in  all  his  work,  led  him  to 
bring  together  topics  which,  if  treated  at  all, 
are  broken  up  and  become  discontinuous 
on  the  old  system.  He  wished  to  bring  out 
the  imity  and  continuity  of  great  religious 
or  literary  movements  or  of  economic 
changes,  such  as  the  growth  of  town  life,  in 
which  the  leading  moments  are  not  de- 
fined by  the  accession  of  kings  or  the  event 
of  battles.  The  narrative  had,  to  a  great 
extent,  to  be  reorganised  and  the  stress 
laid  upon  a  different  series  of  events.  It 
was  impossible,  therefore,  that  Green  should 
fully  satisfy  critics  who  desiderated  a  man- 
ual on  the  old  model.  Green  had,  in  fact, 
written  something  quite  different,  and 
something  which,  as  Freeman  cordially  ad- 
mitted, was  admirable  from  his  own  point 
of  view.  He  had  written,  within  a  brief 
compass,  nothing  less  than  the  first  history 
of  England  which  would  enable  his  country- 
men to  gain  a  vivid  and  continuous  percep- 
tion of  the  great  processes  by  which  the  na- 
tion had  been  built  up,  and  which  had  been 
overlooked  or  incidentally  noticed  in  the 
histories  which  adhere  rigidly  to  sequences 
of  outward  political  fact. — Stephen,  Lesue, 
190Ued.Letteri  of  John  Richard  Green,  p.  21 1 . 

▲  HISTORY  OF  THE  ENGLISH 
PEOPLE 
1877-80 
By  far  the  most  important  general  his- 
tory of  England  that  has  ever  been  written. 
It  not  only  covers  the  whole  period  of  Eng- 
lish history  down  to  the  close  of  the  Na- 
poleonic wars,  but  it  also  embodies  the  re- 
sults of  those  researches  into  special  periods 
which  of  late  have  been  so  characteristic  of 
English  historical  activity.  To  these  merits 
must  be  added  several  others  of  scarcely 
less  importance.  The  author  writes  in  an 
unusually  vigorous  and  interesting  style. 
His  pages  are  not  encumbered  with  notes, 
but  at  the  beginning  of  the  history  of  each 
period  is  to  l^  found  a  very  complete  and 
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valuable  aceount  of  the  sources  from 
which  information  on  the  subject  treated 
is  to  be  drawn.  These  ^bibliographical  in- 
structions will  be  found  of  the  greatest  use 
to  the  special  student  of  English  history.— 
Adams,  Charles  Kendall,  1882,  Manual 
of  HiBtaried  LUeralure,  p,  436. 

THE  MAKING  OF  ENGLAND 
1881 

Mr.  Green's  new  book  possesses  all  the 
well-known  charms  of  his  fascinating  style, 
and  combines  with  them  a  great  many 
other  excellences  in  a  far  higher  degree 
than  usual.  .  .  .  Where  the  subject  de- 
mands it,  his  colours  are  as  bright  and  as 
vivid  as  ever;  but,  where  logical  argument 
or  grave  philosophical  reflection  is  needed, 
Mr.  Green  rises  to  the  situation,  and  the 
weightier  passages  thus  interspersed  be- 
tween his  glowing  word-pictures  certainly 
whet  the  reader's  appetite  far  better  than 
the  uninterrupted  feast  which  he  used  to 
spread  so  much  too  lavishly  before  us. 
Moreover  his  present  book  is  a  piece  of  real 
original  research.  We  do  not  say  that  it 
probes  verv  deep  into  the  fundamental 
question.  As  far  as  scholarship  goes,  it  can- 
not compare  with  Mr.  Elton's  profoundly 
learned  and  broadly  scientific  work  just 
published,  which  deals  with  much  the  same 
period;  but,  looking  at  it  as  an  essay  written 
wholly  within  the  narrow  bounds  of  Mr. 
Freeman's  Teutonic  school,  and  based  al- 
most entirely  upon  the  documentary  evi- 
dence, it  deserves  high  praise  for  its  thor- 
oughness and  its  general  ability.  It  marks 
Mr.  Green  as  a  competent  original  historian, 
not  a  mere  clever  adapter  and  literary  con- 
fectioner of  other  men's  solid  material. . . . 
Taking  it  all  in  all,  Mr.  Green's  new  book  is 
a  most  useful  contribution  to  our  knowledge 
of  a  very  dark  period,  and  it  stamps  his 
place  as  a  far  higher  one  than  that  secured 
by  his  more  captivating,  but  far  less  orig- 
inal, "Short  History  of  the  English  Peo- 
ple." It  will  probably  long  represent  the 
last  word  of  the  Teutonists  on  the  nature 
and  extent  of  the  primitive  English  settle- 
ment—Allen,  Grant,  1881,  The  Making  of 
England,  The  Academy,  vol  21,  pp.  Ill,  112. 

In  the  early  spring  of  1881,  he  was  seized 
by  a  violent  attack  of  illness,  and  it  needed 
but  a  little  time  to  show  that  there  could 
never  be  any  return  to  hope.  The  days 
that  might  still  be  left  to  him  must  hence- 
forth be  conquered  day  by  day  from  death. 
In  the  extremity  of  ruin  and  defeat  he  found 


a  higher  fidelity  and  a  perfect  strength. 
The  way  of  success  was  closed,  the  way  of 
courageous  effort  still  lay  open.  Touched 
with  the  spirit  of  that  impresdoned  pa- 
triotism which  animated  all  his  powers,  he 
believed  that  before  he  died  some  faithful 
work  might  yet  be  accomplished  for  those 
who  should  come  after  him.  At  the  mo- 
ment of  his  greatest  bodily  weakness,  when 
fear  had  deepened  into  the  conviction  that 
he  had  scarcely  a  few  weeks  to  live,  his  de- 
cision was  made.  The  old  plans  for  work 
were  taken  out,  and  from  these  a  new 
scheme  was  rapidly  drawn  up  in  such  a 
form  that  if  strength  lasted  it  might  be 
wrought  into  a  continuous  narrative,  while 
if  life  failed  some  finished  part  of  it  might  be 
embodied  in  the  earlier  **  History. "  Thus, 
under  the  shadow  of  death,  the  "Making 
of  England"  was  begun.  During  the  five 
summer  months  in  which  it  was  written  that 
shadow  never  lifted.  It  was  the  opinion  of 
his  doctors  that  life  was  only  prolonged 
from  day  to  day  throughout  that  time  by 
the  astonishing  force  of  his  own  will,  by  the 
constancy  of  a  resolve  that  had  wholly  set 
aside  all  personal  aims.  His  courage  took 
no  touch  of  gloom  or  disappointment;  every 
nioment  of  comparative  ease  was  given  to 
hui  task;  when  such  n^oments  failed,  hours 
of  langour  and  distress  were  given  with  the 
same  unfaltering  patience.  As  he  lay  worn 
with  sickness,  in  his  extreme  weakness  un- 
able to  write  a  line  with  his  own  hand,  he 
was  forced  for  the  first  time  to  learn  how  to 
dictate;  he  had  not  even  strength  himself  to 
mark  the  corrections  of  his  printer's  proofs, 
and  these,  too,  were  dictated  by  him,  while 
the  references  for  the  volume  were  dra\vii 
up  as  books  were  carried  one  by  one  to  his 
bedside,  and  the  notes  from  them  entered 
by  his  directions.  With  such  sustained  seal, 
such  eager  conscientiousness  was  his  work 
done  that  much  of  it  was  wholly  rewritten 
five  times,  other  parts  three  times;  till  as 
autumn  drew  on  he  was  driven  from  England 
and  it  became  needful  to  bring  the  oook 
rapidly  to  an  end  which  fell  short  of  his 
original  scheme,  and  to  close  the  last  chap- 
ters with  less  finish  and  fulness  of  labor.— 
Green,  Auce  Stopford,  1883,  ed.  The  Con- 
quest of  En^nd  by  John  Richard  Qreen^ 
Preface,  p.  v. 

This  book,  published  in  1882,  brought 
down  English  history  to  the  consolidation 
of  the  kingdoms  under  Ej^bert,  and  showed 
Green's  qualities  as  a  critical  historian.  His 
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rare  power  of  dealing  with  fragmentary 
evidence,  his  otuck  eye  for  what  was  essen- 
tial, his  firm  hold  of  the  main  points,  his 
ripe  knowledge  of  all  that  could  illustrate 
his  subject,  above  all,  his  feeling  for  reality, 
and  his  insight  into  probabilities,  enabled 
him  to  give  life  and  movem,ent  to  the  earli- 
est period  of  our  national  life.  Apart  from 
its  other  n^erits  this  book  exercised  a  wide 
influence,  which  is  still  growing,  as  an  ex- 
ample of  the  methods  by  which  archeology 
can  be  turned  into  history.  It  gave  a 
stimulus  to  the  pursuit  of  local  archeology, 
and  showed  archsBologists  the  full  impor- 
tance of  their  work.  It  proved  not  merely 
that  the  merits  of  the  "Short  History''  were 
those  of  literary  style  and  brilliancy  of 
presentation,  but  that  the  whole  book  was 
the  fruit  of  patient  research  and  thorough 
knowledge,  which  only  needed  longer  time 
and  a  larger  scale  to  establish  its  conclu- 
sions.—Creighton,  Mandell,  1890,  Die- 
tumary  of  National  Bioifraphy,  vol.  xxni, 
p.  48. 

THE  CONQUEST  OF  ENGLAND 
1883 
J.  R.  Green  once  said  of  himself:  ''I 
know  what  men  will  say  of  me— 'He  died 
learning.'"  Nothing  in  the  whole  of  his 
works  affords  a  more  strildng  instance  of 
his  penetrating  inaght  than  tlus  casual  re- 
mark, recorded  in  the  prefatory  memoir 
which  precedes  the  "Conquest  of  Eng- 
land." ''He  died  learning."  These  three 
words,  like  all  true  sayings,  have  a  pro- 
found application;  they  hit  exactly  the 
most  noteworthy,  and  yet  perhaps  the  least 
noted,  feature  of  Green's  rare  and  admir- 
able genius.  We  may  indeed  doubt  whether, 
like  Six  men  of  vivid  imagination,  he  did  not 
overrate  the  intelligence  of  others.  It  is 
quite  possible  that  critics  might  not  of 
themselves  have  said  of  our  author  what  he 
has  said  of  himself.  But  the  words,  once 
uttered,  are  a  revelation.  Any  person  of  or- 
dinary acumen  can  see  their  truth.  The  true 
source  of  all  that  was  best  in  J.  R.  Green's 
work  was  that  he  died,  and  one  must  also 
add  lived,  learning.  ...  He  is  so  brilliant 
as  a  writer,  his  skill  in  presenting  to  our 
view  the  most  striking  aspect  of  his  sub- 
ject is  so  obvious,  that  even  intelligent 
students  overlook,  even  if  they  do  not  deny, 
the  compass  of  his  knowledge.  He  never 
plays  the  pedant,  and  therefore  he  never 
gets  with  tiie  public  full  credit  for  learning. 
But  whoever  reads  Green's  notes  on  the  con- 


dition and  history  of  English  towns— notes 
which,  as  we  understand  the  matter,  have 
not  received  the  last  touches  that  would 
have  been  given  them  by  their  writer  if  he 
had  lived— will  easily  see  that  he  was,  in 
spite  of  the  brilliancy  of  his  style,  some- 
thing much  better  and  greater  than  a  strik- 
ing writer,  and  that  he  died  learning  be- 
cause he  had  lived  the  studious,  concen- 
trated life  of  a  learned  man  devoted  to  learn- 
ing.—Dicbt,  A.  v.,  1884,  Oreen'M  Conquest 
of  England,  The  Nation,  vol.  38,  pp.  213, 214. 

GENERAL 

I  can  assure  you  that  hardly  any  enter- 
prise we  have  ever  been  engaged  in  has 
oeen  more  satisfactory  to  me  personally, 
and  not  less  to  other  members  of  the  firm, 
than  your  Primers.  Believe  me.  my  dear 
Green,  that  you  are  loved,  and  honoured, 
and  trusted  among  us  all  in  a  very  hieh  de- 
gree, and  we  count  all  that  you  do  with  and 
for  us  as  among  our  most  precious  work.— 
Maciollan,  Daniel,  1877,  Letter  to  Green; 
LetUrt  of  John  Richard  Green,  ed.  Stephen,  p. 
218. 

No  one  who  really  wishes  to  learn  can 
read  his  "Short  History  of  the  English 
People"  without  being  impressed  by  the 
power  of  the  writer  to  impart  knowledge  in 
a  fresh  and  original  form;  nor  can  he  com- 
pare that  book  with  the  subsequent  larger 
History  without  being  struck  with  the 
writer's  conscientious  desire  to  abandon 
pre-conceived  notions  which  we  look  in 
vain  for  in  many  authors  of  high  repute.  In 
estimating,  as  far  as  it  is  possible  to  do,  the 
value  of  Mr.  Green's  work,  it  is  first  neces- 
sary to  ask  what  we  expect  from  a  his- 
torian. If  it  is  to  give  us  a  thoroughly  ac- 
curate account  of  events  which  have  hap- 
pened, no  doubt  Mr.  Green  has  often  been 
found  wanting.  It  is  mere  panegyric,  and 
nothing  else,  to  speak  of  him  as  here  and 
there  substituting  one  name  for  another,  or 
one  date  for  another.  He  was  often  in- 
correct on  matters  of  much  higher  impor- 
tance than  these.  Readers  who  have  a 
special  acquaintance  with  any  part  of  his 
vast  subject  can  easily  suggest  sources  of 
information  which  he  has  neglected  and 
arguments  to  which  he  has  paid  no  atten- 
tion. But  is  not  fulness  of  knowledge  in- 
compatible with  the  undertaking  of  so  vast 
a  work  as  a  complete  History  of  England, 
and  would  he  not  have  himself  delayed  his 
undertaking  if  it  had  been  possible  for  him 
to  do  so?  ...  If  Mr.  Green  had  been  able 
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to  defer  his  work  for  twenty  years  there  is 
no  reason  to  suppose  that  he  would  ever 
have  attained  anything  like  the  accuracy, 
say,  of  Mr.  Freeman.  It  was  not  in  his 
nature  to  do  so,  though  it  was  in  his  nature 
to  aim  at  it.  But,  for  all  that,  it  is  not  im- 
possible that  he  may  have  been  able  to  im- 
part to  us  something  that  Mr.  Freeman  does 
not  give  us.  Both  these  writers  have  the  in- 
valuable power  of  making  the  past  Uve  be- 
fore us,  but  they  do  it  in  a  very  different 
way.  Mr.  Freeman  fixes  on  concrete  facts, 
on  geographical  positions,  acts  recorded  to 
have  been  done,  or  laws  issued  by  author- 
ity. At  these  he  gazes  till  he  makes  them 
tell  their  secret  and  the  secret  of  the  men 
among  whom  these  things  were  done.  Mr. 
Green  proceeded  in  a  precisely  opposite 
way.  That  which  Impressed  him  most  in 
men  was  that  they  were  alive.  That  which 
he  saw  m  history  was  the  continuous  life  of 
the  race,  the  change  of  thought  which 
makes  each  generation  differ  from  the  last. 
—Gardiner,  Samuel  R.,  1883,  J.  R.  Green, 
The  Academy,  vol.  23,  p.  186. 

The  "Short  History"  is  wonderful;  in 
many  respects  it  is  admirable.  It  did  not  in- 
deed fill  up  the  particular  hole  which  it  was 
meant  to  fill  up ;  but  it  revealed  the  existence 
of  another  hole  and  filled  that  up  most 
happily.  The  ''Making  of  England"  was 
needful  for  his  reputation;  it  has  high  mer- 
its in  itself;  it  is  amadng  as  the  work  of  one 
whose  strength  had  already  given  way.  But 
the  Green  of  twenty  years  back  both  prom- 
ised and  had  begun  greater  things  than 
these.  I  cannot  regret  that  he  has  made  so 
brilliant  an  introduction  to  my  own  work; 
but  it  was  not  an  introduction  for  which  I 
looked,  but  a  continuation.  The  times  to 
which  I  must  ever  look  back  are  the  days 
when  he  and  I  walked  together  over  so 
many  of  the  most  stirring  ates  of  English, 
Norman,  and  Angevin  history,  when  he 
was  planning  what  we  now  never  can  have, 
the  tale  of  the  second  Making  of  England 
told  in  full  as  perhaps  he  alone  could  have 
told  it.— Freeman,  Edward  A.,  1883, 
John  Richard  Green,  British  Quarterly  Re- 
view, vol.  78,  p.  133. 

Green  writes  the  story  of  his  England  as 
a  keenly  observant  American  traveller 
might  record  the  impressions  of  a  journey 
through  the  dear  old  home  of  his  fathers. 
He  himself  realizes  the  England  of  the  past,  ^ 
its  topography,  and  the  features,  forms,  and 
characters  of  its  successive  dwarms  ot  in- 


vaders, as  if  he  had  been  an  onlooker  of  the 
whole  series  of  transactions.  With  his 
keenness  of  imagination,  combined  with 
his  intensely  sympathetic  admiration  for 
the  race  which  laid  the  foundations  of  Eng- 
land's greatness,  Green  could  not  choose 
but  overflow  in  graphic  eloquence  that  is 
almost  epic.  But  his  was  no  mere  outburst 
of  uninformed  exuberance.  He  was  nearly 
forty  years  of  age  when  he  publi^ed  his 
''Short  History,"  and  he  had  been  amassing 
materials  for  it  all  his  life.  How  exhaustive 
and  painstaking  was  his  investigation  into 
the  materials  of  our  early  history  is  seen 
in  the  abundant  notes  to  his  "Making  of 
England,"  which  niay  be  taken  as  an  ex- 
ample of  the  thoroughness  with  which  he 
went  to  work  throughout  in  mastering  the 
authorities  on  which  he  based  his  struc- 
ture. His  eager  eloquence  of  stvle  is  simply 
the  reflection  of  lus  clearness  of  conception 
and  his  enthusiasm  for  his  subject.— Kel- 
TIB,  J.  Scott,  1883,  Some  Characteristies  of 
Mr.  Green's  Histories,  British  Quarterly  Re- 
view, vol.  78,  p.  137. 

Attempting  a  schoolbook,  produced  a 
literary  masterpiece,  though  his  "Short 
History"  had  both  to  be  expanded  and  to 
be  purged  of  many  errors  before,  as  "The 
History  of  the  English  People, "  it  became  a 
model  of  what  condensation  can  effect.  In 
his  "Making  of  EJngland,"  Green  showed 
remarkable  power  of  painting  the  external 
conditions  that  influence  tibe  life  of  a 
people.  — Garnett,  Richard,  1887,  The 
Reign  of  Queen  Victoria,  ed.  Ward,  vol.  n, 
p.  475. 

The  animated  and  poetical  style,  the  in- 
dependent and  original  judgment,  as  well  as 
tiie  novel  conception  of  the  whole,  at  once 
attracted  the  admiration  of  the  great  ma- 
jority of  its  readers.  It  is  not,  perhaps,  a 
work  of  faultless  accuracy,  but  that  is  hardly 
to  be  expected  from  a  book  which  is  written 
up  to  a  theory;  for  facts  as  looked  upon  by 
the  spectator,  whose  mind  is  ahieady  made 
up  on  tiie  subject,  show  the  most  obliging 
readiness  to  assume  any  form  he  chooses. 
The  literary  power  of  Green  is  undeniable; 
in  some  passages,  as  in  his  account  of  the 
last  uprising  of  Wales  before  its  conquest  by 
Edward  I.,  his  naturally  picturesque  style 
develops  into  genuine  poetry,  while  his 
narrative  is  usually  spirited  and  his  delinea- 
tion of  character  striking,  if  perhaps  a  littie 
too  imaginative.  Yet  we  think  that  those 
have  formed  too  high  an  estimate  of  his 
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qualities  who  would  rank  him  with  Macau-, 
lay.  His  narrative  power  is  confined  to 
occasional  episodes,  between  which  we  find 
intervals,  where  the  interest  languishes,  if 
it  does  pot  die  altogether;  if  we  are  tempted 
to  go  on  beyond  a  period  which  has  pleased 
us,  it  is  not  because  the  enchantment  of  the 
narrative  carries  us  on,  but  because  we  hope 
to  find  in  a  new  chapter  another  uncon- 
nected passage  as  spirited  as  that  we  have 
been  reading;  and  this  expectation  is  often 
disappointed.  Having  once  gained  the  at- 
tention of  his  audience  by  a  masterly  sum- 
mary of  English  history,  Green  hoped  to  re- 
tain it  for  the  larger  work,  into  which  the 
"Short  History"  was  expanded.  This  at- 
tempt, however,  was  not  so  successful. 
The  larger  history  may  have  gained  in 
value  as  a  class-book  by  its  more  elaborate 
form;  as  a  literary  effort  it  lost  in  terseness 
and  force  more  than  it  gained  by  higher 
elaboration.— OuPHANT,  Margaret  0.  W., 
1892,  The  Vidorian  Age  of  English  Liier- 
(dure,  p.  539. 

The  sentence  is  much  longer  than  Macau- 
lay's,  the  paragraph  very  much  longer  than 
Macaulay's.  The  single-sentence  para- 
graph is  abolished.  The  variety  that 
Macaulay  secured  by  varying  the  length  of 
the  paragraph  and  its  structure  is  lacking 
here.  The  paragraphs  are  not  well  massed. 
The  element  of  variety  being  made  little  of, 
an  attempt  is  made  to  supply  its  place 
with  that  of  intensity  and  weight.  There 
are  no  waste  sentences.  The  short  sentences 
are  sententious,  and  the  long  ones,  while 
admirable  in  accuracy,  are  sometimes  a 
little  heavy.  The  coherence  is  good,  but  it 
is  the  coherence  of  severe  method,  and  de- 
pends neither  on  connectives  nor  on  tran- 
sitional clauses.  After  all,  it  is  a  noble  style, 
though  not  an  easy  one. — Lewis,  Edwin 
Herbert,  1894,  The  History  of  the  English 
Paragraph,  p,  167. 

It  is  not  difficult  to  point  out  the  defects 
of  his  picturesque  method.  The  interest  of 
his  style  lies  to  a  great  extent  in  his  power 
of  illustration,  but  at  times  he  uses  it  in  ex- 
cess. The  elaboration  of  analogy  and  the 
extravagant  quotation  of  the  memorable 
sa3dngs  of  his  characters  interrupt  the  flow 
of  his  paragraphs;  and  by  his  favourite  de- 
vice of  a,  succession  of  short  jerky  sentences 
he  often  signally  fails  in  his  endeavour  to  be 
vivid.  There  is  a  su^stion  that  the  writer 
has  not  assimilated  his  material,  and  is  only 
feeling  his  way  to  a  complete  description 
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through  a  multitude  of  notes.  The  well- 
known  passages  on  the  character  of  Eliza- 
beth .  .  .  illustrate  this:  it  is  too  long  and 
too  miscellaneous  in  style.  The  result  is  little 
else  than  a  bare  sumniation  of  the  details, 
not  that  artistic  whole  which  should  be  some- 
thing more  than  the  total  of  the  contribu- 
ting facts.  This  flaw  in  individual  passages 
is  the  more  striking  as  in  the  general  con- 
ception of  his  subject,  espedally  in  the 
"Short  History,"  he  shows  the  sublimating 
power  of  a  writer  of  high  order.  Green's 
habit  of  work,  morover,  was  too  hurried 
for  a  perfect  style.  His  constitutional  keen- 
ness, increased  rather  than  diminished  by 
ill-health,  made  his  style  at  times  immature^ 
as  at  others  it  made  it  vivacious.  It  was 
not  from  lack  of  revision— for  he  recast  his 
more  important  books— that  a  certain  rest- 
lessness remains  in  his  more  finished  work. 
...  In  his  best  passages  his  art  is  impres- 
sionist, fresh,  and  suggestive ;  when  he  seems 
to  fail  it  is  by  excess  of  colour  and  crude- 
ness  of  composition.  The  shortcomings  of 
his  technique,  however,  can  never  make  us 
forget  that  he  is  essentially  an  artist  in 
prose.— Smith,  G.  Gregory,  1896,  English 
Prose,  ed.  Craik,  vol.  V,  pp.  736,  737. 

In  John  Richard  Green  a  poet  in  history 
combined  the  picturesqueness  of  Froude 
with  something  of  the  exactitude  and 
breadth  of  Freeman.  The  "Short  History 
of  the  English  People,"  in  1874,  produced 
a  sensation  such  as  is  rarely  effected  in  these 
days  by  any  book  that  is  not  a  masterpiece 
of  imaginative  art.  It  treated  history  in  a 
new  vein,  easily,  brightly,  keenly,  some- 
times with  an  almost  jaunty  vivacity.  The 
danger  of  Green  lay  in  his  excess  of  poetic 
sensibility,  his  tendency  to  be  carried  away 
by  his  flow  of  animal  spirits,  to  confound 
what  was  with  what  must  or  should  have 
been;  but  he  was  a  delightful  populariser  of 
history,  a  nian  of  strongly  emphasised  char- 
acter who  contrived  to  fascinate  a  world 
of  readers  by  charging  his  work  with  evi- 
dences of  his  own  gay  subjectivity.— GossE, 
Edmund,  1897,  A  Short  Hidory  of  Modem 
English  Liieraiure,  p,  376. 

The  extraordinary  imaginative  power 
which  enabled  Green  to  throw  himself  into 
the  life  of  the  distant  past.  This  is  his 
supreme  merit  as  a  historian,  and  in  this 
quality  he  has  never  been  surpassed. — 
Lodge,  Richard,  1904,  Chambers's  Cydo- 
podia  of  English  Lit^ature,  ed.  Patrick,  vol. 
Ill,  p.  653. 
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Edward  FitzG-erald 

1809-1883 

Born,  at  Bredfield  House,  Woodbridge,  Suffolk,  31  March  1809.  At  King  Edward  YIJs 
Grammar  School.  Bury  St.  Edmunds.  1821-26.  To  Trinity  Coll.,  Camb.,  Oct.  1826;  B.  A,, 
1830.  Visit  to  Paris,  1830.  Family  removed  to  Ipswich,  1825;  to  Boulge  Hall,  near 
Bredfield,  1835.  Intimate  friendship  with  Thackeray  and  Carlyle.  Married  Lucy  Bar- 
ton, 1856  [?].  lived  at  Farlingay  Hall,  near  Woodoridge,  1853-60;  in  Woodbridge,  1860- 
74;  at  Little  Grange,  1874-83.  Died,  suddenly,  at  Merton  Rectory,  Norfolk,  14  June  1883. 
Buried  at  Boulge.  Works:  "Euphranor,"  (anon.),  1851;  "Polonius"  (anon.),  1852;  Trans, 
of  ''Six  Dramas"  of  Calderon,  1853;  Trans,  of  the  "Sal&m&n  and  Abs&l"  of  J&nti  (anon.), 
1856;  Trans.,  of  the  "Rubiiy&t  of  Omar  Khayyim"  (anon.),  1859;  Trans,  of  iBschylus' 
"Agamenmon"  (anon.),  1876;  Trans,  of  Calderon's  "Mighty  Magician"  (anon.),  1877. 
Posthumous:  "Works"  (2  vols.),  1887;  "Letters  and  Literary  Remains,"  ed.  by  W.  Aldis 
Wright  (3  vols.),  1889;  "Letters,"  ed.  by  W.  A.  Wright  (2  vols.),  1894;  "Letters  to  Fanny 
Kemble,  1871-1883;"  ed.  by  W.  A.  Wright,  1895.  He  edUed:  "Selections  from  the  Poems 
and  Letters  of  Bernard  Barton,"  1842;  "Readings  in  Oabbe,"  1882.— Sharp,  R.  Fab- 
QUHARSON,  1897,  A  Dictionary  of  English  Authors,  p,  100. 


PERSONAL 
Old  Pita  who  from  your  suburb  f^nge, 

Where  once  I  tarried  for  a  while. 
Glance  at  the  wheeling  Orb  of  change. 

And  greet  it  with  a  kindly  smile; 
Whorn^  yet  I  see  as  there  you  sit 

Beneath  your  sheltering  garden-tree, 
And  while  your  doves  about  you  flit, 

And  plant  on  shoulder,  hand,  and  knee, 
Or  on  your  head  their  rosy  feet, 

As  if  they  knew  your  diet  spares 
Whatever  moved  in  that  full  sheet 

Let  down  to  Peter  at  his  prayers; 
Who  live  on  milk  and  meal,  and  grass. 

—Tennyson,  Alfred  Lord,  1883-85,  To 
E.  Fitsgerald,  Tiresias  and  Other  Poems. 

The  Poet-Laureate,  on  hearing  of  hi^ 
death,  wrote  to  the  late  Sir  Frederic  Pol- 
lock: "I  had  no  truer  friend:  he  was  one  of 
the  kindliest  of  men,  and  I  have  never 
known  one  of  so  fine  and  delicate  a  wit.  I 
had  written  a  poem  to  him  the  last  week, 
a  dedication,  which  he  will  never  see." 
When  Thackeray,  not  long  before  he  died, 
was  asked  by  his  daughter  which  of  his 
old  friends*  he  had  loved  most,  he  replied, 
"Why,  dear  old  Fitz,  to  be  sure;  and  Brook- 
field.  "  And  Carlyle,  quick  of  eye  to  discern 
the  faults  and  weaknesses  of  others,  had 
nothing  but  kindliness,  with  perhaps  a 
touch  of  condescension,  "for  the  peaceable, 
affectionate,  and  ultra-modest  man,  and  his 
JUpnqQpf J^p; mgwfgKfe. '*  It was Something 
i^x-""^  have  Deen"~Intmiate  with  three  such 
^["^  friends,  and  one  can  only  regret  that  more 
of  his  letters  addressed  to  them  have  not 
been  preserved.  Of  those  written  to  the 
earliest  and  dearest  friend  of  all,  James 
Spedding,  not  one  is  left.  One  of  his  few 
surviving  contemporaries,  speaking  from 


a  life-long  experience,  described  him  with 
perfect  truth  as  an  eccentric  man  of  genius, 
who  took  more  pains  to  avoid  fame  than 
others  do  to  seek  it.~ Wright,  William, 
Aldis,  1889-1902,  ed,,  Letters  and  Library 
Remains  of  Edward  FitzOerald,  Preface,  voL 
I,  p.  viii. 

IltzGerald,  though  shy  and  retired,  was 
no  weaklinp^,  and  with  him  taste  was  no 
mere  capacity  for  enjojing  the  graces  and 
refinenients  of  letters.  He  loved  with  a  con- 
stant and  ardent  affection  what  is  great, 
noble,  and  heroic.  His  friendships  with 
living  men  were  not  seldom  friendships  with 
the  strong—and  together  with  Thackeray, 
Tennyson,  Spedding,  Carlyle,  we  must 
reckon  among  the  strong  his  dear  lugger 
captain  "who  looks,''  he  says,  "in  his  cot- 
tage like  King  Alfred  in  the  Story. "  So,  too, 
in  books,  in  music,  in  painting,  in  religion, 
he  was  especially  attracted  by  all  tliat  is 
simple,  lofty,  and  heroic— Dowden,  Ed- 
ward, 1889,  Letters  and  Literary  Remains 
of  Edward  FiizGerald,  The  Academy,  vol.  36, 
p.  63. 

FitzGerald's  charities  are  probably  for- 
gotten, imless  by  the  recipients;  and  how 
many  of  them  must  be  dead,  old  soldiers  as 
they  mostly  were,  and  suchlike!  But  this  I 
have  heard,  that  one  man  borrowed  £200 
of  him.  Three  times  he  regulariy  paid  the 
interest,  and  the  third  time  FitzGerald  put 
his  note  of  hand  in  the  fire,  just  saying  he 
thought  that  would  do.  His  simplicity 
dated  from  very  early  times.  For  when  he 
was  at  Trinity,  his  mother  called  on  him 
in  her  coach-and-four,  and  sent  a  gyp  to 
ask  him  to  step  down  to  the  college-gate, 
but  he  could  not  come— his  only  pair  of 
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shoes  was  at  the  cobbler's.  And  down  to 
the  last  he  was  always  perfectly  careless  as 
to  dress.  I  can  see  him  now,  walking  down 
into  Woodbridge,  with  an  old  Inverness  cape, 
slippers  on  feet,  and  a  handkerchief,  very 
likely,  tied  over  his  hat.  Yet  one  always 
recognised  in  him  the  Hidalgo.  Never  was 
there  a  more  perfect  gentleman.  His  cour- 
tesy came  out  even  in  his  rebukes.  A  lady 
one  day  was  sitting  in  a  Woodbridge  shop, 
gossiping  to  a  friend  about  the  eccentricities 
of  the  Squire  of  Boulge,  when  a  gentleman, 
who  was  sitting  vntik  his  back  to  them, 
turned  round,  and,  gravely  bowing,  gravely 
said,  "Madam,  he  is  my  brother."  They 
were  eccentric,  certainly,  the  FitzGeralds. 
FitzGerald  himself  remarked  of  the  family: 
"We  are  all  mad,  but  with  this  difference 
—/know  that  I  am."— Groomb,  F.  H., 
1889,  Edward  FiizOeraid:  An  Aftemaih, 
Blaekwood^s  Magazine,  vol.  146,  p.  616. 

I  chanced  upon  a  new  book  yeaterday: 
I  opened  it,  and,  where  my  finger  lay 

Twixt  page  and  uncut  page,  these  words  I 
read — 
Some  six  or  seven  at  most — and  learned  thereby 
That  you,  Fitzgerald,  whom  by  ear  and  eye 

She  never  knew,  "thanked  Qod  my  wife  was 
dead." 
Ay,  deadl  and  were  yourself  alive,  good  Fits, 
How  to  return  you  thanks  would  task  my  wits: 

Kicking  you  seems  the  common  lot  of  curs — 
While  more  appropriate  greeting  lends  you 

grace: 
Surely  to  spit  there  glorifies  your  face — 

Spitting — ^from  lips  once  sanctified  by  Hen. 
—Browning,  Robert,  1889,  To  Edward 
Fitzgerald,  July  8;  The  AihencBum,  No.  3220. 

For  many  years  before  his  death  he  made 
his  home  at  Woodbridge,  and  when  I  did 
read  there,  his  friendly  devotion  to  me  and 
my  family  was  an  occasion  of  some  em- 
barrassment to  me,  for  when  I  came  on  the 
platform  and  courtseyed  to  my  audience, 
Mr.  Iltzgerald  got  up  and  bowed  to  me, 
and  his  example  being  immediately  fol- 
lowed by  the  whole  room,  I  was  not  a  little 
surprised,  amused,  and  confused  by  this 
general  courtesy  on  the  part  of  my  hearers, 
who,  I  suppose,  supposed  I  was  accustomed 
to  be  received  standing  by  my  listeners. 
Mr.  Aldis  Wright,  Edward  Fitzgerald's  in- 
timate friend,  has  long  promised  the  read- 
ing public  his  memoirs,  in  which,  if  justice 
is  done  to  him,  he  will  appear  not  only  as 
one  of  the  ripest  English  scholars,  but  as  a 
fine  critic  of  musical  and  pictorial  art,  as 
well  as  literature.— Kemble,  Frances  Ann, 
1891,  FuHher  Reeorde,  1848-1883,  p.  297. 


(On  the  planting  (October?,  1893) at  the 
head  of  Fitzgerald's  grave  at  Boulge  two 
rose-trees,  whose  ancestors  had  "strewed 
roses"  over  the  grave  of  Omar  Khayy&m: 
"My  tomb  shall  be  in  a  spot  where  the 
North-wind  may  strow  roses  upon  it" 
(Omar  Khayy&m  to  Khwajah  Nizami).) 

Hear  us,  ye  winds!    From  where  the  North- 
wind  strows 
Blossoms  that  crown  the  "King  of  MTisdomV 
tomb, 
The  trees  here  planted  bring  remembered 
bloom 
Dreaming  in  seed  of  Love's  ancestral  rose 
To  meadows  where  a  braver  North-wind  blows 
O'er  greener  grass,  o'er  hedge-rose  may  and 
broom, 
And  aU  that  makes  East  England's  field-per- 
fume 
Dearer  than  any  fragrance  Persia  knows. 
Hear  us,  ye  winds,  North,  East,  and  West  and 

South  1 
This  granite  covers  him  whose  golden  mouth 

Made  wiser  ev'n  the  Word  of  Wisdom's  King. 
Blow  softly  o'er  the  grave  of  Omar's  herald 
TlU  roses  rich  of  Omar's  dust  shaU  spring 
From  richer  dust  of  SuffoUc's  rare  Fitsgerald. 

— Watts-Dunton,  Theodore,  1893,  Prayer 
to  the  Winds. 

His  neighbors  and  dependents  knew  that 
mider  eccentricities  of  dress  and  manner, 
and  occadoniU  petulance,  there  beat  the 
kindliest  heart,  full  of  sympathy,  of  pater- 
nal interest  in  their  cares,  expressing  these 
in  charities  wayward,  but  genuinely  helpful, 
with  no  sound  of  trumpet  to  herald  the 
almsgiving.  .  .  .  A  tall,  sea^bronzed  man, 
as  I  remember  him,  wearing  a  slouch  hat. 
often  tied  on  with  a  handkerchief,  ana 
wrapped  in  a  big  doak,  walking  with  shuf- 
fling gait,  hob-nobbing  with  the  beachmen, 
among  whom  he  had  his  favorites,  recipi- 
ents of  his  bounty  in  boats  and  gear— 
everybody  knew  old  FItz  by  sight,  and 
many  called  him  "dotty."  ...  On  the 
death  of  his  mother  he  married  Barton's 
only  daughter,  but,  after  a  short  experience 
of  conjugal  life,  for  which  he  was  wholly 
unsuited,  a  separation  was  agreed  upon, 
FitzGerald  behaving  in  the  matter  of  ali- 
mony with  his  usual  liberality.— Clodd, 
Edward,  1894,  Edward  FitzOeraId,English 
lUustraied  Magazine,  vol.  11,  pp.  529,  530, 
532. 

Our  description  of  his  appearance  is 
drawn  from  recollections  of  him  after  he 
was  sixty  years  of  age,  and  when  he  began 
to  stoop;  but  even  then  he  was  in  height 
above  tne  medium,  and  gave  the  impression 
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of  having  been  a  fine,'  good-looking  man  in 
his  younger  days.  He  had  a  melancholy 
cast  of  countenance— a  mist  of  despondent 
sadness  hung  over  his*  face;  a  complexion 
bronzed  by  exposure  to  sun  and  sea  air, 
large  nose,  deep  upper  lip,  sunken,  pale 
blue  eyes  and  bushy  eyebrows,  large,  firmly 
closed  mouth,  dimpled  chin,  and  fine  head. 
About  his  half-bald  head  was  a  comely 
grace,  whilst  the  fringe  of  hair  on  the  out- 
skirts was  touched  by  a  softened  grey, 
which  helped  to  add  to  the  dignity  of  lus 
appearance.  The  expression  was  severe, 
that  of  a  man  whom  you  could  hardly  ex- 
pect a  child  to  question  as  to  the  time  of 
day.  Generally  he  had  a  dreamy  look.  His 
voice,  though  soft  and  gentle,  was  not 
musical;  his  manner  generally  was  placid 
and  mild;  but  when  walking  along  road  or 
street,  he  was  so  absorbed  m  thought,  that 
if  addressed,  he  would  answer  in  a  queru- 
lous, impatient  tone,  as  though  annoyed  by 
impertinent  interruption.  ...  He  was 
extremely  careless  as  to  his  personal 
appearance,  never  knowing  when  to  cast 
off  an  "old  acqrndntanoe,"  as  he  de- 
scribed it,  in  the  shape  of  hat,  coat, 
or  shoes.  In  texture  his  clothes  resem- 
bled that  worn  by  pilots,  and  presented 
the  appearance  of  being  crumpled  and 
untidy.  They  were  put  on  anyhow,  and 
made  to  fit  him,  he  used  to  say,  like  a 
sack.  Though  so  meanly  clad,  plenty  of 
good  apparel  was  found  in  his  wardrobe 
after  his  decease.  In  walking  he  slouched 
awkwardly,  always  taking  the  least  fre- 
quented footpath.  He  generally  carried  a 
stick,  very  rarely  using  an  umbrella.  In 
cold  or  wet  weather  he  wore«a  large  grey 
plaid  shawl  round  his  neck  and  shoulders. 
His  trousers,  which  were  short,  by  the  aid  of 
low  shoes  exhibited  either  white  or  grey 
stockings.  Perhaps  the  most  noticeable 
part  of  his  apparel  during  his  later  years 
was  an  old  battered  black-banded  tall  hat, 
the  greasy  look  of  which  indicated  long 
service.— Glydb,  John,  1900,  The  Life  of 
Edward  FUzGerdd,  pp.  83,  86. 

RUBAIYAT  OF  OMAR  KHAYYAM 
1859 

He  is  to  be  called  "  translator"  only  in  de- 
fault of  a  better  word,  one  which  should  ex- 
press the  poetic  transfusion  of  a  poetic 
spirit  from  one  language  to  another,  and  the 
re-presentation  of  the  ideas  and  images  of 
the  original  in  a  form  not  altogether  diverse 
from  their  own,  but  perfectly  adapted  to 


the  new  conditions  of  time,  place,  custom, 
and  habit  of  mind  in  which  they  reappear. 
In  the  whole  range  of  our  literature  there  is 
hardly  to  be  found  a  more  admirable  ex- 
ample of  the  most  skilful  poetic  rendering  of 
remote  foreign  poetry  than  this  wor)^  of  an 
anonymous  author  affords.  It  has  all  the 
merit  of  a  remarkable  original  production, 
and  its  excellence  is  the  highest  testimony 
that  could  be  given,  to  the  essential  im- 

{ressiveness  and  worth  of  the  Persian  poet, 
t  is  the  work  of  a  poet  mspired  by  the 
work  of  a  poet;  not  a  copy,  but  a  reproduc- 
tion, not  a  translation,  but  the  redelivery  of 
a  poetic  inspiration.— Norton,  Chaioes 
EUOT,  1869,  Nicholas's  QuaJtrains  de 
Khiyam,  North  American  Review,  vol.  109, 
p.  575, 

If  Fitzgerald's  accuracy  had  equalled  his 
ingenuity,  he  might  claim  the  very  first 
place  amongst  modem  translators.— Har- 
rison, Frederic,  1879,  The  Choice  of  Books 
and  Other  Literary  Pieces,  p.  57. 

None  can  say  that  Lenten  fare  makes  Lenten 
thought 

Who  reads  your  golden  Eastern  lay, 
Than  which  I  know  no  version  done 

In  Ekiglish  more  divinely  well; 
A  planet  equal  to  the  sun 

Which  cast  it,  that  laige  infidel 
Your  Omar;  and  your  Omar  drew 

Full-handed  plaudits  from  our  best 
In  modem  letters. 

—Tennyson,  Alfred  Lord,  1883-85,  To 
E.  Fitzgerald,  Tiresias  and  Other  Poems. 

These  pearls  of  thought  in  Persian  gulfs  were 

bred, 
ESach  softly  lucent  as  a  rounded  moon; 
The  diver  Omar  plucked  them  from  their  bed. 
FitsGerald  strung  them  on  an  English  thread. 

—Lowell,  James  Russell,  1888,  In  a 
Copy  of  Omar  Khayydm,  Heartsease  and 
Rne,  p.  26. 

The  little  pamphlet  of  immortal  muac 
called  "The  Rub&iyit  of  Omar  Khayyam." 
.  .  .  FitzGerald's  versions  are  so  free,  he  is 
so  little  bound  by  the  details  of  his  original, 
he  is  so  indifferent  to  the  timid  pedantry  of 
the  ordinary  writer  who  empties  verse  out 
of  the  cup  of  one  large  language  into  that  of 
another,  that  we  may  attempt  with  him 
what  would  be  a  futile  task  with  almost 
every  other  English  translator— we  may 
estimate  from  his  versions  alone  what  man- 
ner of  poet  he  was.  In  attempting  to  form 
such  an  estimate  we  are  bound  to  recognisb 
that  his  best-known  work  is  also  his  best. 
The  "  OmarTChayyAm"  of  FitzGerald  takes 
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its  place  in  the  third  period  of  Victorian 
poetry,  as  an  original  force  wholly  in  sym- 
pathy  with  other  forces,  of  which  its  author 
took  no  personal  cognisance.  Whether  it 
accurately  represents  or  not  the  sentiment 
of  a  Persian  astronomer  of  the  eleventh 
century  is  a  question  which  fades  into  in- 
significance beside  the  fact  that  it  stimulated 
and  delighted  a  generation  of  young  read- 
ers, to  whom  it  appealed  in  the  same  man- 
ner, and  along  parallel  lines  with,  the  poetry 
of  Morris,  Swinburne,  and  the  Rossettis. 
After  the  lapse  of  thirty  years  we  are  able  to 
perceive  that  in  the  series  of  poetical  publi- 
cations of  capital  importance  which  marked 
the  close  of  the  fifties  it  takes  its  natural 
place.— GossE,  Edmund,  1889,  Edward 
FH^Oerdd,  FortnighUy  Review,  vol.  52,  pp. 
63,65. 

^'Omar  Ehayy&m"  is  a  celebrated  work 
in  his  version,  but  it  is  largely  his  own  work, 
and  it  may  be  hoped  that  the  other  trans- 
lations will  become  better  known,  for, 
without  having  the  commanding  qualities 
of  Omar,  they  are  studded  with  charming 
stories  in  verse,  and  not  encumbered  with 
Eastern  moods  of  thought  so  much  as  to 
disturb  a  Western  mind;  to  us  they  are 
more  pleasing.  The  two  poetical  speeches 
of  the  English  and  Roman  generals,  with 
their  fine  movement,  are  ako  a  kind  of 
translation— from  prose  to  verse,  though 
nearer  to  original  composition. —  WooD- 
BERRT,  George  E.,  1889,  The  Translator  of 
Omar  Khayydm,  The  Nation,  vol  49,  p.  114. 

The  man  whose  shy  audacity  of  diffident 
and  daring  genius  has  given  Omar  Khayy &m 
a  place  for  ever  among  the  greatest  of  Eng- 
li^  poets.  That  the  very  best  of  his  ex- 
quisite poetry,  the  strongest  and  serenest 
wisdom,  the  sanest  and  most  serious  irony, 
the  most  piercing  and  the  profoundest 
radiance  of  his  gentie  and  sublime  philoso- 
phy, belong  as  much  or  more  to  Suffolk  than 
to  Shiraz,  has  been,  if  I  mistake  not,  an 
open  secret  for  many  years— "and,"  as 
Dogberry  says, "  it  will  go  near  to  be  thought 
so  shortly."  Every  quatrain,  tho'  it  is 
something  so  much  more  than  graceful  or 
distingui^ed  or  elegant,  is  also,  one  may 
say,  the  sublimation  of  elegance,  the 
apotheosis  of  distinction,  the  transfigura- 
tion of  grace.— Swinburne,  Algernon 
Charles,  1891,  Social  Verse,  The  Forum, 
vol,  12,  p.  183. 

As  a  translator  he  stands  almost  alone, 
his  peculiar  virtue,  noticeable  alike  in  his 


versions  from  the  Spanish  and  Greek,  being 
so  capitally  and  once  for  all  illustrated  in 
that  of  "(Dinar  Khayydm"  that  in  narrow 
space  it  is  not  necessary  to  go  beyond  this. 
From  the  purist  and  pedantic  point  of 
view  FitzGerald,  no  doubt,  is  wildly  un- 
faithful. He  scarcely  ever  renders  word  for 
word,  and  will  insert,  omit,  alter,  with  per- 
fect freedom;  yet  the  total  effiBoi  is  repro- 
duced as  periiaps  no  other  translator  has 
ever  reproduced  it.  Whether  his  version 
of  the  "Rub4iy&t,"  with  its  sensuous  fatal- 
ism, its  ridicule  of  asceticism  and  renuncia- 
tion, and  its  bewildering  kaleidoscope  of 
mysticism  that  becomes  materialist  and 
materialism  that  becomes  mystical,  has  not 
indirectly  had  influences,  practical  and 
literary,  the  results  of  which  would  have 
been  more  abhorrent  to  FitzGerald  than  to 
ahnost  anyone  else,  may  be  suggested.  But 
the  beauty  of  the  poem  as  a  poem  is  un- 
mistakable and  altogether  astounding.  The 
melancholy  richness  of  the  rolling  quatrain 
with  its  unicorn  rhynoies,  the  quaint  mixture 
of  farce  and  solemnity,  passion  and  play- 
fulness, the  abimdance  of  the  imagery,  the 
power  of  the  thought,  the  seduction  of  the 
rhetoric,  make  the  poem  actually,  though 
not  original  or  English,  one  of  the  greatest 
of  English  poems.— Saintsbury,  George, 
1896,  A  History  of  NineUenth  Century  Liter- 
ature, p.  209. 

Among  the  works  which  he  published  in 
his  lifetime  his  fame  must  principally  rest 
on  his  rendering  of  the  "Rubdiy&t. "  The 
great  unbelieving  astronomer-poet  of  Persia 
possesses  a  special  interest  for  children  of 
the  modem  world,  but  did  not  attract  read- 
ers at  once  on  the  appearance  of  an  English 
version.  According  to  an  account  which 
has  been  published,  the  accident  of  a  stray 
copy  falling  into  the  hands  of  Rossetti, 
Swinburne,  and  Burton,  first  saved  it  from 
neglect.  If  it  is  fair  to  argue  from  the  free 
manner  in  which  he  handled  the  text  of 
"iEschylus,"  his  version  of  "Omar"  is 
probably  far  from  literal.  The  first  stanza 
was  entirely  his  own,  and  two  grand  lines  at 
the  beginning  of  the  thirty-third  were  bor- 
rowed from  Hafiz: 
"Earth  could  not  answer;  nor  the  seas  that 

mourn 
In  flowing  purple  of  their  Lord  forlorn." 
The  editor  of  his  remains  and  his  friend 
Professor  Cowell  admit  that  he  allowed 
himself  great  liberties.    But  a  free  render- 
ing may  sometimes  be  more  faithful  than 
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an  accurate  one,  and  FitzGerald  was  spe- 
cially qualified  to  penetrate  his  poet's  mean- 
ing.—Todhunter,  Maurice,  1896,  Ed- 
ward  FiizOeraU,  The  WedmvMUr  Rmew, 
vol.  145,  p.  257. 

His  edition  of  the  "Rub%4t"  of  .Omar 
Ehayyim  was  published  anonymously  by 
Bernard  Quaritch  in  1859,  after  it  had  lain 
neglected  for  two  years  in  the  ofiice  of 
Fraser's  Magazine.  It  was  equally  neglected 
by  the  public;  and  the  publisher,  to  whom 
he  made  a  gift  of  the  work,  exposed  the 
pamphlete  for  sale  at  a  penny  each.  They 
were  gradually  picked  up,  and  the  germs 
of  the  Omar  Khayy&m  cult  were  planted. 
It  was  almost  ten  years  before  a  second 
edition  was  called  for;  in  this  the  number  of 
quatrains  was  increased  from  seventy-five 
to  one  hundred  and  ten.  .  .  .  In  June  1883 
he  went  to  visit  his  old  friend  Mr.  Oabbe  at 
Merton  Rectory.  In  the  morning  he  was 
found  "as  if  sleeping  peacefully,  but  quite 
dead."  .  .  .  Since  then,  FitzGerald's  fame 
has  been  continually  growing,  and  the 
world  recognizes  that  he  added  at  least  one 
classic  to  universal  literature.  —  Dole, 
Nathan  Haskell,  1897,  Library  of  the 
World*8  Best  Literature,  ed,  Warner,  vol.  x, 
p.  5799. 

I  can  never  forget  my  emotion  when  I 
first  saw  Fitz-Gerald's  translation  of  the 
Quatrains.  Keate,  in  his  sublime  ode  on 
Chapman's  Homer,  has  described  Uie  sensa- 
tion once  for  all:— 

"Then  felt  I  like  some  watcher  of  the  skies, 
When  a  new  planet  swims  in  to  h  is  ken . " 
The  exquisite  beauty,  the  faultless,  the 
singular  grace  of  those  amazing  stanzas, 
were  not  more  wonderful  than  the  depth 
and  breadth  of  their  profound  philosophy, 
their  knowledge  of  life,  their  dauntless 
courage,  their  serene  facing  of  the  ultimate 
problems  of  life  and  of  death.  Of  course 
the  doubt  arose,  which  has  assailed  many  as 
ignorant  as  I  was  of  the  literature  of  the 
East,  whether  it  was  the  poet  or  his  trans- 
lator to  whom  was  due  this  splendid  result. 
Could  it  be  possible  that  in  the  Eleventh 
CSentury,  so  far  away  as  Khorassan,  so  ac- 
complbhed  a  man  of  letters  lived,  with 
such  distinction,  such  breadth,  and  such  in- 
sight, such  calm  disillusion,  such  cheerful 
and  jocund  despair?  My  doubt  lasted  only 
till  I  came  upon  a  literal  translation  of  the 
Rub&iy&t,  and  I  saw  that  not  the  least  re- 
markable quality  of  Fitz-Gerald's  poem 
was  its  fidelity  to  the  original.     In  short, 


Omar  was  an  earlier  Fitz-Gerald,  or  Iltxr 
Gerald  was  a  re-incarnation  of  Omar. — 
Hay.  John,  1897,  Address  Before  the  Omar 
KhdyydmCltib,Dee. 

Why  is  it  that,  from  the  moment  the 
genius  of  Fitz-Gerald  made  liim  known  to 
all  who  speak  the  English  language,  he  had 
taken  rank  with  the  immortals,  whom  no 
change  of  taste  or  fashion  can  dethrone?  I 
do  not  pretend  to  give  a  full  answer  to 
this  question,  but  there  are  one  or  two  con- 
siderations which  are  obvious.  First,  as  re- 
gards form;  apart  from  the  strange  fascin- 
ation of  the  metre,  there  is  within  a  narrow 
con^pass,  in  point  of  actual  bulk,  a  whole- 
ness and  completeness  in  Omar,  which  be- 
longs only  to  the  highest  art.  .  .  .  There  is 
nothing  in  Omar's  work  that  could  be  added 
or  taken  away  without  injuring  ite  perfec- 
tion. Then  as  regards  substance,  where 
else  in  literature  has  the  littleness  of  man, 
as  contrasted  with  the  trifling  infinitude  of 
his  environment,  the  direct  result  of  seren- 
ity and  acquiescence,  been  more  brilliantly 
or  more  powerfully  enforced?— Asquith, 
Herbert  Henrt,  1898,  Address  Before 
the  Omar  Khdyydm  Club,  April. 

He  stands  as  one  more  example  of  men 
who  have  done  good  work  and  have  died 
unrewarded,  leaving  behind  them  an  ever- 
widening  drcle  of  fame.'—DoLE,  Nathan 
Haskell,  1899,  ed.  Rubdiydt  of  Omar  Kkay^ 
ydm,  Preface,  p.  xxiii. 

Of  Edward  FitzGerald's  quatrains,  forty- 
nine  are  faithful  and  beautiful  paraphrases 
of  single  quatrains  to  be  found  in  the  Ouse- 
ley  or  Calcutta  MSS.,  or  both.  Forty-four 
are  traceable  to  more  than  one  quatrain, 
and  may  therefore  be  termed  the  ''com- 
posite" quatrains;  Two  are  inspired  by 
quatrains  found  by  FitzGerald  only  in 
Nicholas'  text.  Two  are  quatrains  re- 
flecting the  whole  spirit  of  the  original 
poem.  Two  are  traceable  exclusively  to 
the  influence  of  the  Mantik  ut-tair  of 
Ferid  ud  din  Attar.  Two  quatrains 
primarily  inspired  by  Omar  were  influenced 
by  the  Odes  of  Hafiz.  And  three,  which 
appeared  only  in  the  first  and  second  edi- 
tions and  were  afterwards  suppressed  by 
Edward  FitzGerald  himself,  are  not— so 
far  as  a  careful  search  enables  me  to  judge- 
attributable  to  any  lines  of  tiie  original 
texts.  Other  authors  may  have  inspired 
them,  but  their  identification  is  not  useful 
in  this  case.— Heron-Allen,  Edward, 
1899,  Edward  FitaOerald's  Rubffiydt  of  Omar 
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Khayfdm  ufUk  their  Origind  Penian  Saureei 
CoUaUd  from  ki$  own  M8S.,  and  LUeraUy 
Translated,  p.  xi. 

If  Dante  Gabriel  Rossetti,  the  artist-poet 
and  mystic,  had  not  been  lounring  one  day 
about  the  book-stalls  of  Piccamlly,  dipping 
now  into  the  "farthing"  and  now  into  the 
"penny  box/'  in  seach  of  treasure^  the 
"RubaiyAt  of  Omar  Khayy&m"  would 
doubtless  have  sunk  still  deeper  under  the 
dusty  piles  of  unsalable  old  books  and 
waited  another  decade  for  a  discoverer.  It 
was  already  wearing  on  to  a  decade  since 
the  little  quarto  pamphlet  in  its  brown 
paper  wrappers— "BefiK&rly  disguise  as  to 
paper  and  prints  but  magnificent  vesture  of 
verse"— had  been  issued  from  the  press  of 
Mr.  Bernard  Quaritch  at  the  sum  of  five 
shillings,  and,  failing  of  buyers,  had  fallen 
by  natural  stages  to  the  ignominy  of  the 
"penny  box."  .  .  .  Whether  or  not  the 
pamphlet  that  Rossetti  bore  home  from 
Piccadilly  was  the  first  that  had  been 
rescued  from  the  penny  box,  it  was  at  least 
the  first  that  had  made  a  personal  appeal  to 
its  buyer.  M  the  imagination  of  the  poei^ 
and  his  circle  of  dream-sown  spirits,  was 
quickened  by  it,  and  in  that  brotnerhood  of 
artists  and  mystics,  styled  the  "Pre- 
Raphaelites, "  the  study  of  the  ''Rub%&t " 
grew  into  a  cult  and  Omar  came  at  last  into 
his  own.— RnTENHOusE,  Jessie  B.,  1900, 
eJ.,  The  Rvbdiydi  of  Omar  Khayydm,  In^ 
troductian,  pp.  vii,  viii. 

LETTERS 
PltzGerald's  letters  have  the  charm  of 
many  felicities  of  description,  reminiscence, 
confession,  criticism,  rising  naturally  out  of 
pages  which  have  the  rare  charm  of  ease. 
He  touches  the  keys  gently  and  soothingly, 
and  glides  into  passages  of  unlaboimd 
beauty.  What,  for  example,  can  be  more 
delightful  than  this  record  of  the  pleasant 
idleness  of  a  day  in  spring?— Dowden,  Ed- 
WABD,  1889,  Letters  and  LUerary  Remains  of 
Edward  FUoOerald,  The  Academy,  vol  36, 
p.  63. 

Biis  correspondence  now  reveals  him,  un- 
less I  am  much  mistaken,  as  one  of  the  most 
pungent,  individual,  and  picturesque  of 
English  letter^writers.  Rarely  do  we  dis- 
cover a  temperament  so  mobile  under  a 
surface  so  serene  and  sedentary;  rarely  so 
feminine  a  sensibility  side  by  side  with  so 
virile  an  intelligence.  He  is  moved  by  every 
breath  of  nature;  every  change  of  hue  in 


earth  or  air  affects  him ;  and  all  these  are  re- 
flected, as  in  a  camera  obscura,  in  the  richly 
coloured  moving  mirror  of  his  letters.  It 
will  not  surprise  one  reader  of  this  corres- 
pondence if  the  name  of  its  author  should 
grow  to  be  set,  in  con^on  parlance,  be- 
side those  of  Gray  and  Cowper  for  the  fidel- 
ity and  humanity  of  his  addresses  to  his 
Erivate  friends.  Meanwhile,  we  ought,  per- 
aps,  to  have  remembered  what  beautiful 
pages  there  were  in  Euphranor,  and  in  par- 
ticular to  have  recalled  that  passage  about 
tiie  University  boat-races  which  Lord 
Tennyson,  no  easy  critic  to  satisfy,  has  pro- 
nounced to  be  one  of  the  most  beautiful 
fragn^ents  of  English  prose  extant.— GossB, 
Ediiund,  1889,  Edward  FUzgerpld,  Fort- 
nigkUy  Review,  vol  52,  p.  70. 

I  also  read  "Bltzgerald's  Correspond- 
ence" with  great  interest  and  satisfaction. 
I  quite  agree  with  you  that  they  are  among 
the  best  we  have.  I  fancy  he  took  enough 
pains  with  them  to  make  them  as  easy  as 
they  are.  They  were  his  only  means  of 
communication  with  the  outward  world,  of 
tansiaHng  himself  as  it  were  into  the  vul- 
gar tongue.  He  was  a  scholar  and  a  gentle- 
man—I change  the  order  of  the  words  be- 
cause I  fancy  a  distinction  and  a  pleasing 
one.  I  acree  with  you  as  .to  the  general 
sanity  of  his  literary  judgments— though 
he  would  not  have  been  so  agreeable  as  he 
is  without  a  few  honest  prejudices  too.  We 
are  so  hustled  about  by  fortune  that  I  found 
solace  as  I  read  in  thinking  that  here  was  a 
man  who  insisted  on  having  his  life  to  him- 
self, and  largely  had  it  accordingly.  A  her- 
mit, by  the  bye,  as  he  was,  has  a  great  ad- 
vantage in  forming  secure  conclusions.  An- 
other charm  of  the  book  to  me  was  that  it 
so  often  reminded  me  of  J.  H. — Lowell, 
James  Russell,  1889,  To  C,  E.  Norton,  ed. 
Norton,  vol.  n,  p.  385. 

Among  the  letters  too  charming  to  be 
lost,  yet  too  personal  and  frankly  confiding 
to  be  read  without  some  twinges  of  con- 
science, are  those  of  Edward  FitzGerald, 
the  last  man  in  all  England  to  have  coveted 
such  posthumous  publicity.  They  reveal 
truthfully  that  kind,  shy,  proud,  indolent, 
indifferent,  and  intensely  conservative 
nature;  a  scholar  without  Uie  prick  of  am- 
bition, a  critic  with  no  desu^  to  be  judicial, 
an  unwearied  mind  turned  aside  from 
healthy  and  nonnal  currents  of  activity. 
Yet  the  indiscreet  publishing  of  a  private 
opinion,  a  harmless  bit  of  criticism  such  as 
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any  man  has  a  right  to  express  to  a  friend, 
drew  down  upon  this  least  aggressive  of 
authors  abuse  too  coarse  to  be  quoted.  It 
is  easy  to  say  that  Browning  dishonored 
himself  rather  than  FitzGerald  by  the 
brutality  of  his  language.  This  is  true ;  but, 
nevertheless,  it  is  not  pleasant  to  go  down 
to  posterity  branded  with  Billingsgate  by  a 
great  poet;  and  it  is  doubly  hard  to  bear 
such  a  weight  of  vituperation  because  a 
word  said  in  a  letter  has  been  ruthlessly 
given  to  the  world.— Repplier,  Agnes, 
1893,  Essays  in  Idleness,  p.  215. 

The  premier  translator  is  always  admir- 
able, whether  in  verse  or  prose,  and  his  good 
wine  needs  no  bush.  .  .  .  Edward  Fitz- 
Gerald ranks  easily  with  the  best  half-dozen 
of  our  later  letter-writers.— Johnson,  W. 
G.,  1895,  Mare  FitzGerald  Letters,  The  Did, 
vol,  19,  pp.  174,  175. 

He  is  still  the  n^ost  independent  of  critics, 
who  cannot  admire  Goethe's  "Faust''  as  a 
work  of  construction  or  imagination,  or 
"doat  on  George  Eliot,"  or  take  any  satis- 
faction in  Tennyson's  later  productions 
Seast  of  all,  in  the  ''dramas"),  or  join  a 
rowning  Society,  or  find  Irving  endurable 
as  an  actor.  His  "famous  Lyceum  Ham- 
let. .  .  was  incomparably  the  worst  I  had 
ever  witnessed,  from  Covent  Garden  down 
to  a  Country  Bam.  .  .  .  When  he  got  to 
'Something  too  much  of  this,'  I  called  out 
from  the  Pit  door  where  I  stood,  'A  good 
deal  too  much, '  and  not  long  after  returned 
to  my  solitary  inn.  "—Garrison,  W.  P., 
1895,  FitzGerald  and  Mrs.  Kemble,  The  Na- 
tion, vol.  61,  p.  298. 

On  the  whole,  of  volumes  of  letters  very 
recently  given  to  the  world,  those  of  Ed- 
ward Fitzgerald,  the  translator  of  Omar 
Khayy&m,  seem  to  have  most  of  the  genu- 
ine epistolary  spirit  in  them,  in  association 
with  a  true  feeling  for  good  books,  and  the 
things  that  good  books  bring  into  the  mind, 
with  an  easy  view  of  human  nature;  with  a 
kindly  eye  for  the  ups  and  downs  of  human 
life,  and  a  clear  perception  that  one  of  the 
prime  secrets  is  not  to  expect  more  from  life 
than  life  is.  capable  of  giving.— Morley, 
John,  1895,  Matthew  Arnold,  Nineteenth 
Century,  vol.  38,  p.  1043. 

During  his  lifetime  the  translator  of 
"  Omar  Khayy&m, "  who  cared  very  little  for 
fame,  was  comparatively  unknown  beyond 
a  small  circle  of  cultured  friends  and  ad- 
mirers. But  his  peculiarly  charming  letters, 


published  since  his  death,  seem  likely  to 
give  him  a  permanent  position  not  so  very 
far  removed  from  that  which  Horace  Wal- 
pole  or  even  Charles  Lamb  enjoy  by  con- 
sent. The  mere  fact  that  he  did  not  write 
for  the  world,  but  for  his  friends,  gives  his 
remains  a  greater  charm  in  an  age  of  babble 
and  advertisement.  They  are,  indeed,  a 
striking  instance  of,  what  has  been  happily 
termed, ''  the  value  of  reserve  in  literature.' ' 
— ToDHUNTER,  MAURICE,  1896,  EdwardFOi' 
Gerald,  The  Westndmter  Review,  vol.  145,  p. 
255. 

His  correspondence,  by  which  mainly  the 
world  knows  him,  is  full  of  interesting  reve- 
lations. His  whims  and  foibles,  and  his  own 
gentle  amusement  over  them;  his  bookish 
Ukes  and  dislikes,  one  as  hearty  as  the  other; 
his  affection  for  his  friends,  whose  weak 
points  he  could  sometimes  lay  a  pretty 
sharp  finger  on,  notwithstanding,  frankness 
being  almost  always  one  of  an  odd  man's 
virtues;  his  delight  in  the  sea  and  in  his  gai^ 
den  ("  Don't  you  love  the  oleander?  I  raUiw 
,  worship  mine,"  he  writes  to  Mrs.  Kemble); 
his  pottering  over  translations  from  Span- 
ish, the  Persian,  and  the  Greek  ("all  very 
well;  only  very  little  affairs:"  he  feeis 
"ashamed"  when  his  friend  Thompson  in- 
quires about  them);  his  music,  wherein  his 
taste  was  simple  but  difllcult  (he  played 
without  technique  and  sang  without  a  voice, 
loving  to  "recollect  some  of  Fldelio  on  the 
pianoforte,"  and  counting  it  more  enjoy- 
able "to  perform  in  one's  head  one  of  Han- 
del's choruses"  than  to  hear  most  Exeter 
Hall  performances),— all  these  things,  and 
many  more,  come  out  in  his  letters,  which 
are  never  anything  hut  letters,  written  to 
please  his  friends, — and  himself, — with  no 
thought  of  anything  beyond  that.  In  them 
we  see  his  life  passing. — Torrey,  Brad- 
ford, 1900,  Edward  FitzGerald,  AUaniie 
Monthly,  vol.  86,  p.  621. 

GENERAL 
Whatever  deductions  may  have  to  be 
made  by  the  student,  who  feels  that  in  the 
"Agamemnon"  Mr.  FitzGerald  has  done 
less  than  a  more  sustained  effort  of  his 
singular  powers  might  have  produced,  it 
will  be  acknowledged  by  all  competent 
judges  that  his  translation  separates  itself 
at  once  from  merely  meritorious  work,  and 
takes  a  place  apart  among  English  versions 
of  Greek  poetry.  It  is  almost  trivial  to  say 
that  the  diction  of  a  modem  author  ia 
Shakespearean.     The    phrase    seems    to 
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mean  much;  but,  when  analysed,  it  con- 
veys an  indistinct  impression.  Yet  Mr. 
FItzGerald's  style  in  the  finest  passages  of 
this  great  torso  has  a  weight,  a  compactness 
and  a  picturesqueness,  to  find  the  proper 
parallel  for  which  we  must  look  back  to 
Shakespeare's  age.  The  strong  sonorous 
verse  has  the  richness  and  the  elasticity,  of 
Marlowe's  line ;  and  for  the  first  time,  after  so 
many  attempts,  the  English  reader  catches 
in  his  translation  a  true  echo  of  the  pompous 
Aeschylean  manner.  .  .  .  Convinced  of  the 
impossibility  of  presenting  the  Greek  play 
in  its  integrity  to  Engl^h  readers,  and 
doubtful  of  his  power  to  succeed  where  ''as 
good  versifiers  and  better  scholars,"  had 
seemed  to  him  to  fail,  he  determined  to  re- 
cast the  "Agamemnon"  of  the  Attic  poet, 
adhering  in  parts  to  the  original,  and  in 
parts  diverging  from  it,  according  to  his 
sense  of  fitness.  The  result  is  that,  while 
the  whole  poem  is  profoundly  penetrated 
with  the  Aeschylean  spirit,  which  it  repro- 
duces with  wonderful  vividness,  and  while 
certain  portions  are  accurate  transcripts 
from  the  original,  the  Greek  student  will 
find  many  of  the  most  impressive  passages 
suppressed,  and  some  most  carefully  pre- 
pared effects  omitted.— Symonds,  John  Ad- 
DINGTON,  1877,  Agamemnon,  The  Academy, 
vol.  12,  pp,  4, 5. 

His  life,  taken  altogether,  was  a  gratifica- 
tion of  refined  tastes  and  a  simple  exercise 
of  unpretending  virtues  among  his  friends 
and  acquaintances.  .  .  .  Original  genius  he 
did  not  possess,  but  his  appreciativeness  of 
exceUence  was  sound  and  true;  whenever  he 
praises,  one  is  compelled  to  assent.  He 
spent  the  most  of  his  energy  in  endeavour- 
ing to  render  foreign  classics  into  English 
in  such  a  way  as  to  make  them  effective  to 
modem  taste.  He  did  not  write  for  those 
who  could  read  the  originals.  He  professed 
only  to  make  adaptations  rather  than  trans- 
lations, and  he  cut  and  modified  with  a  free 
hand.  Scholars  have  praised  his  work  for 
what  it  strove  to  accomplish,  accepting  the 
limitations  which  his  taste  imposed  upon  it. 
Taste,  however  developed  and  refined,  is 
still  not  genius,  and  it  must  be  frankly  ac- 
knowledged that  he  has  not  given  us  just 
what  Calderon,  iEschylus,  and  Sophocles 
created.  His  Persian  translations  vary 
even  more  widely  from  the  originals.— 
WOODBBRRY,  Gborge  Edward,  1889,  The 
Translator  of  Omar  Khayydm,  The  Nation, 
wrf.49,  p.  114. 


Judging  from  the  pure  wine  of  poetry 
which,  in  the  capacity  of  a  translator,  he 
has  added  to  our  literature,  and  from  the 
sanity,  the  sense  of  style,  the  vigor  of  in- 
tellect, and  the  large  imaginative  grasp  of 
his  thought  everywhere  apparent  in  his 
versions,  one  may  fairly  doubt  whether  his 
self-supposed  inferiority  to  the  Tennysons, 
and  Carlyle  and  Thackeray  was  not  a  mat- 
ter of  ambition  rather  than  of  native 
capacity.  At  all  events,  the  translator  who, 
by  the  fine  originality  and  daring  creative- 
ness  of  his  renderings  of  such  various  poets, 
has  fairly  earned  a  right  to  the  title  of 
prince  of  ^translators  since  old  Chapman, 
may  safely  be  said  to  have  deserved  bet- 
ter of  Us  language  and  of  future  memory 
than  any  secondary  poet  of  his  time.  It  is 
only  when  we  consider  that  really  great 
translators  are  even  rarer  than  poets  who 
can  pass  awhile  for  great,  that  we  are  cap- 
able of  doing  justice  to  the  modest  genius 
of  him  who  made  great  Sophocles,  mighty 
iGschylus,  sad  Omar,  and  impassioned 
Calderon.  clasp  hands  across  the  centuries 
and  speak  with  living  force  in  English 
words.  He  has  made  these  masters  speak 
upon  his  page,  perhaps  not  just  as  they 
would  have  spoken  had  they  been  English- 
men, but  with  a  music  and  a  power  scarcely 
inferior  to  their  own.  He  has  done  for  them 
in  short,  what  Chaucer  did  for  Boccaccio, 
what  Coleridge  did  for  Schiller.  The 
quatrains  from  Omar  seem  to  be  little  less 
original  with  FitzGerald  than  is  the  Elegy 
with  Gray,  and  perhaps  tiie  one  poem  wiU 
live  as  eternally  as  the  other.  If  tUs  be 
true,  or  even  half  true,  then  "dear  old 
Fitz,"  with  his  "innocent  far  nienie  life," 
...  has  after  all  left  his  countrymen 
a  legacy  which  they  wiU  prize  when  Swin- 
bumes  and  Morrises  and  Mrs.  Brownings 
shall  be  remembered,  if  at  all,  like  Waller 
and  Marvell  and  Donne,  by  a  few  tuneful 
lines  in  old  anthologies.— Anderson,  Mel- 
ville B.,  1889,  The  Translator  of  Khayydm, 
The  Did,  vol.  10,  p.  164. 

Who  is  rashly  to  decide  what  place  may 
not  finally  be  awarded  to  a  man  capable  of 
such  admirable  feats  in  English  prose  and 
verse?  There  can  be  little  doubt  that  when 
much  contemporary  clamour  has  died  out 
for  ever,  the  clear  note  of  the  Nightingale  of 
Woodbridge  will  still  be  heard  from  the 
alleys  of  his  Persian  garden.— Gosse,  Ed- 
BfUND,  1889,  Edward  Fitzgerald,  Fortnightly 
Review,  vol.  52,  p.  70. 
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What  Fitzgerald  might  have  done  with 
his  gifts  and  his  opportunities,  his  talents, 
his  scholarship,  and  his  competenoe,  if  he 
had  devoted  his  days  to  literature,  we  may 
conjecture,  but  we  cannot  know.  But  he 
did  not  devote  his  days  to  literature,  wherein 
he  had  no  ambition  to  excel.  He  read  and 
read,  he  thought  and  thought;  but  he  was 
averse  from  writing  books,  and  of  the  three 
which  he  published  he  prefixed  his  name  to 
but  one.  This  was  his  second  book.  Six 
Dramas  from  Galderon  (1853);  his  first  one, 
Euphranor  (1851),  stealing  into  the  world 
anonymously,  and  dying  silently— a  fate 
which  nearly  overtook  his  last  one,  the 


Rub%dt  of  Omar  Ehayy&m  (1861),  which, 
also  published  anonymously,  and  at  his  ex- 
pense, was  luckily  preserved  by  one  of  those 
miracles  which  sometimes  iUuminate  the 
history  of  literature.  Fitzgerald  kept  a 
few  copies  for  himself,  and  gave  the  r^  of 
the  edition  to  the  publisher,  who  derived  no 
profit  &om  it,  since  it  would  not  sell,  and 
could  scarcely  be  given  away.  Still  there 
was  something  in  it  that  made  its  way,  a 
force  that  would  be  reco|;nized,  an  imper- 
ishable vitality,  the  vitahty  of  the  master, 
Omar  Khayy&m,  and  the  scholar,  Edward 
Fitzgerald.— Stoddard,  Richabd  Henry, 
1892,  Under  the  Evening  Lamp,  p.  261. 


John  William  Colenso 

1814-1883 
Bishop  of  Natal,  was  bom  at  St.  Austell,  January  24, 1814,  and  graduating  in  1836  from 
St.  John's  Oollege,  Cambridge,  as  second  wrangler,  was  elected  a  fellow.  In  1838  he  be- 
came an  assistant-master  at  Harrow,  in  1842  a  tutor  at  Cambridge,  and  in  1846  rector  of 
Fomcett  St.  Mary  in  Norfolk.  He  published  ''Miscellaneous  Examples  in  Algebra"  in 
1848,  "Plane  Trigonometry"  in  1851,  and  "  Village  Sermons"  in  1853,  in  which  same  year 
he  was  appointed  first  Bishop  of  Natal.  He  soon  mastered  the  Zulu  language,  prepared 
a  grammar  and  dictionary,  and  translated  the  Prayer-book  and  part  of  the  Bible.  In  a 
Commentary  on  the  Epistle  to  the  Romans  (1861)  he  objected  to  the  doctrine  of  eternal 
punishment.  He  became  convinced  of  the  improbability  of  many  statements  of  facts  and 
numbers  in  the  Bible;  and  "The  Pentateuch  and  the  Book  of  Joshua  Critically  Examined" 
(seven  parts,  1862-79)  brought  down  upon  its  writer  an  avalanche  of  criticism,  and  was 
condemned  in  both  Houses  of  Convocation.  In  1864  he  was  deposed  from  his  see  by  his 
Metropolitan,  Bishop  Gray  of  Capetown;  but  on  appeal  the  Privy-council  declared  the  de- 
position "null  and  void"  (1865);  and  in  1866  the  CJourt  of  Chancery  ordered  the  payment 
of  his  income,  with  arrears.  Bishop  Gray  next  publicly  excommunicated  him,  and  con- 
secrated a  new  bishop  with  nearly  the  same  diocese.  In  1874  Colenso  visited  Endand, 
conferred  with  the  Archbishop  of  Canterbury,  and  pleaded  the  cause  of  Langalibalele,  a 
dispossessed  Zulu  chief.  He  was  author  of  "Ten  Weeks  in  Natal"  (1855);  "The  New 
Bible  Commentary  Literally  Examined"  (1871-74);  "Lectures  on  the  Pentateuch 
and  the  Moabite  Stone"  (1873);  and  a  volume  of  "Sermons"  (1873).  His  works 
in  algebra  and  arithmetic  are  still  standard  school-books.  He  died  at  Durban,  Natal, 
June  20, 1883.  See  "Life"  by  Sir  G.  W.  C!ox  (2  vols.  1888).— Patmck  and  Groomb,  edi, 
1897,  Chambers's  Biographical  Dictionary,  p.  230. 

lieve  with  a  German  friend  of  mine,  that  it 
is  the  mixing  up  of  things  which  is  the  Great 
Bad!  and  that  thjis  particular  bishop  mixes 
up  a  black  silk  apron  with  arithmetical  con- 
futation of  the  Bible,  and  you  wiU  allow 
that  I  have  better  reason  than  a  woman 
usually  has  for  first  impressions,  why  I 
should  not  take  to  Colenso.— Carltls, 
Jane  Weush,  1864,  Letter  to  James  Anr 
thony  Froude;  Thomas  Carlyle,  A  History  of 
His  Life  in  London,  ed.  Froude,  vol.  n,  p. 
223, 

five  years  after  his  first  departure,  Dr. 
ColensOj  with  his  wife  and  family,  came 
home  to  England;  and,  as  soon  as  possible, 


PERSONAL 

Oh,  my  dear  Mr.  Froude,  I  surely  couldn't 
have  looked  so  bored  as  that.  I  coddn't 
because  I  wasn't.  I  own  to  feeling  rather 
antipathetic  to  that  anomalous  bishop.  A 
man  arrived  at  the  years  of  discretion  wear- 
ing an  absurd  little  black  silk  apron,  dis- 
turbs my  artistic  feelings  to  begin  with. 
Then  consider  whom  I  am  descended  from, 
the  woman  who  when  King  James  offered 
to  make  her  husband  a  bishop  if  she  would 
persuade  him  to  return  to  this  country  and 
be  a  peaceable  subject,  held  up  her  apron 
and  answered, ''/  would  rather  keep  his  head 
inihere.''  Add  to  all  this  that  I  strongly  be- 


JOHN  WILLIAM  COLENSO 


523 


put  through  the  press  the  first  volume  of 
his  "Pentateuch  and  Book  of  Joshua  critic- 
ally examined."  ...  It  was  at  this  time 
the  writer  first  saw  him,  at  the  table  of  a 
distinguished  man  of  science.  The  first  im- 
pression he  gave  was  that  of  a  most  cour- 
teous and  high-bred  gentleman;  the  second 
that  of  a  man  powerful  physically  and  by 
strength  of  will;  the  third,  that  of  extreme 
sincerity,  simplicity,  and  sweetness  of  char- 
acter. A  tall,  strong  man,  some  six  feet 
one  or  two  inches  in  height,  with  gray  eyes, 
iron-gray  hair,  regular  features,  and  a  jaw, 
not  coarse,  but  so  strong  and  firm  as  to 
suggest  to  every  beholder  the  idea  of  indom- 
itable resolution;  a  man  who  could  wrestle 
with  a  marauding  CafFre,  or  contend  with 
an  Archbishop  of  Canterbury,  equally 
readily  at  Bjxy  time.— Cobbe,  Frances 
Power,  1867,  Bithop  Coknso,  Ckrigtian  Exr 
aminer,  vol.  83,  pp,  12, 13. 

Among  the  figures  who  acted  in  his  drama, 
he  will  not  pass,  as  Gray  or  WUberforce 
may  do,  into  the  legends  of  the  saints,  but 
he  will  have  a  niche  in  history  beside 
Thirlwall  and  Stanley.  It  will  be  remem- 
bered that  his  dignity  and  temper  in  con- 
troversy never  failed,  though  the  most 
abusive  language  was  poured  out  on  him; 
that  he  loved  the  truth,  and  was  willing  to 
trust  to  it;  and  that  his  heart  burnt  with 
the  fire  of  humanity  and  justice.  One  who 
experienced  his  kindness  must  also  place  on 
record  how  he  could  devote  time  and 
thought  to  the  service  of  a  friend.  We  shall 
not  easily  see  his  like.— Westlaxe,  J.,  1883, 
Bishop  Colemo,  The  Academy,  vol.  23,  p. 
456. 

I  knew  Colenso;  we  met  him  [1864]  in 
one  of  our  walks.  He  joined  us,  and  talked 
of  what  he  had  done  with  some  slight  ela- 
tion. ''Poor  fellow!"  said  Carlyle,  as  he 
went  away;  "  he  mistakes  it  for  fame.  He 
does  not  see  that  it  is  only  an  extended 
pillory  that  he  is  standing  on. "  I  thought 
and  think  this  judgment  a  harsh  one.  No 
one  had  been  once  more  anxious  than  Car- 
lyle for  the  "Exodus."  No  one  had  done 
more  to  bring  it  about  than  Colenso,  or 
more  bravely  faced  the  storm  which  he  had 
raised,  or,  I  may  add,  more  nobly  vindi- 
cated, in  later  life,  his  general  courage  and 
honesty  when  he  stood  out  to  defend  the 
Zulus  in  South  Africa.  Stanley  spoke 
more  truly,  or  more  to  his  own  and  Colenso's 
honour,  when  he  told  the  infuriated  Convo- 
cation to  its  face,  that  the  Bishop  of  Natal 


was  the  only  English  prelate  whose  name 
would  be  rememl^red  in  the  next  century. 
— Froude,  James  Anthony,  1884,  Thama$ 
Carlykf  A  History  of  His  Life  in  London, 
vol.  n,  p.  223. 

He  had  done  a  great  work,  and  he  had 
done  it  with  singular  sweetness  and  seren- 
ity of  temper.  Those  who  knew  him  will  re- 
member the  charm  and  dignity  of  his  man- 
ner, and  for  those  who  never  saw  him,  his 
writings  will  attest  at  the  least  his  unswerv- 
ing and  incorruptible  veracity.— Cox,  SiE 
G.  W.,  1887,  Dictionary  of  National  Biog- 
raphy, vol.  XI,  p.  293. 

He  faced  this  tornado  of  abuse,  and  these 
hurricanes  of  universal  anathema,  with  the 
calmest  dignity.  He  never  once  lost  his 
temper;  he  never  returned  so  much  as  one 
angry  word  to  men  who  had  heaped  on  him 
every  species  of  abuse  and  contempt,  and  of 
whom  many  were  incomparably  his  in- 
feriors, not  only  in  learning,  but  in  every 
g-ace.  .  .  .  Future  times  will  remember 
ishop  Colenso  with  honor  and  gratitude, 
when  the  names  of  nineteen-twentieths  of 
his  accusers  have  been  buried  in  merciful 
oblivion.  They  will  remember  how,  al- 
most alone  among  colonial  bishops,  he  not 
only  devoted  nearly  the  whole  of  lus  years 
to  the  duties  of  his  see  until  his  death,  but 
also  "with  intense,  indefatigable  labor,'' 
mastered  the  Zulu  language;  produced  a 
Zulu  grammar  and  dictionary;  translated 
into  Zulu  much  of  the  Bible  (correcting  in- 
conceivably frightful  errors  in  some  small 
previous  attempts);  and,  in  the  cause  of  the 
oppressed,  braving  all  hostile  combina- 
tions, came  home  only  to  plead  the  wrongs 
of  Langalibalele,  and  did  his  best  to  ob- 
tain justice  for  King  Cetshwayo.— Farrar, 
Frederic  Wiluam,  1897,  Men  I  Have 
Knoum,  pp.  223,  226. 

GENERAL 
Have  you  heard  of  that  wonderful  Bishop 
Colenso?  Such  a  talk  about  him  too.  And 
he  isn't  worth  talking  about  for  five  minutes, 
except  for  the  absurdity  of  a  man  making 
arithmetical  onslaughts  on  the  Pentateuch, 
with  a  bishop's  little  black  sUk  apron  on!— 
Carltle,  Jane  Welsh,  1863,  To  Miss 
Grace  Welsh,  March  2;  Letters  and  Memor- 
ials, ed.  Froude,  vol.  n,  p.  256. 

I  think  it  a  pity  that  he  commits  himself 
in  lus  books  to  so  much  speculative  and  pre- 
carious criticism.  IBs  analysis  of  the 
Psalms  and  argument  from  them  struck  me 
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as  forced  and  weak;  and  I  find  Russell  is 
painfully  impressed  with  its  untenable 
character,  though  in  most  respects  satisfied 
with  his  volumes.— Martineau,  James, 
1863,  To  Mr.  Tayler,  Sept.  4;  Life  and  Let- 
ters, ed.  Drummond,  vol.  i,  p.  404. 

We  have  not  seen  that,  among  the  half- 
hundred  books  and  half-thousand  pamphlets 
which  it  has  called  out,  any  new  views  as  to 
the  Pentateuch  or  the  Book  of  Joshua  have 
been  elicited,  which  we  need  present  at  any 
length  to  our  readers,  or  with  any  great 
care  discuss.  What  is  new  in  Bishop  Col- 
enso's  own  suggestions  of  detail  is  perhaps 
curious,  but  it  seems  to  us  certainly  trivial. 
The  greater  part  of  his  suggestions  are  not 
new,  as  he  himself  says.  They  are  house- 
hold words  to  every  intelligent  Qiristian 
in  America,  in  France,  or  in  Germany.  We 
believe  we  might  add,  they  are  the  familiar 
speculations  of  all  the  enlightened  men  not 
bound  by  the  strictest  ties  of  the  Church  in 
Spain,  in  Italy,  and  in  Russia.  England  is 
the  only  couniTy  in  Christendom  where  at 
this  moment,  the  promulgation  of  these 
views  could  be  welcomed  with  such  a  howl 
of  indignation  and  surprise.  .  .  .  The  hand- 
ful of  illustrations  which  Bishop  Colenso 
presents,  where  he  might  have  presented 
thousands,  are  painfully  and  sedulously  dis- 
cussed, as  if  the  whole  case  were  wrapped 
up  in  them.  Eyerything  in  the  contro- 
versy shows  to  us,  that  to  the  great  ma- 
jority of  the  English  clergy,  of  the  higher 
orders  as  well  as  of  the  lower,  the  discovery 
that  the  Pentateuch  is  self-contradictory, 
or  that  any  statement  in  it  is  untenable,  is 
not  simply  painful,  but  a  surprise.— Hale, 
Edward  Everett,  1863,  The  Colenso  Conr 
toversy.  Christian  Examiner,  vol.  75,  pp. 
99,  103. 

If  the  Bishop  desired  a  sudden  immortal- 
ity, he  has  secured  his  wish.  If  he  sought 
to  put  his  thoughts  in  such  a  form  that 
those  for  whom  he  wrote  might  thought- 
lessly receive  his  opinion  as  law  with  re- 
gard to  the  gravest  questions  that  have 
ever  commanded  the  attention  of  man,  he 
has  been  successful.  There  is  a  baldness 
and  a  boldness  in  the  style  of  his  book,  a 
lowness  and,  if  we  may  use  the  term,  a 
filthiness  of  mind,  as  if  gorging  himself 
with  details  bordering  upon  obscenity, 
which  caters  to  a  class  of  readers  who  are 
ever  too  eager  to  catch  at  anything  which 
may  foster  and  strengthen  their  prejudices 
against  the  stem  and  pure  spirit  of  revela- 


tion. Sometimes,  as  we  have  read  page 
after  page,  it  seemed  as  if  we  could  see  in 
the  eye  of  the  consecrated  Bishop  the  leer 
of  the  Arch-deceiver  himself,  as  looking  up 
at  us  he  said,  ''Yea!  hath  God  said  thiis?" 
.  .  .  It  was  begotten  like  a  house-plant.  It 
will  die  like  a  mushroom.— Stearns,  0.  S., 
1863,  Bishop  Colenso,  The  Christian  Re- 
view, vol.  28,  pp.  466, 479. 

Literary  criticism,  however,  most  not 
blame  the  Bishop  of  Natal  because  his  per- 
sonal position  is  false,  nor  praise  Spinoza  be- 
cause his  personal  position  is  sound.  But, 
as  it  must  deny  to  the  Bishop's  book  the 
right  of  existing,  when  it  can  justify  its  ex- 
istence neither  by  edifying  the  many  nor 
informing  the  few,  it  must  concede  that 
right  to  Spmoza's  for  the  sake  of  its  un- 
questionably philosophic  scope.  .  .  .  There 
are  alleged  contradictions  in  Scripture; 
and  the  question  which  the  general  culture 
of  Europe,  informed  of  this,  asks  with  real 
interest  is,  as  I  have  a3id,^What  then?  To 
this  question  Spinoza  returns  an  answer, 
and  the  Bishop  of  Natal  returns  none.  The 
Bishop  of  Natal  keeps  going  round  forever 
within  the  barren  sphere  of  these  contra- 
dictions themselves;  he  treats  them  as  if 
they  were  supremely  interesting  in  them- 
selves, as  if  we  had  never  heard  of  them  be- 
fore, and  could  never  hear  enough  of  them 
now.  Spinoza  touches  these  verbal  matters 
with  all  possible  brevity,  and  presses  on  to 
the  more  important.  It  is  enough  for  him 
to  give  us  what  is  indispensably  necessary 
of  them.  .  .  .  He,  too,  like  the  Bishop  of 
Natal,  touches  on  the  fanuly  of  Judah;  but 
he  devotes  one  page  to  this  topic,  and  the 
Bishop  of  Natal  devotes  thirteen.  To  the 
sums  in  Ezra— with  which  the  Bishop  of 
Natal,  "should  God,  in  His  providence, 
call  Um  to  continue  the  work,"  wiU  as- 
suredly fill  folios —Spinoza  devotes  barely 
a  page.  He  is  anxious  to  escape  from  the 
region  of  these  verbal  matters,  which  to 
the  Bishop  of  Natal  are  a  sort  of  intellectual 
land  of  Beulah.— Arnold,  Matthew,  1863, 
The  Bishop  and  the  Philosopher,  Maemil- 
lan's  Magazine,  vol.  7,  pp.  252,  253. 

So  sincere  is  my  dislike  to  all  personal  at- 
tack and  controversy,  that  I  abstain  from 
reprinting,  at  this  distance  of  time  from  the 
occasion  which  called  them  forth,  the  essays 
in  which  I  criticised  the  Bishop  of  Natal's 
book;  I  feel  bound,  however,  after  all  that 
has  passed,  to  make  here  a  final  declara- 
tion of  my  sincere  impenitence  for  having 
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published  them.  The  Bishop  of  Natal's  sub- 
sequent volumes  are  in  ^reat  measure  free 
from  the  crying  fault  of  his  first;  he  has  at 
length  succeeded  in  more  clearly  separat- 
ing, in  his  own  thoughts,  the  idea  of  science 
from  the  idea  of  religion;  his  mind  appears 
to  be  opening  as  he  goes  along,  and  he  may 
perhaps  end  by  becoming  a  useful  biblical 
critic,  though  never,  I  think,  of  the  first 
order.  Still,  in  here  taking  leave  of  him  at 
the  moment  when  he  is  publishing,  for 
popular  use,  a  cheap  edition  of  his  work,  I 
cannot  forbear  repeating  yet  once  more,  for 
his  benefit  and  that  of  his  readers,  this 
sentence  from  my  original  remarks  upon 
him:  There  is  tniik  of  science  and  irutii  of 
religion;  truth  of  science  does  not  become 
truth  of  religion  tiU  it  is  made  religious.  And 
I  will  add:  Let  us  have  all  the  science  there 
is  from  the  men  of  science;  from  the  men  of 
religion  let  us  have  religion.— Arnold,  BIat- 
TSEW,  1865,  The  Function  of  Criticism  at  the 
Present  Time,  Essays  in  Criticism,  p.  26^ 
note. 

There  are  two  ^shops,  and  two  only, 
among  all  the  Bishops  of  the  Colonial 
Churches,  who  won  for  themselves  the 
glory  of  having  endeavored  to  translate  the 
truths  of  the  Scriptures  into  the  imcouth 
tongues  of  the  people  whose  pastors  they 
have  become.  The  one  is  Bishop  Patteson 
of  Melanesia,  and  the  other  is  Bishop  Co- 
lenso  of  Natal.  If,  in  pursuance  of  this  in- 
vestigation, he  was  led  to  take  too  minute 
care  of  the  words  and  letters  of  the  Sacred 
Volume,  as  I  fully  think  he  was,  still  one 
would  have  tho'ught  that  the  sacredness 
and  the  value  of  the  labour  in  which  he  was 
employed  ought  to  have  procured  for  him 
something  different  from  the  vast  vocabu- 
lary of  abuse  which,  as  a  general  rule,  is  the 
only  response  his  labours  have  met  with  in 
this  country. — Stanley,  Arthur  Pbnrhyn, 
1865-67,  The  South  African  Controversy, 
Essays  Chiefly  on  Church  and  State,  p. 
313. 

He  has  recently  published  a  volume  of 
the  sermons  he  has  preached  since  his  re- 
turn to  his  bishopric,— sermons  in  which 
many  of  the  theological  questions  of  the  day 
are  dealt  with  in  an  able  and  thoroughly 
original  manner.  But  the  peculiar  merit  of 
these  discourses  is  one  above  their  learning 
and  originality.  It  consists  in  that  warm 
and  simple  piety,  that  strong,  clear  faith  in 
the  LIVING  GOD,  which  has  been  from 
first  to  last  the  characteristic  of  the  man 


whom  his  enemies  proclaim  as  the  most 
dangerous  infidel  of  the  day.  Well  will  it  be 
for  England,  if,  fifty  yeare  or  a  century 
hence,  her  clergy,  with  all  their  cowardly 
tampering  with  truth,  have  left  in  the 
hearts  of  the  masses  of  her  people  such  real 
manly  faith,  faith  in  God  and  duty  and 
immortality,  as  breathes  through  every 
word  and  deed  of  the  heretic  Bishop  of 
Natal.— CoBBE,  Frances  Power,  1867, 
Bishop  Colenso,  Christian  Examiner,  vol  83, 
p.  15. 

I  return  the  Bishop's  paper.  If  I  formed 
my  opinion  of  Colenso  from  such  state- 
ments alone,  I  should  have  but  a  low  esti- 
mate of  his  knowledge  and  powers  of  reason- 
ing. They  are,  in  my  judgment,  puerile, 
hardly  ingenius,  hardly  ingenuous.  He 
does  not  seem  to  me  to  understand  the  bear- 
mg  and  importance  of  the  subject.  But  I  do 
not  judge  Colenso  on  such  grounds.  I  hon- 
our him  as  a  bold,  honest,  single-minded 
man,  with  a  deep  and  sincere  love  of  truth. 
He  is  a  man,  too,  of  remarkably  acute  in- 
tellect and  indefatigable  industry.  But  he 
entered  on  these  enquiries  late  in  life, 
struck  boldly  into  one  track,  in  which  he 
marches  with  fearless  intrepidity,  looking 
neither  to  the  right  nor  to  the  left.  More- 
over, he  wants  wide  and  general  knowledge. 
He  rides  his  hobby  with  consummate  sloll, 
but  he  rides  it  to  death.  Everything  must 
give  way  before  his  Jehovistic  and  Elohis- 
tic  theory.  Now,  I  fully  believe  that  to  a 
certain  limit,  but  not  in  ite  application  to 
all  the  writings  of  the  Old  Testament  (as 
we  have  them);  for  I  am  a  worse  sceptic 
than  Colenso,  doubting  whether  we  have 
them  in  imaltered,  unimpeachable  integ- 
rity. I  believe  the  whole  of  Colenso's  theory 
about  the  development  of  the  Jewish  re- 
ligion to  be  all  pure  conjecture  and  from 
(to  me)  most  unsatisfactory  premises.  As 
history,  much  of  the  German  criticism,  as 
well  as  his,  is  purely  arbitrary:  doubtful 
conclusions  from  more  doubtful  facte.  None 
of  this,  however,  in  the  least  lowers  my  re- 
spect for  Colenso,  and  my  sense  of  his  ill 
usage  by  persons  to  whom  his  knowledge  is 
comparatively  the  widest,  his  ignorance 
much  more  trustworthy  than  their  knowl- 
edge. As  for  his  piety,  I  have  read  some, 
and  intend  to  read  more  of  his  sermons. 
None  of  his  adversaries,  of  course,  read 
them.  If  they  did,  it  might  put  even  them 
to  shame,  especially  as  contrasted  with  their 
cold,  dry  dogmatism.— Milman,   Henrt 
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Hart,  1867,  Letter  to  Sir  Charles  LyeU,  June 
23;  Henry  Hart  MUman,  by  his  San,  p.  284. 

The  examination  of  the  Pentateuch  soon 
resolved  itself  into  an  examination  of  aU 
the  Hebrew  scriptm^.  The  book  of  Den* 
teronomy  contained  many  passages  which 
could  not  have  been  written  until  long  after 
the  settlement  of  the  Jews  in  Canaan.  He 
was  struck  by  its  resemblance  to  the  proph- 
ecies of  Jeremiah.  Now  the  historical 
books  showed  that  the  so-called  Mosaic 
law  was  never  carried  out  before  the 
Babylonish  captivity.  The  popular  religion 
down  to  the  time  of  the  great  prophets  was 
a  debased  idolatry,  according  to  the  writing 
of  the  prophets  themselves.  But  in  the 
time  of  Josiah  occurred  the  discovery  of  the 
Book  of  the  Law  in  the  Temple.  This  book, 
whatever  it  was,  had  been  utterly  forgot- 
ten. He  inferred  that  the  book  discovered 
was  the  book  of  Deuteronomy,  and  this 
book  is  identical  in  feelings,  style,  purpose, 
and  language  with  the  book  of  the  prophe- 
cies of  Jeremiah.  The  conclusion  followed 
that  it  was  written  by  Jeremiah  and  placed 
in  the  Temple  in  order  that  its  discovery 
should  lead  to  a  resolution  on  the  part  of 
the  king  to  put  down  the  abominations 
which  were  eating  out  the  spiritual  life  of  his 
people.  This  conclusion,  the  bishop  in- 
sisted, threw  light  on  many  difficulties,  and 
proved  the  books  of  Chronicles  to  be  a  nar- 
rative deliberately  falsified  with  the  set 
purpose  of  exalting  the  priests  and  Levites. 


—Cox,  Sir  G.  W.,  1887,  DicHanary  of  Nor 
Hand  biography,  vol,  xi,  p.  291. 

It  would  be  unjust  to  pass  over  this  brave 
man,  who  in  the  teeth  of  opposition  made 
himself  a  genuine  critic,  and  who  won  his 
battle  more  completely  for  others  than  for 
himself.  .  .  .  Though  by  no  means  a  nega- 
tive critic,  he  was  not  qualified  to  do  thor- 
oughly sound  constructive  work  either  in 
historical  criticism  or  in  theoretic  theology. 
Let  us  be  thankful  for  all  that  he  did  in 
breaking  up  the  hard  soil,  and  not  quarrel 
with  him  for  his  limitations.— Chetne,  T. 
K,  1893,  Founders  of  Old  Te$tament  CriHr 
dm,  pp.  196,  203. 

Colenso's  avowed  object  was  to  destroy 
what  he  called  the  idol  of  Bibliolatry.  The 
letter  of  the  Bible  he  compared  to  the  law 
as  understood  by  St.  Paul,  which  was  to  be 
put  aside  as  a  thing  dead  and  of  the  past, 
while  the  spirit  lives  and  could  never  die. 
The  accuracy  of  the  Pentateuch  may  go, 
but  the  Sermon  on  the  Mount  abideth  ever. 
—Hunt,  John,  1896,  Religious  Thought  in 
England  in  the  Nineteenth  Century,  p.  240. 

In  1862  the  excitement  was  renewed  by 
the  publication  of  Colenso's  book  on  the 
Pentateuch.  It  seems  arid,  now,  for  there 
is  nothing  attractive  in  the  apphcation  of 
arithmetical  formulas  to  Noil's  Ark;  but 
it  was  just  the  kind  of  argument  needed  at 
the  time  and  for  the  audience  addressed.^ 
Walker,  Hugh,  1897,  The  Age  of  Tenny- 
son, p,  159. 


Charles  Reade 

1814-1884 
Bom,  at  Ipsden,  Oxfordshire,  8  June  1814.  Privately  educated,  1822-27;  at  school  at 
Stames,  1827-29.  At  home  1829-31.  Matric,  Magdalen  Coll.,  Oxford,  26  July  1831; 
Demy,  1831-35;  B.  A.,  18  June  1835;  Vinerian  Scholar,  1835;  Fellow  of  Magdalen  Coll., 
July  1835;  M.  A.,  1838;  Vinerian  FeUow,  1842;  D.  C.  L.,  1  July  1847;  Vice-Pres.,  Magdalen 
Coll.,  1851.  Student  of  Lincoln's  Inn,  Nov.  1836;  called  to  Bar,  16  Jan.  1843;  Friendship 
with  Mrs.  Seymour  begun,  1852.  Play  ''The  Ladies'  Battle"  (adapted  from  Scribe  and 
Legouv6),  produced  at  Olympic  Theatre,  7  May  1851;  "Angelo,"  Ol3rmpic,  11  Aug.  1851; 
"A  Village  Tale,"  Strand,  12  April,  1852;  "The  Lost  Husband,"  Strand,  26  April  1852; 
"Masks  and  Faces,"  Haymarket,  20  Nov.  1852;  "Gold,"  Drury  Lane,  10  Jan.  1853;  "Two 
Loves  and  a  Life,"  (with  Tom  Taylor),  Adelphi,  20  March,  1854;  "The  Courier  of  Lyons," 
(afterwards  called  "The  Lyons  Mail"),  Princess's,  26  June  1854;  "The  King's  Rival" 
(with  Tom  Taylor),  St.  James's,  Oct.  1854;  "Honour  before  Titles,"  St.  James's,  3  Oct 
1854;  "Per^ne  Pickle,"  St.  James's,  Nov.  1854;  "Art,"  (afterwards  called  "Nance  Old- 
field"),  St.  James's,  17  April  1855;  "The  First  Printer,"  (with  Tom  Taylor),  Princeas's,  3 
March  1856;  "Never  Too  Late  to  Mend,"  (dramatized  from  his  novel).  Princess's,  4  Oct 
1865;  "The  Double  Marriage"  (dramatized  from  novel  "White  Lies"),  Queen's  Theatre, 
24  Oct.  1867;  adaptation  of  Tennyson's  "Dora,"  Adelphi,  1  June  1867;  "Foul  Play"  (with 
Dion  Boucicault;  dramatized  from  novel),  Holbom  Theatre,  1868  (revised  version,  called 
''The  Scuttled  Ship,"  by  Reade  alone,  Olympic,  1877);  "Free  Labour"  (dramatfased  from 
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novel,  "Put  Tourself  in  His  Place'0. 28  May  1870;  "The  Robust  Invalid/'  (adapted  from 
Molifere),  Adelphi,  15  June  1870;  "Shilly  Shally,"  Gaiety,  1  April  1872;  "Kate  Peyton's 
Lovers"  (dramatized  from  novel  "GrifBth  Gaunt,"),  Queen's  Theatre,  1  Oct.  1875; 
"Drink,"  (dramatized  from  Zola),  Princess's,  2  June  1879;  "Love  and  Money,"  (with 
H.  Pettitt),  18  Nov.  1882;  "Single  Heart  and  Double  Face,"  Edinburgh,  Nov.  1883.  Died, 
in  London,  1 1  April  1884.  Buried  in  Willesden  Churchyard.  Work$:  "  Peg  WoflSngton,' ' 
1853;  "Christie  Johnstone,"  1853;  "Two  Loves  and  a  Life"  (with  Tom  Taylor),  1854;  "The 
King's  Rival"  (with  Tom  Taylor),  1854;  "Masks  and  Faces"  (with  Tom  Taylor),  1854; 
"It  is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend,"  1856;  "White  Lies,"  1857;  "The  Course  of  True  Love 
never  did  run  Smooth,"  1857;  "Jack  of  all  Trades,"  1858;  "Autobiography of  aThief," 
1858;  "  Love  me  Little,  Love  me  Long, "  1859; "  The  Eighth  Commandment, "  1860; "  The 
Cloister  and  the  Hearth,"  1861;  "Hard  Cash,"  1863;  "Griffith Gaunt, "1866; "Foul Play," 
(with  Dion  Boucicault),  1868;  "Put  Yourself  in  his  Place,"  1870;  "A  Terrible  Tempta- 
tion,"  1871;  "The  Wandering  Heir,"  1872;  "A  Simpleton,"  1873;  "A  Lost  Art  Revived," 
1873;  "A  Hero  and  a  Mariiyr,"  1874;  "Trade  Malice,"  1875;  "A  Woman  Hatw,"  1877; 
"  Readiana, "  1883.  Poahumous: "  The  Perilous  Secret, "  1884; "  Singleheart  and  Double- 
face,"  1884;  "The  Jilt,  and  Other  Tales,"  1884;  "Good  Stories  of  Man  and  other  Ani- 
mals," 1884;  "Bible  Characters,"  1888.  Life:  by  C.  L.  and  C.  Reade,  1887.— Shabp,  R. 
Farquharson,  1897,  A  DicHanary  of  English  Authors,  p.  237. 


PERSONAL 

A  tall  man,  more  than  thirty,  fair-haired, 
and  of  agreeable  talk  and  demeanor. — Haw- 
thorne, Nathaniel,  1856,  English  Nate- 
Books,  April  8,  vol.  n,  p.  14. 

I  am  quite  sure  that  you— who  loved  and 
jreverenced  him  [Charles  Dickens]  as  he  de- 
served—will be  glad  to  have  something  that 
belon^d  to  him  familiarly,  even  though 
the  tUng  is  of  no  value  in  itself.  Therefore 
I  venture  to  send  you  this  little  pen-tray  as 
a  relic.  It  belonged  to  our  little  sitting- 
room  at  the  office— a  place  that  he  was  veiy 
fond  of— and  used  very  much,  so  that  this 
little  article  was  constantly  under  his  eye, 
and  associated  with  his  familiar  every-day 
life.  Will  you  accept  it  from  me  with  my 
love  and  regard?  You  don't  need  to  be 
told  by  me— still  I  think  it  will  be  pleasant 
to  you— now— to  have  a  fresh  assurance  of 
the  affection  and  esteem  in  which  he  held 
you.  You  did  not  meet  very  often;  but  I 
never  heard  him  speak  of  you  except  with 
the  heartiest  and  most  cordial  expressions  of 
admiration,  respect,  and  personal  affection. 
—Hogarth,  Georgina,  1870,  Letter  to 
Charles  Reade,  Memoir  of  Charles  Reade,  ed. 
Reade  and  Reade ,  p.  391. 

To  a  wonderful  energy  and  virility  of 
genius  and  temperament  Charles  Reade 
adds  a  more  than  feminine  susceptibility 
and  impatience  when  criticism  attempts  to 
touch  him.  With  a  faith  in  his  own  capac- 
ity and  an  admiration  for  his  own  works 
such  as  never  were  surpassed  in  literary 
history,  he  can  yet  be  rendered  almost  be- 
side himself  by  a  disparaging  remark  from 
the  obscurest  critic  in  the  comer  of  the 


poorest  provincial  newspaper.  There  is  no 
pen  so  feeble  anywhere  but  it  can  sting 
Charles  Reade  into  something  like  de- 
lirium. He  replies  to  every  attack,  and  he 
discovers  a  personal  enemy  in  every  critic. 
Therefore  he  is  always  in  quarrels,  always 
assailing  this  man  and  being  assailed  by 
that,  and  to  the  very  utmost  of  his  power 
trying  to  prevent  the  public  from  appre- 
ciating or  even  recognizing  the  wealth  of 
genuine  manhood,  truth,  and  feeling,  which 
is  bestowed  ever3rwhere  in  the  rugged  ore  of 
his  strange  and  paradoxical  character.  I 
am  not  myself  one  of  Mr.  Reade's  friends, 
or  even  acquaintances;  but  from  those  who 
are,  and  whom  I  know,  I  have  always  heard 
the  one  opinion  of  the  sterling  integrity, 
kindness,  and  trueheartedness  of  the  man 
who  so  often  runs  counter  to  all  principles 
of  social  amenity,  and  whose  bursts  of  im- 
pulsive Ul-humor  have  offended  many  who 
would  fain  have  admired. — McCarthy, 
Justin,  1872,  Charles  Reade,  Modem  Lead- 
ers, p.  193. 

Mrs.  Seymour  and  I  were  old  people,  you 
know.  During  the  nineteen  years  I  lived 
in  the  same  house  with  her  she  led  an  in- 
nocent Ufe,  a  self-denying  life,  and  a  singu- 
larly charitable  life.  In  the  exercise  of  this 
grace  there  was  scarcely  a  Scriptural  pre- 
script she  did  not  fulfil  to  the  letter.  She 
was  merciful  to  all  God's  creatures;  she 
took  the  stranger  into  her  house  for  months; 
she  cared  for  the  orphan;  she  visited  and 
nursed  the  sick;  she  comforted  the  afflicted 
in  mind;  she  relieved  the  poor  in  various 
classes  of  life,  constantiy  hiding  her  bounty 
from  others,  and  sometimes  from  its  very 
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objects.  Those  charities  are  still  continued 
out  of  her  funds,  and  through  the  influence 
of  her  example.  God  drew  her  nearer  to 
Him  by  five  months  of  acute  suffering.  She 
bore  her  agonies  (from  cancer  of  the  liver) 
with  meek  resignation;  und  sorrow  for  me, 
who  was  to  lose  her,  but  none  for  herself. 
...  My  grief  for  her  is  selfish.  You  know 
what  I  have  lost — a  peerless  creature,  wise, 
just,  and  fidl  of  genius,  yet  devoted  to  me. 
She  alone  sustained  me  in  the  hard  battle  of 
my  life,  and  now,  old  and  broken,  I  must 
totter  on  without  her,  sick,  sad,  and  lonely. 
My  remorse  is  for  this.  I  had  lived  en- 
tirely for  the  world,  and  so  disquieted  her 
with  my  cares,  instead  of  leading  her  on  the 
path  of  peace,  and  robbed  God  of  a  saint, 
though  not  of  a  believer. — Reade,  Charles, 
1880,  Letter  to  Joseph  Hatton,  June  14; 
Memoir  of  Charles  Reade,  ed,  Reade  and 
■Reade,  pp,  445,  446. 

In  his  undergraduate  days  the  future 
novelist  seems  to  have  been  rather  Byronic. 
A  tall  graceful  youngster,  with  a  splendidly- 
proportioned  figure  and  muscles  to  match, 
he  attracted  attention  by  his  long  flowing 
curls.  Abhorring  alcohol  in  every  form  as 
well  as  tobacco,  he  did  not  assimilate  largely 
with  his  junior  common-room,  though  he 
was  far  from  unpopular.  He  read— in  his 
own  fashion — and  at  the  age  of  twenty-one 
figured  in  the  third  class,  and  was  at  once 
elected  fellow.  His  fellowship  rendered  him 
independent,  and  for  the  best  part  of 
twenty  years  he  lived  a  life  of  incessant  ac- 
tion, mostiy  in  the  open  air.  Nevertheless, 
unlike  Lord  Beaconsfield's  fine  young  Eng- 
lish gentieman,  he  was  devoted  to  bool^, 
and  in  effect  was  storing  up  material  which 
afterwards  enabled  him  to  construct  situa- 
tions, not  only  stagey  but  real.  At  the  time 
the  man  was  very  much  a  Guy  Livingstone. 
He  was  a  dead  shot;  he  knocked  Alfred 
Mynn  round  the  field  at  Liverpool;  he  ex- 
celled as  an  archer  and  as  a  pedestrian;  few 
if  any  could  beat  him  in  throwing  a  castnet, 
and  among  other  accomplisbnents  he 
reckoned  theatrical  dancing.  —  Reade, 
COMPTON,  1884,  Charles  Reade,  CorUemr 
porary  Revieio,  vol,  45,  p,  709. 

My  acquaintance  with  him  did  not  begin 
till  lus  infirmity  of  deafness  had  grown  to  be 
a  source  of  much  inconvenience  to  him;  but 
it  certainly  had  not  the  effect,  often  at- 
tributed to  it,  of  making  him  impatient  or 
morose.  His  hollowed  hand,  and  smiling, 
attentive  face  are  always  present  in  the 


picture  which  my  memory  draws  of  hint 
He  expressed  himself  very  strongly  upon 
matters  in  which  his  feelings  were  moved, 
but  they  were  always  moved  in  the  right 
direction,  and  though,  when  contendmg 
with  an  adversary  on  paper,  he  did  not  use 
the  feather  end  of  his  pen,  his  heart  was  as 
soft  as  a  woman's.  He  was  never  moved 
by  those  petty  jealousies  which  (with  Uttie 
reason,  so  far  as  my  experience  goes)  are 
attributed  to  his  craft,  and  the  la^  time  he 
spoke  to  me  on  literary  subjects  was  in  praise 
of  one  who  might  well  have  been  consid- 
ered a  rival— Wilkie  Collins.— Payn,  James, 
1884,  Some  Literary  Recollections,  p.  164. 

It  was  in  the  summer  of  1876  that  I  first 
made  the  acquaintance  of  Charles  Reade, 
at  a  little  dinner  given  by  Mr.  John  Cole- 
man, then  manager  of  the  Queen's  Theatre. 
.  .  .  Pleasant  beyond  measure  was  that 
night's  meeting;  pleasanter  still  the  friendly 
intimacy  which  followed,  and  lasted  for 
years;  for  all  the  many  distinguished  men 
that  I  have  met,  Charles  Reade,  when  you 
knew  him  thoroughly,  was  one  of  the  gent- 
lest, sincerest,  and  most  sympathstic. 
With  the  intellectual  strength  and  bodily 
height  of  an  Anak,  he  possessed  the  quiddit 
and  animal  spirits  of  Tom  Thumb.  He  was 
learned,  but  wore  his  wisdom  lightiy,  as  be- 
came a  true  English  gentleman  of  the  old 
school.  His  manners  had  thestatelinessof 
the  last  generation,  such  manners  as  I  had 
known  in  the  scholar  Peacock,  himself  a 
prince  of  taletellers;  and,  to  women  espe- 
cially, he  had  the  grace  and  gallantry  of  the 
good  old  band  of  literary  knights.  Yet 
with  all  his  courtly  dignity  he  was  as  frank- 
hearted  as  a  boy,  and  utterly  without  pre- 
tence. What  struck  me  at  once  in  him  was 
his  supreme  veracity.  Above  all  shams  and 
pretences,  he  talked  only  of  what  he  knew; 
and  his  knowledge,  though  limited  in  range, 
was  large  and  memorable.  ...  A  mag- 
nificent whist  and  chess  player,  he  would 
condescend  to  spend  whole  evenings  at  the 
primitive  game  of  "squales."  In  these 
and  all  other  respects,  he  was  the  least 
bookish,  the  least  literary  person  that  ever 
used  a  pen.— Buchanan,  Robert,  1884, 
Recollections,  of  Charles  Reade,  Pall  Mall 
Gazette. 

My  first  interview  with  the  eminent  au- 
thor, in  1863,  left  upon  me  an  impression  of 
breadth  and  amplitude  which,  though  in  a 
measure  due  to  accident  and  artificial  cir- 
cumstances, remained  undisturbed  through* 
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out  the  course  of  a  long  and  unbroken 
friendship.  The  house  he  lived  in,  No.  6 
Bolton  Row,  was  of  unusual  magnitude, 
and  the  room  in  which  he  received  h&  guests 
was  of  corresponding  dimensions.  A  table 
which  in  point  of  size  might  have  served 
for  billiards  was  strewn  with  enormous 
sheets  of  tinted  paper,  upon  which  he  wafi 
writing,  in  a  bold  and  heavy  hand,  a  forth- 
coming installment  of  "Hard  Cash."  His 
portly  frame  completely  filled  an  exception- 
ally spacious  armchair,  and  as  he  rose  to 
give  greeting  he  was  easUy  able  to  look 
down  upon  the  visitors,  though  one  of  them 
was  above  the  average  stature.  His  man- 
ner, dignified,  gracious,  and  extremely 
gentle,  was  in  thorough  hanAony  with  the 
largeness  of  the  surroundings,  and  in  the 
conversation  which  ensued  there  was  cer- 
tainly nothing  that  indicated  a  narrow  side 
to  his  character.— House,  E.  H.,  1887, 
Charles  Reade,  AUanHe,  vol  60,  p.  525. 

Magdalen  College,  Oxford,  is  one  of  the 
those  almshouses  for  the  rich  which  abound 
in  England.  .  .  .  From  this  charity  fund, 
Reade  drew  not  less  than  $2,000  a  year  for 
the  remaining  fifty  years  of  his  life— $100,- 
000  in  all— for  which  he  never  rendered  one 
particle  of  service  of  any  kind,  unless  we 
except  assistance  in  defeating  parliamen- 
ary  efforts  to  abolish  the  whole  thieving  job 
and  use  the  money  as  the  donor  has  directed. 
What  wonder  is  it  that  he  shared  the  dis- 
gusting English  view  of  the  relation  of 
meum  and  tuum  as  far  as  the  rights  of  debtor 
and  creditor  were  concerned?  A  debt  is  a 
misfortune  and  a  dun  is  a  bore.  If,  when  I 
hold  another  man's  money,  he  asks  for  it, 
he  insults  me.  .  .  .  It  may  be  well  to  look 
at  the  story  of  his  relations  with  Mrs.  Sey- 
mour. His  Fellowship  would  be  forfeited 
by  marriage.  Mrs.  Seymour  was  an  actress 
at  the  Haymarket,  "above  mediocrity," 
and  "well-looking  off  the  stage."  Reade 
moved  to  her  house,  and  afterward  took  her 
to  his;  introduced  her  to  everybody  as  his 
housekeeper;  was  never  separated  from  her 
for  the  remaining  nineteen  years  of  her  life; 
mourned  her  death  as  a  fatal  blow  to  his 
happiness;  called  her  his  "lost  darling;" 
was  never  really  himself  after  he  lost  her, 
and  was  buried  by  her  side.  The  biographer 
(Rev.  Compton  Reade)  says  everything  in 
his  power  to  prove  that  their  relations  were 
purely  platonic.  He  fails  signally.— Kirk- 
land,  Joseph,  1887,  Charles  Reade,  Navel- 
id,  The  Dial,  vol  8,  pp.  36,  37. 
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Reade  was  through  life  of  a  litigious  and 
somewhat  vain  disposition,  and,  convinced 
that  he  was  receiving  inadequate  remunera- 
tion alike  from  his  plays  and  his  two  novels, 
he  embarked  on  a  series  of  lawsuits,  which 
proved  very  disastrous  to  his  pecuniary 
position.  From  Bentley,  the  publisher  of 
his  two  novels,  he  received  only  30/.  apiece. 
An  action  at  law  resulted  in  his  being 
mulcted  in  costs  to  the  amount  of  220/. 
No  more  successful  were  six  suits  which  he 
brought  in  vindication  of  what  he  alleged  to 
be  his  rights  in  his  dramatic  work.  In  1860 
he  attacked  in  a  pamphlet  called  "The 
Eighth  Commandment"  such  thefts  of  the 

Eroducts  of  the  brain  as  those  from  which 
e  imagined  himself  to  be  a  sufferer.  In  the 
same  work  he  advocated  a  wider  scheme  of 
international  copyright,  and  denounced  the 
system  of  wholesale  piratical  "adaptation" 
from  the  French  dramatists.  —  Kent, 
Charles,  1896,  Dictionary  of  National 
Biography,  vol  XLvn,  p.  355. 

THE  OLOISTER  AND  THE  HEARTH 

1861 

I  do  not  say  that  the  whole  of  life,  as  it 
was  at  the  end  of  the  fourteenth  century, 
is  in  "  The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth. "  But 
I  do  say,  that  there  is  portrayed  so  vigorous, 
lifelike,  and  truthful  a  picture  of  a  time  long 
gone  by,  and  differing  in  ahnost  every 
particular  from  our  own,  that  the  world 
nas  never  seen  its  like.  To  me  it  is  a 
pictiue  of  the  past  more  faithful  than  any- 
thing in  the  works  of  Scott.  As  one  reads 
it,  one  feels  in  the  very  atmosphere  of  the 
century;  one  breathes  the  ah"  just  before  the 
Great  Dawn  of  Learning  and  Religion;  it  is 
still  twilight,  but  the  birds  are  twittering 
ah^ady  on  the  boughs;  it  is  a  time  when 
men  are  weaiy  of  the  past;  there  is  no 
freshness  or  vigoiur  in  the  poetry;  all  the 
tunes  are  old  tunes.  .  .  .  Comparison  be- 
tween "The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth"  and 
''  Romola  "  is  forced  upon  one.  Both  books 
treat  of  the  same  period;  similar  pictures 
should  be  presented  in  the  pages  of  both. 
Yetr-what  a  difference  I  In  the  man's  work 
we  find  action,  life,  movement,  surprise, 
reality.  In  the  woman's  work  we  find 
languor,  tedium,  and  the  talk  of  nineteenth- 
century  puppets  dressed  in  fifteenth  century 
clothes.— Besant,  Walter,  1882,  Charles 
Readers  Novels,  Gentleman's  Magazine,  vol 
253,  pp,  212,  214. 

For  my  own  part,  I  would  rather  have 
written  "The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth" 
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than  half-a-dozen  "Romolas/'  and  I  would 
rather  have  been  Charles  Beade,  great, 
neglected;  and  misunderstood  in  his  genera- 
tion, than  the  pretentious  and  pedagogic 
Talent  which  earned  the  tinsel  crown  of 
contemporary  homage,  too  speedily  de- 
throned, and,  in  the  good  time  that  is  com- 
ing for  Genius,  justly  forgotten.— Bu- 
chanan, Robert,  1884,  RecoUecHans  of 
Charles  Reade,  PaU  MaU  Gazette. 

A  story  better  conceived  or  better  com- 
posed, better  constructed  or  better  related, 
than  "The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth,"  it 
would  be  difficult  to  find  anywhere.  .  .  . 
The  variety  of  life,  the  vigour  of  action,  the 
straightforward  and  easy  mastery  dis- 
played at  every  step  in  every  stage  of  the 
fiction,  would  of  themselves  be  enough  to 
place  "The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth''  among 
the  very  greatest  masterpieces  of  narrative; 
while  its  tender  truthfulness  of  sympathy, 
its  ardour  and  depth  of  feeling,  the  constant 
sweetness  of  its  humour,  the  frequent  pas- 
sion of  its  pathos,  are  qualities  in  which  no 
other  tale  of  adventure  so  stirring  and  in- 
cident so  inexhaustible  can  pretend  to  a 
moment's  comparison  with  it— unless  we 
are  foolish  enough  to  risk  a  reference  to  the 
name  by  which  no  contemporary  name  can 
hope  to  stand  higher,  or  shine  brighter,  for 
prose  or  for  verse,  than  does  that  of  Shake- 
speare's greatest  contemporary  by  the 
name  of  Shakespeare. — Swinburne,  Al- 
gernon Charles,  1884,  Charles  Reade, 
Nineteenth  Century,  vol  46,  p.  556. 

Can  scarcely  be  spoken  of  with  praise  too 
high.  It  is  like  one  of  those  mediaeval  pic- 
tures in  which  we  see  in  a  succession  of 
scenes,  which  occupy  what  in  a  more  arti- 
ficial piece  would  be  simply  background, 
the  whole  life  and  progress  of  the  man 
whose  picture,  whether  a  portrait  or  a  lead- 
ing incident  in  his  life,  is  the  chief  subject. 
The  wonderful  romance  of  Gerard  and  his 
companion,  with  its  hundred  episodes 
which  are  not  archaic,  and  bear  no  mark  of 
the  midnight  oil,  but  fresh  as  the  breath 
of  the  primitive  country  with  all  its  fierce 
little  walled  towns  and  noble  castles  and 
hospitable  convents,  rolls  out  before  us  in 
endless  detail,  without  ever  withdrawing 
our  attention  from  the  noble  young  figure, 
ail  ardour,  purity  and  faith  which  is  the 
chief  interest.  "The  Cloister  and  the 
Hearth"  is  one  of  the  books  which  we 
should  put  into  our  list  for  the  furnishing 
and  endowment  of  that  desert  island,  for 


which  we  are  so  often  asked  to  choose  an 
imaginary  library.— Ouphant,  Maegarbt 
0.  W.,  1892,  The  Victorian  Age  of  English 
Literature,  p.  478. 

I  think  I  n^ust  have  worn  out  more 
copies  of  this  book  than  of  any  other.  .  .  . 
No  novel  of  Scott's  approaches  the 
"Cloister"  in  lofty  humanity,  in  sublimity 
of  pathos.  The  last  fifty  pages  of  the  tale 
reach  an  elevation  of  feeling  that  Scott 
never  touched  or  dreamed  of  touching.  And 
the  sentiment  is  sane  and  honest,  too:  the 
author  reaches  to'  the  height  of  his  great 
argument  easily  and  without  strain.  It 
seems  to  me  that,  as  an  appeal  to  the  feel- 
ings, the  page  that  tells  of  Margaret's  death 
is  the  finest  thing  in  fiction.  It  appeals  for 
a  score  of  reasons,  and  each  reason  is  a  noble 
one.  .  .  .  Reade  wrote  some  twenty  novels 
beside  "The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth,"  and 
not  one  of  the  twenty  approaches  it.  One 
only— "Griffith  Gaunt"— is  fit  to  be  named 
in  the  same  day  with  it;  and  "Griffith 
Gaimt"  is  marred  by  an  insincerity  in  the 
plot  which  vitiates,  and  is  at  once  felt  to 
vitiate,  the  whole  work.  On  everything  he 
wrote  before  and  after  "The  Cloister" 
Reade's  essential  vulgarity  of  mind  is  writ- 
ten large.  That  he  shook  it  off  in  that  great 
instance  is  one  of  the  miracles  of  literary 
history.— Quiller-Couch,  A.  T.,  1894,  Ad- 
ventures in  Criticism,  pp.  129, 131, 133. 

Reade's  greatest  novel,  the  medisval  ro- 
mance, in  four  volumes,  entitled  "The 
Cloister  and  the  Hearth,"  was  published  in 
1861.  About  one-fifth  had  originally  ap- 
peared in  1859  under  the  title  of  "A  good 
Fight"  in  "Once  a  Week,"  and  the  circula- 
tion of  the  periodical  was  consequently  in- 
creased by  twenty  thousand.  The  tale  was 
gradually  expanded  in  the  two  foUowing 
years.  The  scene  is  laid  in  Holland,  Ger- 
many, France,  and  Italy  of  the  fifteenth 
century,  and  the  manners,  customs,  poli- 
tics, and  familiar  conversation  of  the  epoch 
are  successfully  realised.  There  are  incident- 
ally introduced,  along  with  the  imaginary 
characters,  historical  personages  like  Frois- 
sart,  Gringoire,  Villon,  Deschamps,  Coquil- 
lart,  Luther,  and  Erasmus,  the  last  being 
portrayed  as  a  fascinating  child.  Sir  Walter 
Besant,  in  his  introduction  to  the  cheap 
edition  of  1894,  characterised  the  t^ork  as 
the  greatest  historical  novel  in  the  language. 
According  to  Mr.  Swinburne,  "a  story  bet- 
ter conceived,  better  constructed,  or  better 
related,   it  would  be  difficult    to    find 
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anywhere."— Kent,  Charles,  1896,  Dic- 
Hffnary  of  National  Biography,  vol.  XLvn, 
p.  356. 

Is  universally  admitted  to  be  Reade's 
masterpiece,  and  well  deserves  to  be  ranked 
among  tiie  best  historical  novels  of  the 
centu^.  There  are  many  who  go  further, 
and  maintain  that  it  is  the  finest  single  fic- 
tion of  the  Victorian  era.  It  is  a  tale  of  the 
fifteenth  century,  and  brings  before  the 
reader  with  startling  vividness  the  cruelty 
and  sordidness,  the  heroisms  and  the  con- 
secrations of  life  in  the  deep  darkness  that 
preceded  the  dawn  of  the  Reformation  of 
Europe.  The  knowledge  dispktyed  is  im- 
mense. There  are  humour  and  pathos  in 
abundance.  The  canvas  is  crowded  with 
all  kinds  of  figures— beggar  and  thief,  ad- 
venturer and  peasant,  priest  and  noble, 
grouped  with  aidnurable  effect,  and  taking 
part  in  a  series  of  intensely  dramatic  scenes 
and  adventures.  The  whole  tale  moves  at 
a  smgular  devation,  and  conveys  a  sense 
of  unwonted  power.  As  to  its  main  part, 
the  story  is  of  the  rare  constancy  and  pure 
affection  of  two  sorely-tried  hesurts  sent  to 
an  early  grave  by  a  combination  of  fateful 
circumstances  such  as  could  only  have 
arisen  in  these  far-off  times.— Graham, 
Richard  D.,  1897,  The  Matten  of  Victorian 
Literature,  p.  80. 

Reade's  masterpiece  is  a  historical  novel, 
"The  Qoister  and  the  Hearth"  (1860),  a 
story  of  the  early  Reformation  and  of  the 
life  of  Erasmus.  To  the  construction  of  this 
work  Reade  brought  his  laborious  method 
of  getting  up  his  facts,  but  in  spite  of  its 
learning  the  book  is  one  of  the  three  or  four 
best  hi^rical  novels  since  Scott. — Moodt, 
William  Vaughn,  and  Lovbtt,  Robert 
MORSS,  1902,  A  History  of  English  Liier- 
ature,  p.  313. 

GRIFFITH  GAUNT 
1866 
I  have  been  sickened  to  see  and  hear  the 
things  vented  against  your  noble  piece  of 
work;  I  found  in  it  what,  let  me  say,  I  al- 
ways find  in  you,  a  sincere  and  loyal  love  of 
that  which  renders  beauty  beautiful  and 
manhood  best.  I  found  in  it  Nature,  too, 
who  does  not  read  the  weekly  journals 
enough  to  forget  why  Moses  wrote  the 
Decalogue,  nor  what  reason  She  gave  him 
first  of  all  to  do  it.  I  am  no  novel  reader, 
and  in  morals  they  call  me  a  Puritan— but  I 
admire  and  marvel  at  your  exquisite  and 
most  healAy  and  excellent  story,  which 


teaches  the  force  of  a  true  love  over  an  un- 
spiritual  temperament,  and  paints  a  lady 
that  is  indeed  every  inch  a  lady.  To  be 
brief,  I  lent  the  book  to  my  sister  when  I 
had  read  it:  and  will  defend  it  as  an  enrich- 
ment of  the  best  English  literature  with 
hearty  good  will,  at  any  place  and  time.— 
Arnold,  Sir  Edwin,  1866,  Letter  to  Charles 
Reade,  Memorial  of  Charles  Reade,  ed.  Reade 
and  Reade,  p.  S33. 

If  such  a  story  as ''Griffith  Gaunt,"  .  .  . 
be  compared  with  almost  any  ordinary 
novel  of  the  day,  the  first  note  of  difference 
will  be  found  in  the  overwhelming  amount 
of  incident  in  the  former  as  compared  with 
the  latter;  the  second,  that  the  descriptions 
of  persons,  scenery,  place,  voice,  gesture, 
Ac,  necessary  in  every  novel,  are  much 
shorter  in  ''Griffith  Gaunt"  than  the  other. 
The  third,  that  the  conversations  do  not 
drag  and  seem  too  long  or  discursive,  but 
that  they  carry  on  the  action  and  develop 
the  characters.— Besant,  Walter,  1882, 
Charles  Readers  Novels,  OenUeman's  Maga- 
zine, vol  253,  p.  201. 

But  for  tragic  power,  for  unfaltering  com- 
mand over  all  the  springs  and  secrets  of  ter- 
ror and  pity,  it  is  not  comparable  with  the 
book  which  would  beyond  all  question  be 
generally  acknowledged  by  all  competent 
judges,  as  his  masterpiece,  if  its  magnificent 
mechanism  were  not  vitiated  by  a  moral 
flaw  in  the  very  mainspring  of  the  action. 
This  mainspring,  if  we  may  believe  the  sub- 
title of  "Griffith  Gaunt,"  is  supplied  by 
the  passion  of  jealousy.  But  the  vile  crime 
on  which  the  whole  action  of  the  latter  part 
of  the  story  depends,  and  but  for  which  the 
book  would  want  its  very  finest  effects  of 
pathos  and  interest,  is  not  prompted  by 
jealousy  at  all :  it  is  prompted  by  envy.  A 
man  tied  bv  law  to  a  wife  whom  he  believes 
unfaithful  has  inadvertently,  by  no  fault  of 
his,  won  the  heart  of  a  woman  who  believes 
him  free,  and  has  nursed  him  back  from 
death  to  life.  Unable  to  offer  her  marriage, 
and  aware  of  her  innocent  regard  for  him, 
he  loyally  determines  to  withdraw  from  her 
society.  An  old  suitor  of  hers  meets  and 
taunts  him  in  the  hour  of  his  leave-taking. 
Instantly,  rather  than  face  the  likelihood  of 
a  rival's  triumph,  the  coward  turns  back 
and  offers  his  hand  to  the  girl,  whose  good 
offices  he  requites  by  deliberate  betrayal  of 
her  trust  and  innocence  to  secret  and  in- 
curable dishonour.  This  is  no  more  an  act 
of  jealousy  than  murder  by  slow  poison  is  an 
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act  of  impatience.  It  Ls  an  act  of  envy ;  and 
one  of  the  basest  on  record  in  fiction  or  in 
fact.  .  .  .  Great  as  was  usually  the  care 
displayed  in  the  composition  of  Mr.  Reade's 
other  works,  and  great  as  was  sometimes 
the  skill  which  ensured  success  to  this  un- 
grudging and  conscientious  labour  of  love, 
there  is  not  another  of  his  books  which  as 
an  aU  but  absolute  and  consummate  work 
of  art  can  be  set  beside  or  near  this  master- 
piece.—Swinburne,  Algernon  Charles, 
1884,  Charles  Reade,  Nineteenth  Century, 
vol.  16,  pp.  558,  561. 

He  found  his  material  anywhere,  in  the 
village,  in  Uie  country  town,  in  London,  at 
sea,  with  a  knowledge  and  acquaintance 
with  all  which  was  always  broad  and  full  of 
light  wherever  he  chose  to  place  the  centre, 
and  with  an  indifference  to  time  as  well  as 
place  which  was  a  high  test  of  his  wonder- 
ful power.  For  though  he  was  essentially 
a  writer  of  the  nineteenth  century,  and  his 
books  a  record  of  the  manners  and  morals 
of  his  day,  yet  his  greatest  work  is  a  his- 
torical romance  of  the  fifteenth  century 
—and  one  of  the  most  powerful  of  his  lesser 
romances,  "Griffith  Gaunt,"  contains  an 
admirable  and  living  picture  of  English  life 
a  hundred  years  ago,  no  book  of  costumes  as 
so  many  are,  but  a  most  animated  tran- 
script of  a  time  which  is  entirely  past.  This 
work  is  not  to  be  compared  with  "Esmond" 
as  a  work  of  art,  but  it  has  a  strength  and 
swiftness  and  power  of  rapid  realisation 
which  is  as  remarkable  in  its  way.  It  is, 
however,  what  is  called  a  disagreeable  book, 
and  therefore  has  never  had  the  popularity 
it  deserves.- Oliphant,  Margaret  0.  W., 
1892,  The  Victorian  Age  of  English  Ldier- 

ature,  p.  477. 

GENERAL 

Mr.  Reade's  scenes  are  too  limited  to 
make  us  at  home  in  them;  his  characters 
are  too  sketchy  for  us  to  feel  familiarly  con- 
versant with  them.  His  men  and  women  do 
not  seem  to  us  as  life-companions,  but 
rather  as  passing  acquaintances,  whom  we 
have  met  at  a  dinner-party,  in  a  rail-car,  or 
at  a  watering-place;  with  whom  we  have 
pa^ed  a  pleasant  hour  or  two,  but  of  whom 
we  do  not  know  enough  to  put  them  upon 
our  list  of  assured  friends;  nor  have  they 
that  innate  power  of  fascination  which  en- 
ables them,  as  a  transient  acquaintance 
sometimes  will,  to  cling  to  the  memory 
nolens  volens.  Instead  of  this,  we  perceive 
that  they  will  soon  yield  place  to  successive 


visitors  of  nearly  the  same  calibre,  and  we 
think  no  more  about  them.  Even  Christie 
Johnstone,  the  freshest  and  least  hackneyed 
character,  appears,  after  the  interval  of  a 
week,  not  as  a  whole  and  well-defined 
woman;  but  we  see  in  the  retrospect  only 
a  strong  arm,  linked  to  a  voice  witii  a  singu- 
lar local  patois,  with  now  and  then  a  whiff 
of  not  over-fresh  herrings;  while  brilliant 
Peg  Woffington,  sweet  MMe  Vane,  and 
sorrow-bleached  Rachael,  have  all  bcK^ome 
airy  phantoms,  undistinguidiable  amid 
the  numerous  successors  to  public  favor 
that  have  appeared  since  tiieir  advent, 
from  the  English  and  American  press. — 
Smifh,  Mrs.  E.  V.,  1856,  Reade's  Novels, 
North  American  Review,  vol.  82,  p.  370. 

Charles  Reade  is  not  a  clever  writer 
merely,  but  a  great  one,  — how  great,  only 
a  careful  rSsnmS  of  his  productions  can  teU 
us.  We  know  too  well  that  no  one  can  take 
the  place  of  him  who  has  just  left  us,  and 
who  touched  so  truly  the  chords  of  every 
passion;  but  out  of  the  ranks  some  one 
must  step  now  to  the  leadership  so  deserted, 
— for  Dickens  reigns  in  another  region, — 
and  whether  or  not  it  shall  be  Charles 
Beade  depends  solely  upon  his  own  elec- 
tion :  no  one  else  is  so  competent,  and  noth- 
ing but  wilfulness  or  vanity  need  prevent 
him,— the  wilfulness  of  persisting  in  cer- 
tain errors,  or  the  vanity  of  assuming  that 
he  has  no  farther  to  go.  He  needs  to  learn 
the  calmness  of  a  less  variable  temperature 
and  a  truer  equilibrium,  less  positive  sharp- 
ness and  more  philosophy;  he  wfll  be  a 
thorough  master,  when  the  subject  glows  in 
his  forge  and  he  himself  remains  unheated. 
.  .  .  Charles  Reade's  style,  which,  affcer 
the  current  inanities,  is  as  inspiriting  as  a 
fine  breeze  on  the  upland;  it  tingles  with 
vitality;  he  seems  to  bring  to  his  work  a 
superb  physical  strength,  which  he  em- 
plo3rs  impartially  in  the  statement  of  a 
trifle  or  the  storming  of  a  city;  and  if  on  this 
page  he  handles  a  ship  in  a  sea-fight  with 
the  skill  and  force  of  a  Viking,  on  the  other 
he  picks  up  a  pin  cleaner  of  the  adjacent 
dust  than  weaker  fingers  would  do  it.  .  .  . 
Charles  Reade  is  the  prose  for  Browning. 
The  temperament  of  the  two  in  their  works 
is  almost  identical,  having  first  allowed  for 
the  delicate  femininity  proper  to  every  poet 
and  the  richness  that  Browning  lavishes 
till  it  strikes  the  world  no  more  than  the 
lavish  gold  of  the  sun,  the  lavish  blue  of  the 
sky,  Reade,  taking  warning,  hoards  and  lets 
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out  only  by  glimpses.  Yet  such  glimpses! 
for  beauty  and  brilliancy  and  strength, 
when  they  do  occur,  unrivalled.— Spof- 
FORD,  Harriet  Prbscott,  1864,  Chark$ 
Reade,  AtiarUie  MonMy,  vol  14,  pp.  137, 
138. 

I  havfr— read— through— "Very  Hard 
Cash;"  and  very  hard  it  is  to  read.  Beade 
has  some  pretty  remarkable  powers,— 
powers  of  description  and  of  characteriza- 
tion; but  the  moment  he  touches  the  social 
relations,  and  should  be  dramatic,  he  is 
struck  with  total  incapacity.— Dewey,  Or- 
VILLE,  1867,  To  his  Daughter,  Mary,  Sep. 
10;  AtUoUofp'aphy  and  Letters,  ed.  Dewey,  p. 
298. 

Charles  Reade  is,  as  an  author,  very  well 
worth  studying.  He  is  so  thorough  in  what 
he  does,  so  determined  and  so  intense,  that 
he  falls  into  exaggeration,  and  yet  it  is 
doubtful  whether  he  over-paints  the  truth. 
It  is  the  languid  age  that  is  in  fault,  and  not 
the  vivid  author.— Friswell,  James  Hain, 
1870,  Modem  Men  of  Letters  Honestly 
Criticised,  p.  84. 

Those  who  have  any  knowledge  of  Eng- 
lish classics  need  not  be  reminded  of  the 
broad,  practical  Christianity  which  per- 
vades the  writings  of  Charles  Reade,  whom 
Dr.  Stanton  evidently  heard  of  for  the  first 
time  the  other  day.  All  his  works  bear  wit- 
ness against  this  charge  of  rationalism. 
"Peg  Woffington,"  "Christie  Johnstone," 
"Put  Yourself  in  His  Place/'  "The  Qoister 
and  the  Hearth" — where  are  we  to  find 
nobler  lessons  of  life  or  a  more  refreshing 
Christianity  than  in  these  models  of  mas- 
culine fancy  and  sterling  Anglo-Saxon  liter-  i 
ature?— Hatton,  Joseph,  1870,  Letter  to 
The  New  York  Times. 

We  do  not  know  if  we  are  prurient  and 
prudish,  which  is  what  Mr.  Reade  has  called 
some  of  his  critics;  it  shall  be  as  he  likes 
about  that;  but  we  feel  it  laid  upon  us,  as 
they  say,  to  give  it  as  our  judgment  that 
in  this  last  book  of  Mr.  Reade's  there  is  an 
amount  of  gestation  and  parturition,  and 
wet-nursing,  not  to  mention  life  with  the 
demi-monde,  that  makes  "A  Terrible  Temp- 
tation" rather  disagreeable  to  us,  and,  we 
fear,  a  book  of  dubious  tendency.  .  .  . 
Usually  Mr.  Reade  is— we  had  almost  said, 
a  pure  writer.  We  should  hesitate,  how- 
ever, to  apply  to  him  just  that  word,  for 
whUe  he  certainly  is  not  an  impure  writer, 
yet  purity  is  a  word  not  veiy  precisely  de- 
scriptive of  him.    The  passion  of  love  is 


what  he  has  always  dealt  with;  and  with  him 
love  is  always  the  flesh-and-blood  love  of 
entirely  human  lovers.  It  is  clearly  the 
love  of  the  sexes.  As  we  say,  however,  Mr. 
Reade  usually  treats  of  it  without  coarse- 
ness, although  rarely  without  a  warmth 
which,  to  speak  within  bounds,  is  not  al- 
ways marked  by  delicacy.  And  in  the  case 
of  Lady  Bassett  and  Mr.  Angelo  he  passes 
over  the  boundary,  and  becomes  coarse  to 
the  point  of  indecency.  .  .  .  It  is,  however, 
as  we  have  said,  very  interesting  and  very 
clever,  and  although  Mr.  Reade  appears  to 
have  only  too  littie  respect  for  himself,  and 
not  enough  for  his  readers  either,  it  is  cer- 
tain that  in  losing  the  power  or  the  will  to 
delight  he  has  not  diminished  in  the  least 
his  power  to  amuse;  and,  moreover,  might, 
if  he  would,  keep  us  all  pleased  and  ex- 
cited, without  hovering  on  the  perilous 
verge  of  forbidden  regions,  or  going  over  the 
border.— Dennett,  J.  R.,  1871,  "A  Terribh 
Temptation,"  The  Nation,  vol.  13,  pp.  107, 
108. 

He  is  a  magnificent  specimen  of  the 
modem  special  correspondent,  endowed 
with  the  additional  and  unique  gift  of  a 
faculty  for  throwing  his  report  into  the 
form  of  a  thrilling  story.  But  it  requires 
something  more  than  this,  something  higher 
than  this,  to  make  a  great  novelist  whom 
the  world  will  always  remember.  Mr.  Reade 
is  unsurpassed  in  the  second  class  of  Eng- 
lish noveUsts,  but  he  does  not  belong  to  the 
/front  rank.  His  success  has  been  great  in  its 
/way,  but  it  is  for  an  age  and  not  for  time. — 
McCarthy,  Justin,  1872,  Charles  Beade, 
Modem  Leaders,  p.  201. 

After  nine  years  of  nominal  connection 
with  the  bar,  he  produced  the  first  of  the  ro- 
mances by  which  he  is  known— the  sprightly 
and  charming  little  story  of  "Peg  Wofiing- 
ton. "  /There  are  not  wanting  those  who  re- 
gard this  as  Reade's  most  artistic  and 
finished  work^  It  is  certainly  free  from 
many  of  thdse  eccentricities  and  obtrusive 
mannerisms  which  too  frequentlv  mar  the 
effect  of  his  later  books;  wUle  it  has  all  the 
dranaatic  power  of  his  imagination,  and  all 
the  raclness  which  he  is  able  to  impart  to 
the  dialogues  of  his  characters.  An  even 
simpler  and  more  touching  story  was  that 
of  ''Christie  Johnstone,"  published  in  1853; 
a  story  more  popular  than  "Peg  Woffing- 
ton," and  which  refutes  the  frequent  crit- 
ical assertion  that  Reade  is  lacking  in  ten- 
derness and  sympathy.  ...  If  popularity 
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be  the  test  of  literary  rank,  Charles  Readev 
has  perhaps  assumed  the  plaoe  left  vacant 
by  Charles  Dickens;  for  the  works  of  no  liv-/ 
ing  novelist  are  seized,  read,  and  noticed/ 
with  more  avidity.— TowLE,  George  M., 
1873,  Charles  Reade,  Appkton's  Journal^ 
vol  9,  pp.  620,  621, 

There  is  no  one  I  admire  so  much.  There 
is  a  swing  of  easy  power  about  him  which 
is  beyond  praise. — OuPHAifr,  Margaret 
0.  W.,  1876,  To  Mr.  Blackwood,  June  7; 
Autobiography  and  Letters,  ed.  Mrs.  CoghiU, 
p.  259. 

Charles  Reade  in  his  novel  work  resembles 
the  old  dramatists.  If  he  takes  his  reader  to 
a  North  Country  fishing  village,  he  does  not 
make  up  an  elaborate  picture  of  the  houses, 
the  boats,  the  nets  spread  out  upon  the  sea- 
shore, the  smell  of  the  fish,  the  narrow 
streets,  the  reek  and  the  dirt  of  it.  I  do  not 
say  that  in  some  hands  such  a  description 
is  not  pleasing,  but  it  is  not  part  of  Reade's 
method.  He  is  not  a  painter  of  scenery  nor 
of  houses;  he  does  not  care  for  picturesque 
''bits"  and  effect^  of  light  unless  they  help 
his  story;  he  is  a.painter  of  men  and  women. 
Therefore,  in  the  space  of  half  a  page  or 
thereabouts,  he  introduces  us  briefly  to  the 
kind  of  folks  we  are  to  meet,  and  then  sets 
them  to  talk  for  themselves.  Not  a  bit  of 
furniture;  not  an  inch  of  tapestry;  no  blue 
cUna;  no  cabinets;  yet,  when  all  is  told  and 
the  curtain  drops  we  Imow  the  place  where 
the  people  live  better  than  if  we  had  read 
pages  of  description.  This  is  the  art  of  the 
dramatist.  ...  He  resembles  no  other 
writer  living  or  dead.  His  merits  are  his 
own,  and  they  are  those  of  the  first  order  of 
writers.  He  cannot  be  classified :  In  order 
to  be  classified,  a  man  must  be  either  a 
leader  or  one  of  a  following.  ...  In  fine, 
he  paints  women  as  they  are,  men  as  they 
are,  things  as  they  are.y  What  we  call  genius 
is  first  the  power  of  seeing  men,  women,  and 
things  as  they  are— most  of  us,  being  with- 
out genius,  are  purblind— and  then  the 
power  of  showing  them  by  means  of  "in- 
vention"— by  the  grafting  of  "invention" 
upon  fact.  No  living  man  has  shown 
greater  power  of  grasping  fact  and  of  weav- 
ing invention  upon  it  than  Charles  Reade.4- 
Bbsant,  Walter,  1882,  Charles  Readers 
Novels,  OenUeman's  Magazine,  vol.  253,  pp. 
201,  214. 

[  He  does  not  seem  to  have  been  bom  an 
artist  in  language.  .  .  .  The  burnished  and 
incisive  style  of  Mr.  Reade,  his  sedulous 


and  sustained  literary  workmanship,  ought 
to  commend  him  strongly  to  fVench  read- 
ers, who  have  been  taught  to  exact  a  like 
merit  from  their  own  novelists.  Another 
characteristic  trait  would  be  better  appre- 
ciated on  the  other  side  of  the  Channel  than 
at  home,  and  that  is  the  dramatic  quality 
of  his  narratives.  Many  of  them  have  been, 
and  all  might  be,  adapted  for  the  stage. 
.  .  .  There  is,  it  seems  to  us,  a  tendency  to 
underrate  Mr.  Reade's  skill  in  character-A 
ization.  It  is  true  that  none  of  his  concep- 
tions have  niched  themselves  in  our  re- 
membrance in  the  sense  that  Little  Nell, 
Dick  Swiveller,  Colonel  Newoome  and 
Major  Pendennis  are  household  denizens; 
yet  we  ventiuie  to  predict  that  Christie 
Johnstone  and  Peg  Woffington,  Triplet  and 
David  Dodd  will  be  found  to  have  a  fiirm 
hold  upon  the  next,  as  weU  as  the  present 
generation.  We  do  not  recall  one  book  of 
Mr.  Reade's  whoi>e  chief  actors  are  not  in- 
dividualized, and  whose  features,  physical 
and  lAental,  are  not  deeply  printed  on  the 
mind,  being  almost  always  self-betrayed  in 
action  or  dialogue,  and  very  seldom  cata- 
logued by  the  author.  ...  Mr.  Reade  is 
always  a  xgali^t,  as  much  so  as  was  Mr. 
TroUope,  altEough  his  realism  is  of  an 
artistic,  not  a  mechanical  sort. — Hazel- 
tine,  Mato  Williamson,  1883,  Chats  About 
Books,  pp.  328,  330,  331,  333. 

On  the  question  of  prison  reform,  of  the 
lunacy  laws,  of  copyright  in  plays  and  boola, 
of  criminal  procedure,  he  appealed  to  the 
great  English  people,  and  invariably  tri- 
umphed. But  the  works  in  which  he  made 
his  immortal  appeals  are  not  pamphlets; 
they  are  masteipieoes  of  realistic  imagina- 
tion. It  is  as  true  to  say  of  him  that  he  was 
only  a  "copious  pamphleteer"  as  it  was  to 
say  of  Thackeray  that  he  was  no  gentleman, 
of  Dickens  that  he  was  only  a  cockney 
humorist,  or  Shelley  that  he  was  merely  a 
transcendentalist,  of  Wordsworth  that  he 
had  no  "form,"  and  of  Shakespeare  that  he 
had  no  "style,"  all  which  weighty  asser- 
tions have  been  made  within  man's  memory 
by  the  criticism  that  is  contemporary,  or 
by  the  perversity  which  is  "not  for  an  age, 
but  for  all  time."— Buchanan,  Robert, 
1884,  Charles  Reade,  Harper's  Magazine, 
vol  69,p.  606. 

Charles  Reade,  as  a  lover  of  justice  and 
mercy,  a  hater  of  atrocity  and  foul  play, 
may  claim  a  place  in  the  noble  army  of 
which  Voltaire  was  in  the  last  century,  as 
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Hugo  is  in  this,  the  indefatigable  and  life- 
long leader;  the  great  company  of  witnesses, 
by  right  of  articulate  genius  and  might  of 
intelligent  appeal,  against  all  tenets  and  all 
theories  of  sophists  and  of  saints  which  tend 
directly  or  indirectly  to  pamper  or  to  stimu- 
late, to  fortify  or  to  excuse,  the  tyrannous 
instinct  or  appetite  for  cruelty  innate  and 
latent  alike  in  peoples  of  every  race  and 
every  creed.  ...  In  the  power  of  realising 
and  vivifying  what  he  could  only  have 
known  by  research  or  by  report,  Reade  is 
second  only  to  Defoe;  while  in  liveliness  and 
fluency  of  narrative  he  is  generally  as  su- 
perior alike  to  Defoe  and  to  Balzac  as  he  is 
inferior  to  the  one  in  depth  and  grasp  of  in- 
tellect, to  the  other  in  simplicity  and  pur- 
ity of  self-forgetting  and  self-effacing  im- 
agination. ...  In  Reade  the  properties 
and  functions  of  the  plajrright  were  much 
less  thoroughly  fused  and  harmonised  with 
the  properties  and  functions  of  the  narrator. 
The  work  of  Dumas  as  a  novelist  is  never 
the  worse  and  sometimes  the  better  for  his 
experience  of  the  stage;  that  of  Reade  is 
sometimes  the  better  and  sometimes  the 
worse  for  his  less  distinguished  experiences 
in  the  same  line.  In  tins  respect  he  stands 
midway  between  Dumas  and  Scott,  who 
was  hampered  as  a  dramatist  either  by  his 
habit  of  narrative  writing  or  by  his  sense  of 
a  necessity  to  be  on  his  guard  against  the 
influence  of  that  habit.— Swinburne,  Al- 
gernon Charles,  1884,  Charles  Reade, 
Nineteenth  Century,  vol,  16,  pp.  551,  552. 

All  his  sympathies  were  with  the  class 
from  which  he  originally  sprang.  He  was 
never  able,  as  has  been  said  over  and  over 
again,  to  draw  ladies  and  gentlemen,  and 
was  fond  of  representing  them  as  awful  ex- 
amples of  cold-blooded  selfishness.  .  .  . 
His  interest  was  in  characters  and  situar 
tions,  and  the  distinctions  of  classes  counted 
for  very  little  with  him,  except  for  dramatic 
purposes.  At  the  time  of  his  death  his 
reputation  had  suffered  a  serious  decline, 
owing  to  the  fact,  among  others,  that  he 
appeared  to  have  done  Im  best  work,  and 
to  have  become  reddest  as  to  his  position. 
He  was  not  content  with  the  natural  vigor 
of  a  thoroughly  masculine  style,  but  he  con- 
tinually attempted  to  reinforce  it  by  tricks 
and  devices  which  were  sometimes  amus- 
ing, sometimes  contemptible,  and  always 
weak  and  trivial.  ...  His  range  was  per- 
haps not  very  great;  his  heroines  all  bore  a 
strong  family  resemblance  to  each  other; 


his  men  were  not  characters  taken  from  life, 
like  Thackeray's,  but  they  were  made  of 
flesh  and  blood,  and  hoped  and  feared  and 
loved  and  struggled,  so  that  their  life  was 
for  the  time  our  own.— Sedgwick,  A.  G., 
1884,  Charles  Reade,  The  Nation,  vol  38,  pp. 
335,  336. 

There  can  be  little  doubt  that  "Griffith 
Gaunt"  is  Reade's  masterpiece.  ...  A 
strain  of  health  and  manliness  runs  through 
all  Reade's  work:  it  is  not  all  meant  for 
babes,  but  it  is  always  on  the  side  of  moral- 
ity. No  more  unfair  charge  was  ever  uttered 
than  that  which  denounced  "Griffith 
Gaunt"  and  "A  Terrible  Temptation"  as 
indecent  books.  Reade  is  never  afraid  to 
handle  themes  which  to  delicate  suscepti- 
bilities may  savour  of  indelicacy;  but  it  is 
only  the  prurient  prude  who  could  condemn 
his  manner  of  treatment.  For  his  own  part, 
he  is  an  enthusiastic  defender  of  Faith  and 
Religion:  tiie  "last  words  to  mankind" 
which  he  had  placed  on  his  tombstone 
breathe  a  spirit  of  the  simplest  Christianity. 
A  vigorous  writer,  a  clear-headed  thinker, 
untroubled  by  metaphysical  mirage  or 
philosophic  doubt,  with  a  rare  eye  for 
picturesque  effects  atfd  a  rare  appreciation 
for  the  subtler  details  of  character,  Charles 
Reade  was  almost,  if  not  quite,  a  genius, 
and  only  just  fuled  in  being  an  artist. — 
Courtney,  W.  L.,  1884,  Charles  Readme 
Novels,  Fortnightly  Review,  vol.  42,  pp.  463, 
471. 

The  death  of  Charles  Reade,  at  the  age  of 
seventy,  withdraws  from  among  us  an- 
other of  that  very  small  group  of  writers 
who  can  lay  claim  to  genius  as  distinguished 
from  mere  talent.  Granted  that  it  was  not 
penius  of  one  of  the  higher  types,  yet  genius 
IS  to  be  seen  unmistakably  m  all  his  best 
work,  marldng  it  with  verve,  originality,  and 
vigorous  action,  and  in  particular  exhibit- 
ing so  much  ingenuity  in  construction  of 
plots  and  the  invention  of  telling  situations 
that  it  seems  strange  that  it  is  as  novelist 
rather  than  as  dramatist  (though  he  essayed 
both  careers)  that  his  reputation  was  made 
and  is  likely  to  rest.-— Littledale,  Rich- 
ard F.,  1884,  Charles  Reade,  The  Academy, 
vol.  25,  p.  277. 

"Never  Too  Late  to  Mend"  was  far  from 
being  his  last  story.  It  was  his  first  great 
ship  launched  out  into  the  sea  of  novel-writ- 
ing. His  brain  was  teeming  with  plans,  and 
it  was  only  necessary  for  faim  to  watch  the 
retreating  figures  of  one  drama,  to  behold 
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another  company  entering  by  the  opposite 
wing  upon  the  theatre  of  his  mind.  ...  A 
book  [''The  Eighth  Commandment"]  which 
stands  among  the  first  of  Charles  Reade's 
works  in  dramatic  power.  His  sketch  of 
the  life  of  M.  Maquet  is  unrivaled,  and  if 
novel-readers  fail  to  read  the  book  for  lack 
of  a  love-story,  no  author  should  fail  to  read 
it  as  an  example  of  vigorous  wit  infused 
into  a  dry  subject.— Fields,  Annie,  1884, 
An  Acquaintance  with  Charles  Reade,  Cen^ 
tury  Magazine,  vol.  29,  pp.  72, 74. 

Into  the  merits  of  our  author's  quarrel 
with  the  publishers  it  would  be  superfluous 
to  enter,  if,  indeed,  such  a  quarrel  existed 
outside  the  region  of  his  sensitive  imagina- 
tion. That  he  benefited  is  most  improbable. 
Mrs.  Seymour  gave  him  practical  assistance 
of  a  very  valuable  kind,  but  he  belonged  to 
the  class  of  penny-wise  gentry  who  leave 
the  pounds  to  shift  for  themselves;  and  it  is 
a  fact  that  he  omitted  to  square  accounts 
with  the  late  Mr.  Triibner  for  so  many  years 
that  his  claim  was  actually  statute-run. 
Fortunately  for  him,  he  had  to  deal  with  a 
man  of  scrupulous  integrity,  and  thus  ob- 
tained his  own.  But  it  is  none  the  less  true 
that  he  was  totally  unconscious  of  Triibner 
being  in  his  debt,  just  as  sometimes  he 
would  forget  for  twelve  or  eighteen  months 
to  draw  the  check  for  his  Fellowship  from 
the  Bursar  of  Magdalen.  From  a  business 
point  of  view,  nevertheless,  he  was  fully 
justified  in  rescuing  his  copyrights  from 
Messrs.  Bentley.  At  present  these  books 
are  a  genuine  literary  property,  and  have  a 
steady  sale.  In  short,  if  at  the  moment  pe- 
nalized to  the  extent  of  £150,  and  put  to  the 
excitement  and  trouble  of  two  lawsuits, 
he  amply  recouped  himself.  Moreover,  his 
victory  was  a  memorable  one,  since,  whereas 
in  the  first  action,  which  failed,  he  employed 
as  his  counsel,  Mr.,  afterwards  Mr.  Justice, 
Lush,  a  lawyer  second  only  to  Cockbum, 
who,  nevertheless,  broke  down,  in  the  sec- 
ond action  he  trusted  solely  to  the  forensic 
genius  of  Charles  Reade,  barrister  at  law  of 
Lincoln's  Inn,  who  never  before  had  held 
a  brief,  but  who  none  the  less  triumphed 
where  Lush  had  failed.— Reade,  Charles 
L.,  AND  Reade  Compton,  1887,  Charles 
Reade,  A  Memoir,  p.  227. 

Vitalize  this  dull  reality  by  vivid  feeling; 
put  passion  into  everything;  eliminate  all 
that  does  not  stimulate;  be  as  fruitful  in  in- 
cidents as  TroUope  is  in  commonplaces; 
envelope  the  reader  in  a  whirl  of  events; 


drag  him  violently  on  through  a  series  of 
minor  unexpected  catastrophes  to  the 
grand  unexpected  catastrophe  at  the  end; 
heap  stimulants  on  him  until  he  feels  like 
a  mad  Malay  running  amuck  throu^  the 
streets— and  you  have  Charles  Reade,  the 
great  master  of  melodramatic  effect.— 
Whipple,  Edwin  Percy,  1887,  In  Dideens- 
Land,  Scribner^s  Magazine,  vol.  2,  p.  743. 

In  ''Grifiith  Gaunt"  and  still  more  nuu-k- 
edly  in  ''A  Terrible  Temptation,"  Reade 
overstepped  the  boundaries  which  separate 
the  fiction  of  our  tongue  from  tiie  license 
of  continental  writers.  The  main  objection 
made  to  the  first  named  book  at  the  time 
of  its  publication  was  its  deliberate  por- 
trayal, with  the  utmost  detail,  of  the  life 
of  ttie  hero  as  the  husband  of  two  women  at 
once;  loving  them  both  in  different  fashions, 
but  to  an  equal  degree;  and  the  final  win- 
ning of  him  by  one  of  t^e  women  on  her 
bearing  him  a  child.  This  Reade  defended 
with  characteristic  fierceness,  on  the  score 
of  dramatic  necessity— inventing  the  allit- 
eration of  "Prurient  Prudes"  to  fit  his  as- 
sailants. Good  men  accepted  his  plea  of 
dramatic  necessity.  Edward  Arnold  wrote 
to  him:  "I  found  it  in  Nature.  ...  I  am 
no  novel-reader,  and  in  morals  they  call  me 
a  Puritan— but  I  admire  and  marvel  at 
your  exquisite  and  most  healthy  story, 
which  teaches  the  force  of  a  true  love  over 
an  unspiritual  temperament. "  But  even  if 
we  admit  his  plea  on  the  general  issue, 
what  can  be  said  in  defence  of  the  particular 
offence  of  putting  indelicate  words  into  tiie 
delicate  lips  of  maidenhood  7  What  motive 
could  there  have  been  save  the  suggesting  of 
impure  thoughts  to  the  reader?  'Tis  but  a 
straw,  but  it  marks  the  drift  of  the  current 
— Kirkland,  Joseph,  1887,  Charles  Reade, 
Novelist,  The  Did,  vol.  8,  p.  38. 

Charles  Reade  collected  incident  as  Her- 
bert Spencer  collected  sociological  data, 
and  his  study  was  almost  like  the  counting- 
room  of  a  man  of  affairs,  with  its  pigeon- 
holed papers  and  array  of  scrap-books. 
-BoWKER,  R.  R.,  1888,  London  as  a  Liier- 
ary  Center,  Harpefs  Magazine,  vol.  77,  p.  3. 

Mr.  Charles  Reade's  incorporation  of 
fragments  of  the  "dialogues"  of  Erasmus 
in  the  "Cloister  and  the  Hearth,"  and  of 
Swift's  "Polite  Conversation"  in  the 
"  Wandering  Heir, "  was  a  proper  and  even 
a  praiseworthy  use  of  preexisting  material. 
But  Mr.  Reade  did  not  always  remaixi 
within  his  rights,  and  it  is  impossible  to 
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doubt  that  his  "Portrait"  was  first  hung  in 
the  private  gallery  of  Mme.  Reybaud,  and 
that  some  of  his  ''Hard  Cash"  was  filched 
from  the  coffers  of  the  "Pauvres  de  Paris" 
of  MM.  Brisebarre  and  Nus.  Mme.  Rey- 
baud's  picture  was  not  a  Duchess  of  Devon- 
shire which  a  man  ought  so  fall  in  love  with 
that  he  could  not  help  stealing  it— mdeed, 
it  is  not  easy  to  discover  why  Mr.  Reade 
wanted  it;  but  the  drama  of  MM.  Brise- 
barre and  Nus  is  ingeniously  pathetic,  and 
although  no  one  has  made  as  skilful  use  of 
its  fable  as  Mr.  Reade,  it  has  served  to  sug- 
gest also  Miss  Braddon's  ''Rupert  Godwin, 
Banker,"  Mr.  Sterling  Coyne's  "Fraud  and 
its  Victims,"  and  Mr.  Dion  Boucicault's 
"  Streets  of  New  -  York, "  —  Matthews, 
Brander,  1888,  Pen  and  Ink,  p.  39. 

It  ["  Christie  Johnstone  "]  seems  to  me  still 
— allowing  for  a  deal  of  irrelevant  matter 
that  is  now  out  of  date,  if  attractive  at  any 
time— one  of  the  most  beautiful  and  dra- 
matic stories  ever  written.  I  do  not  find  it 
easy  to  read  it  without  a  quickened  pulse,  and 
a  ready  response  to  its  touches  of  humanity. 
One  of  its  finest  scenes  is  that  in  which  the 
heroine  Christie,  the  Newhaven  fish-wife, 
sets  sail  on  the  Firth  of  Forth  to  save  a 
young  artist,  who,  while  bathing,  has  been 
carried  away  by  the  tide  and  in  danger  of 
losing  his  Ufe.  The  motives  that  prompt 
her  to  the  rescue  are  purely  human.  She 
effects  her  purpose,  but  is  not  aware  that 
the  man  she  rescues  is  her  own  tempora- 
rily estranged  lover.  The  treatment  of  the 
incident  is  praiseworthy  in  the  extreme,  but 
unsuited,  except  in  a  mutilated  form,  for 
presenting  on  the  boards  of  a  theatre.  On 
the  otiier  hand  it  contains  scenes  that  would 
act  admirably.— Archer,  Frank,  1892, 
How  to  Write  a  Good  Play,  p.  74. 

It  may  be  noted  that  in  nearly  all  of 
Reade's  exceedingly  fine  fictions,  crime  is 
the  pivot  on  which  the  action  turns,  as  in 
the  case  of  the  "Double  Marriage,"  "Hard  I 
Cash,"  and  many  others.  But  crime,' 
treated  as  Reade  treats  it,  is  made  to  yield 
its  most  salutary  lessons;  and,  as  crime  un- 
happily exists,  novels  of  this  type  may  be 
justly  regarded  as  fulfilling  an  ethical  as 
well  as  a  recreative  purpose.— Russell, 
Percy,  1894,  A  Guide  to  British  and  Ameri- 
can Novek,  p,  113. 

•  I  ought  not  to  omit  from  the  list  of  these 
favorites  an  author  who  was  then  beginning 
to  have  his  greatest  vogue,  and  who  some- 
how just  missed  of  being  a  very  great 


one.  We  were  all  reading  his  jaunty,  nervy, 
knowing  books,  and  some  of  us  were  ques- 
tioning whether  we  ought  not  to  set  him 
above  Thackeray  and  Dickens  and  George 
Eliot,  tutti  quanti,  so  great  was  the  effect 
that  Charles  Reade  haid  with  our  genera- 
tion. He  was  a  man  who  stood  at  the  part- 
ing of  the  ways  between  realism  and  ro- 
manticism, and  if  he  had  been  somewhat 
more  of  a  man  he  might  have  been  the 
master  of  a  great  school  of  English  realism; 
but,  as  it  was,  he  remained  content  tc  use 
the  materials  of  realism  and  produce  tiie 
effect  of  romanticism.  He  saw  that  life  it- 
self infinitely  outvalued  anything  that  could 
be  feigned  about  it,  but  its  richness  seemed 
to  corrupt  hun,  and  he  had  not  the  clear 
ethical  conscience  which  forced  George 
Eliot  to  be  realistic  when  probably  her 
artistic  prepossessions  were  romantic.  As 
yet,  however,  there  was  no  reasoning  of  the 
matter,  and  Charles  Reade  was  writirg 
books  of  tremendous  adventure  and  ex- 
aggerated character,  which  he  prided  him- 
self on  deriving  from  the  facts  of  the  world 
around  him.  He  was  intoxicated  with  the 
discovery  he  made  that  the  truth  was  be- 
yond invention,  but  he  did  not  know  what 
to  do  with  the  truth  in  art  after  he  had 
found  it  in  life,  and  to  this  day  the  Eng- 
lish mostly  do  not.  We  young  people 
were  easily  taken  with  his  gUttering  error, 
and  we  read  him  with  much  the  same  fury 
that  he  wrote.  "  Never  Too  Late  To 
Mend;"  "Love  Me  Little,  Love  Me  Long;" 
"Christie  Johnstone;"  "Peg  Woffington;" 
and  then,  later, "  Hard  Cash, "  "  The  Qoister 
and  the  Hearth, "  "  Foul  Play, "  "  Put  Your, 
self  in  His  Place"— how  much  they  all 
meant  once,  or  seemed  to  mean !— Howells, 
William  Dean,  1895,  My  Literary  Pas- 
sions, p.  193. 

In  passing  we  may  remark  that  Readers 
humour  is  not  of  a  high  order,  being  for  the 
most  part  of  a  very  commonplace  burlesque 
type.  He  has  comic  passages,  it  is  true, 
such  as  the  death-bed  scene  of  Jane  Hardie; 
but  these  flashes  of  fun  are  not  produced 
intentionally,  and  owe  their  piquancy 
principally  to  their  delightful  incongruity. 
.  .  .  He  does  elevate  the  banners  of  purity, 
truth,  and  love— and  then  blinds  us  by 
flapping  them  in  our  faces.  He  advocates 
district-visiting;  but  in  two  of  his  books  he 
tells  us  what  a  thankless  office  it  is,  and 
how  little  sympathy  the  objects  of  our  char- 
ity have  for  any  woes  but  their  own.  .  .  . 
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He  makes  goodness  generally,  save  in  the 
case  of  Gerard  and  Christie  Johnstone,  a 
spiritless,  colorless  thing.  We  feel,  with 
Mark  Twain,  that  moral  excellence  is  petre- 
fication,  and  religious  sensibility  a  disease; 
and  "we  don't  want  to  be  like  any  of  his 
good  people,  we  prefer  a  little  healthy  wick- 
edness." .  .  .  One  of  Reade's  books,  "The 
Cloister  and  the  Hearth,"  has  the  vital 
spark  in  it  that  will  live;  the  others  will  not. 
— CmiPSTON,  Ellen,  1895,  Is  Dickens  Mare 


Famous  than  Reade?  Four  Years  of  Novel- 
Reading,  ed,  MouUon,  pp,  52, 54, 55. 

It  [**  Hard  Cash  "]  is  the  most  severe,  re- 
lentless, inspiring  exposition  of  the  potent- 
iality of  oppression  which  may  exist  in  a  pri- 
vate lunatic  asylum  that  has  ever  been  writ- 
ten. It  ended  the  irresponsible  private 
asylum  in  England,  and  it  made  the  treat- 
ment of  the  insane  by  severity  well-nigh  an 
impossibility  in  any  asylum.— Stoddard,  F. 
H.,  1900,  The  EvoluHonof  the  English  Novel. 


Mark  Pattison 

1813-1884 

Bom,  at  Hornby,  Yorks,  10  Oct.  1813.  Educated  by  his  father.  Matric,  Oriel  Coll., 
Oxford,  2  April  1832;  B.  A.,  1836;  M.  A.,  1840;  Fellow  of  Lincoln  CoU.,  8  Nov.  1839  to  1860; 
Tutor,  1842-55.  Ordained  Deacon,  1841;  Priest,  1843.  Denyer  Theological  Prize,  Ox- 
ford, 1841  and  1842;  B.  D.,  1851.  Frequent  contributor  to  periodicals,  1842-83.  Rector 
of  Lincoln  Coll.,  Oxford,  1861-84.  Married  Emilia  Frances  Strong,  10  Sept.  1861.  Mem.  of 
AthenaBum  Club,  1862.  Died,  at  Harrowgate,  30  July  1884.  Buried  in  Harlow  Hill 
Churchyard.  Works:  "Casauboniana"  (anon.),  1840;  "Tendencies  of  Religious  Thought 
in  England,  1688-1750,"  in  "Essays  and  Reviews,"  1860;  "Suggestions  on  Academical 
Organization,"  1868  [1867];  "Isaac  Casaubon,"  1875;  "Milton,"  1879.  Posthumous: 
"Memoirs,"  ed.  by  his  wife,  1885;  "Sermons,"  1885;  "Essays,"  ed.  by  H.  Nettleship  (2 
vols.),  1889.  He  edited:  Pope's  "Essay  on  Man,"  1869;  Pope's  "Satires  and  Epistles," 
1872;  Milton's  "Sonnets,"  1883.— Sharp,  R.  Farquharson,  1897,  A  Dictionary  of  Eng- 
lish Authors,  p.  223. 

MOller,  Friedrich  Max,  1884,  To  T.  AUr 
haus,  Dee.  21 ;  Life  and  Letters,  ed.  his  Wife, 
vol.  n,  p.  176. 


PERSONAL 
I  have  really  no  history  but  a  mental  his- 
tory. When  I  read  other  person's  auto- 
biographies I  feel  that  they  were  justified 
in  writing  them  by  the  variety  of  experi- 
ences they  have  gone  through,  and  the  num- 
ber of  interesting  persons  they  have  known. 
Harriet  Martineau,  e.  g.,  or  Le^h  Hunt, 
were  m  the  way  of  seeing  historic  names, 
and  can  tell  one  much  about  them.  I  have 
seen  no  one,  known  none  of  the  celebrities 
of  my  own  time  intimately,  or  at  all,  and 
have  only  an  inaccurate  memory  for  what  I 
hear.  AU  my  energy  was  directed  upon  one 
end— to  improve  myself,  to  form  my  own 
mind,  to  sound  things  tiioroughly,  to  free 
myself  from  the  bondage  of  unreason,  and 
the  traditional  prejudices  which,  when  I  be- 
gan first  to  think,  constituted  the  whole  of 
my  intellectual  fabric.  I  have  nothing  be- 
yond trivial  personalities  to  tell  in  the  way 
of  mddent.  If  there  is  anything  of  interest 
in  my  story,  it  is  as  a  story  of  mental  de- 
velopment.—Pattison,  Mark,  1884  (?), 
Memoirs,  p.  1. 

I  always  conffldered  him  the  best-read 
man  at  Oxford.  Anywhere,  but  at  Oxford 
he  would  have  grown  into  a 


Measured  by  any  standard  commensu- 
rate to  his  remarkable  faculties,  Pattison's 
life  would  be  generally  regarded  as  pale, 
negative,  and  ineffectual.  Nevertheless, 
it  is  undeniable  that  he  had  a  certain  singu- 
lar quality  about  him  that  made  his  society 
more  interesting,  more  piquant,  and  more 
rapid  than  that  of  many  men  of  a  far  wider 
importance  and  more  commanding  achieve- 
ment. .  .  .  The  result  of  culture  in  Patti- 
son's actual  life  was  not  by  any  means  ideal. 
For  instance,  he  was  head  of  a  college  for 
nearly  a  quarter  of  a  century,  and  except  as 
a  decorative  figurehead  with  a  high  literary 
reputation,  he  did  little  more  to  advance 
the  working  interests  of  his  college  during 
these  five-and-twenty  years,  than  if  he  had 
been  one  of  the  venerable  academic  abuses 
of  the  worst  da3rs  before  reform.  But  his 
temperament,  his  reading,  his  recoil  from 
Catholicism,  combined  with  the  strong  re- 
flective powers  bestowed  upon  him  by 
nature  to  produce  a  personaUty  that  was 
unlike  other  people,  and  infinitely  more 
curious  and  salient  than  many  who  had  a 
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firmer  grasp  of  the  art  of  right  living.  In  an 
age  of  effusion  to  be  reserved,  and  in  days 
of  universal  professions  of  S3anpathy  to 
show  a  saturnine  front,  was  to  be  an  original. 
There  was  nobody  in  whose  company  one 
felt  so  much  of  the  ineffable  comfort  of  be- 
ing quite  safe  against  an  attack  of  platitude. 
There  was  nobody  on  whom  one  might  so 
surely  count  in  the  course  of  an  hour's 
talk  for  some  stroke  of  irony  or  pungent 
suggestion,  or,  at  the  worst,  some  signifi- 
cant, admonitory,  and  almost  luminous 
manifestation  of  the  great  ars  tacendi.  In 
spite  of  his  copious  and  ordered  knowl- 
ed^,  Fattison  could  hardly  be  said  to  have 
an  affluent  mind.  He  did  not  impart  in- 
tellectual direction  like  Mill,  nor  morally 
impress  himself  like  George  Eliot.  Even 
in  pithy  humour  he  was  inferior  to  Bag^ 
hot,  who  was  certainly  one  of  the  most  re- 
markable of  the  secondary  figures  of  our 
generation.  But  he  made  everyone  aware 
of  contact  with  the  reality  of  a  living  in- 
telligence. It  was  evident  that  he  had  no 
desig^  upon  you.  He  was  not  thinking  of 
shaUng  a  conviction,  nor  even  of  surprising 
admuAtion.~MoRLET,  John,  1885,  On  Pat- 
tiion's  Memoirs,  Macmittan's  Magazine, 
vol  51,  p.  446. 

If  we  attempt  to  judge  the  life  of  Mark 
Fattison  from  an  ideal  standpoint;  we  must 
pronounce  it  a  failure — a  magnificent  fail- 
ure perhaps,  but  still  a  failure.  This  it  was 
because  he  not  only  did  not  succeed  in  fully 
realising  the  aim  he  put  before  hinoself ,  but 
also  because  he  showed  in  his  own  char- 
acter and  career  the  inadequacy  of  that 
aim.  His  conceptions  of  an  elevated  philo- 
sophic education,  of  the  functions  of  a 
University,  of  the  obligations  and  attrac- 
tions of  the  scholar's  life,  will  always  be 
found  inspiring  by  those  who  are  fit  to  ap- 
preciate them;  but  he  only  partially  suc- 
ceeded m  illustrating  by  his  example  what 
he  had  illuminated  by  lus  learning;  and  the 
impression  which  his  ''Memoirs"  give  us  of 
a  hfe  of  misery,  the  intensity  of  which  is 
only  brought  into  relief  by  the  brilliancy  of 
his  attainments,  shows  us  the  inadequacy 
as  a  guide  to  life  of  purely  intellectual  aspir- 
ations.—Nbttleship,  Henry,  1889,  Mark 
Pattiwn,  Ckureh  Quarterly  Rmew,  vol.  28, 
p.  371. 

•  Fattison  was  by  no  means  a  recluse.  For 
some  years  after  his  marriage  in  1861  his 
house  was  a  centre  of  all  that  was  best  in 
Oxford  society.  Under  a  singularly  stiff  and 


freezing  manner  to  strangers  and  to  those 
whom  he  disliked,  he  concealed  a  most 
kindly  nature,  full  of  geniality  and  sym- 
pathy,  and  a  great  love  of  congenial,  and 
espeoally  of  female,  society.  But  it  was  in 
his  intercourse  with  his  pupils,  and  gener- 
ally with  those  younger  than  himself,  tiiat 
he  was  seen  to  most  advantage.  His  con- 
versation was  n&arked  by  a  (telicate  irony. 
His  words  were  few  and  deliberate,  but 
pregnant  with  meaning,  and  above  all 
stimulating,  and  tiieir  effect  was  height- 
ened by  perhaps  too  frequent  and,  espe- 
cially to  undergraduates,  somewhat  embar^ 
rassing  flashes  of  silence.  His  aim  was  al- 
ways to  draw  out  by  the  Socratic  method 
what  was  best  in  the  mind  of  the  person  he 
conversed  with,  and  he  seemed  to  be  seek- 
ing mformation  and  suggestions  for  his 
own  use.  To  the  last  he  was  open  to  new 
personal  impressions,  was  most  grateful  for 
mformation  on  subjects  which  were  of  in- 
terest to  him,*  and  was  always  full  of  gen« 
erous  admiration  for  good  work,  or  even  for 
work  which,  if  not  really  good,  was  pains- 
taking or  marked  by  promise.— CHRflErns, 
Richard  C!oplet,  1895,  Dictionary  of  Na- 
tional Biography,  vol  xuy,  p.  62. 

There  is  no  history  of  mental  growth  and 
struggles  which  is  to  me  more  touching  and 
interesting,  though  it  is  impossible  not  to 
feel  that  tiie  results  were  veiy  painful.— 
Lake,  William  Charles,  1897-1901,  JIf  em- 
oriali,  td.  his  Widow,  p.  58. 

From  Jowett  to  Mark  Fattison  is  a  transi- 
tion popular^but  unphilosophic:  to  bracket 
the  two  men,  as  is  often  done,  shows  super- 
ficial knowledge  of  both.  Both,  no  doubt, 
were  clergymen,  both  missed  disappoint- 
ingly and  afterwards  exultingly  obtained 
the  Headship  of  their  CoUeges,  both  wrote 
in  "Essays  and  Reviews.''  Behind  these  * 
accidents  are  life  equipment,  experiences, 
characters,  temperaments,  standing  in 
phenomenal  contrast.  Pattison's  mind 
was  the  more  comprehensive,  instructed, 
idealistic,  its  evolution  as  intermittent  and 
self-tortming  as  Jowett's  was  continuous 
and  tranquil.  Pattison's  life,  in  its  abrupt 
precipitations  and  untoward  straits,  re- 
sembled the  mountain  brook  of  Words- 
worth's solitary;  Jowett's  floated  even, 
strong,  and  full,  from  the  winning  of  the 
Balliol  scholarship  by  the  littie  white-haired 
lad  with  shrill  voice  and  cherub  face,  until 
the  Sunday  afternoon  at  Headley  Park, 
when  the  old  man,  shrill,  white-hiured  and 
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cherubic  still  bade  "farewell  to  the  College/' 
turned  his  face  to  the  wall,  and  died. — 
TuCKWELL,  W.,  1900,  Reminiseences  of  Ox- 
ford, p.  216. 

GENERAL 

It  may  suit  Mr.  Pattison's  [''Essays  and 
Reviews"]  purpose,  and  fill  out  his  trial  of 
antitheses,  to  sneer  at  the  philosophy  of 
this  period  as  ''without  insight."  But  it 
shows  bad  taste  and  defective  knowledge  to 
include  in  this  sneer  such  men  as  Butler, 
the  father  of  modem  ethical  science,  not 
only  in  England,  but  for  all  Europe;  Berke- 
ley, the  pure  and  refined  spiritualist,  and 
one  of  the  most  elegant  writers  and  original 
philosophical  thinkers  that  England  has 
produced;  Samuel  Clarke,  a  co-worker  with 
Newton,  the  well-matched  opponent  of 
Leibnitz,  and  one  of  the  greatest  masters  of 
abstract  metaphysical  reasoning  that  the 
world  has  ever  seen;  and  even  Warburton, 
who,  with  all  his  defects  of  temper,  has  been 
well  called  "the  last  of  our  really  great 
divines."— BoWBN,  Francts,  1861,  Es$ay9 
and  Reviews,  Oleanings  from  a  Literary 
Life,  p.  452. 

As  an  author  Fattison  has  not  made  the 
impression  which  4iis  great  powers  and  un- 
usual attainments  might  have  been  ex- 
pected to  produce.  He  had,  indeed,  within 
him  so  many  impediments  to  large  and 
successful  authorship  that  the  wonder  is 
not  that  he  wrote  so  little  as  that  he  wrote 
as  much  as  he  did.  First  of  aU  he  was  a 
victim  of  curiosity,  of  his  wide  and  sleepless 
interests  in  all  manner  of  subjects  about 
which  he  cared  and  read  simply  for  them- 
selves, without  any  after  thought  of  work- 
ing up  his  reading  into  a  salable  literary 
form.  With  a  tithe  of  his  acquisitions  an 
expert  young  penman  would  have  pro- 
duced shelves  of  smooth  readable  volumes, 
and  gained  a  reputation  in  letters,  as  repu- 
tations now  go.  He  had  none  of  the  busi- 
ness author  about  him,  who  has  one  eye  for 
his  subject,  and  the  other— the  wider  open  of 
the  two— on  the  market  values  of  his  wares 
in  publishers'  offices.  He  valued  knowledge 
too  highly  to  make  a  trade  of  it,  even  if  paid 
only  in  fame.  In  the  next  place  he  was 
fastidious  to  a  fault;  his  taste  was  superior 
to  his  power  of  production.  He  was  too 
severe  a  critic  of  his  own  writings.  Then, 
his  scrupulous  conscientiousness  was  ex- 
treme, and  he  never  felt  sufficiently  pre- 
pared for  literary  work.  .  .  .  And  yet  with 
all  these  drawbacks  he  has  produced  valu- 


able works  which  the  world  would  be  unwise 
to  neglect.  .  .  .  They  all  bear  on  the  one 
theme  on  which  his  whole  heart  was  set— 
the  praise  and  commendation  of  learning. 
No  one  need  fear  that  in  reading  the  slight- 
est thin^  of  Pattison's  he  will  waste  his 
time.  He  never  wrote  because  he  had  to 
say  something,  but  always  because  he  had 
something  to  say.— MoRisoN,  James  Cot- 
ter, 1884,  Mark  PaUison,  MacmiUan'i 
Magazine,  vol.  50,  pp.  406, 407. 

He  was  full  of  the  passion  for  knowledge; 
he  was  very  learned,  very  acute  in  his  judg- 
ment on  what  his  learning  brought  before 
him,  very  versatile,  very  lArewd,  veiy  sub- 
tle; too  full  of  the  truth  of  his  subject  to 
care  about  seeming  to  be  original;  but, 
espedally  in  his  poetical  criticisms,  often 
full  of  that  best  kind  of  originality  which 
consists  in  seeing  and  pointing  out  novelty 
in  what  is  most  familiar  and  trite.  But,  not 
merely  as  a  practical  \mt  as  a  speculative 
writer,  he  was  apt  to  be  too  much  under  the 
empire  and  pressure  of  the  one  idea  which  at 
that  moment  occupied  and  interested  his 
mind.  He  could  not  resist  it;  it  came  to 
him  with  exclusive  and  overmastering 
force;  he  did  not  care  to  attend  to  what 
limited  it  or  conflicted  with  it.  .  .  .  Though 
every  competent  reader  must  do  justice  to 
Pattison's  distinction  as  a  man  of  letters,  as 
a  writer  of  English  prose,  and  as  a  critic  of 
what  is  noble  and  excellent  and  what  is 
base  and  poor  in  literature,  there  is  a  curious 
want  of  completeness,  a  frequent  crudity 
and  hardness,  a  want,  which  is  sometimes  a 
surprising  want,  of  good  sense  and  good 
taste,  wtuch  form  unwelcome  blemishes  in 
his  work,  and  just  put  it  down  below  the 
line  of  first-rate  excellence  which  it  ought 
to  occupy.— Church,  Richard  Wiluam, 
1884,  Mark  Pattiion,  Occanonal  Papers, 
vol.  n,  pp.  354,  355. 

Mark  Pattison's  highest  praise  is,  per- 
haps, that  he  was  able,  so  long  ago,  to  look 
at  such  things  as  we  see  them  now.  He  kept 
an  open  mind,  and  so  he  looked  towards 
the  future,  and  was  able  to  take  in  new 
ideas,  to  be  touched  by  the  Zeit-geist.  .  .  . 
Workers  like  Mark  Pattison  are  rare;  few 
men  have  the  strength  and  clearness  to 
make  for  the  ends  he  was  striving  for— for 
self-culture,  for  perfection,  for  such  truth 
as  he  could  attain.  And  still  fewer  have  the 
restraint  and  unselfishness  to  be  satisfied 
with  wisdom  as  its  own  exceeding  great  re- 
ward.   Among  these  rare  and  gifted  beingSy 
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Mark  Pattison,  in  spite  of  all  that  can  be 
said,  must  take  his  place;  by  doing  so  he  be- 
comes in  some  sense  a  benefactor  to  his 
kind.  The  lesson  he  teaches  those  who  are 
willing  to  learn  it  is  expressed  in  those 
words  of  his  with  which  this  essay  began: 
"The  highest  life  is  the  art  to  live. "  That 
he  solved  the  problem  of  living  we  need  not 
think;  but  at  least  he  set  a  noble  example 
to  those  who  wish  to  solve  it.  He  did  his 
best.— Galton,  Arthur,  1885,  Urbana 
Seripia,  pp.  201,  208. 

As  you  read  his  "Memoirs,"  you  hardly 
know  whether  he  meant  to  give  a  picture  of 
himself  or  a  picture  of  the  Oxford  he  had 
known.  The  two  are  blended  together,  and 
they  ought  not  to  be  separated.  To  under- 
tand  Pattison  you  must  take  account  of  the 
university  environment  in  which  he  moved, 
and  there  is  oe  better  way  in  entering  Ox- 
ford as  it  was,  or  of  understanding  how  it 
has  become  what  it  is,  than  to  try  to  appre- 
ciate the  character  of  one  of  the  most  note- 
worthy among  its  teachers.  The  most  sa- 
lient peculiarity  in  the  character  painted 
with  such  painful  care  by  Pattison  himself, 
is  the  astonishing  combination  of  a  certain 
intellectual  strength  and  greatness  witii  a 
quality  which  one  cannot  call  by  any  other 
name  than  weakness.  For  the  proper 
imderstandin^  of  the  "Memoirs,"  the 
primary  requisite  is  to  appreciate  the  great 
and  even  noble  side  of  their  author's  char- 
acter. There  is  the  more  reason  for  insist- 
ing upon  this  because  Pattison  has  not 
really  done  himself  justice.— DiCET,  A.  V., 
1885,  PaUi$on*8  Memoirs,  The  Nation,  vol 
41,  p.  176. 

Whatever  were  the  effects  of  Pattison's 
arguments,  ["Sermons"]  whether  put  aside 
as  fatal  snares  or  followed  out  to  extrava- 
gant conclusions,  most  young  men  must 
have  caught  from  them  something  of  his 
moral  force  and  mental  clearness.  His  lofty 
tone  was  indeed  intellectual,  but  singu- 
larly in  sympathy  with,  and  adaptable  to, 
spiritual  aspirations;  in  that  unity  of  the 
ascetic  and  phUosophical  life  on  which  he 


alwa3rs  insisted.  He  disarmed  clerical 
criticism  by  his  loyal  advocacy  of  our  Eng- 
lish Church,  "a  Church  which  has  never  yet 
broken  with  reasons  or  proscribed  educa- 
tion"—surely  the  noblest  praise  a  son  of 
hers  has  ever  offered  her— and  by  the  echoes 
which  it  often  awakened  of  the  golden  age 
of  English  homiletics.  This  not  only  by  Us 
dignified,  weighty,  and  truly  theological 
handling,  but  by  the  unconscious  use  of 
quaint  but  perfectly  exact  phrases.— Pur- 
cell,  E.,  1885,  Sermons  by  Mark  Pattison, 
The  Academy,  vol,  8,  p,  283. 

Mark  Pattison  was  too  fastidious  a 
scholar,  and  too  indifferent  to  the  charms 
of  notoriety,  to  produce  much,  but  what  he 
did  is  the  best  of  its  kind.  His  life  of  Mil- 
ton in  the  admirable  series  entitled  "Eng- 
lish Men  of  Letters"  is  certainly  second  to 
none.  His  edition  of  some  of  Pope's  poems 
in  the  Garendon  Press  Series  are  models  of 
annotation.  His  original  inquiry  into  the 
causes  of  the  rise  and  extinction  of  Deism  in 
the  eighteenth  century,  published  in  the 
famous  volume  of  "E^ays  and  Reviews," 
has  been  accepted  as  a  substantial  contri- 
bution to  religious  history.— Anderson, 
Melville  B.,  1885,  Mark  Pattison,  The 
Dial,  vol  6,  p.  72. 

For  his  true  portrait  we  must  look  into 
his  "Essays"  and  his  "Life  of  Casaubon." 
His  own  personality  is  evident  in  whatever 
he  writes.— Christie,  Richard  Copley, 

1895,  Dictionary  of  National  Biography,  vol 
xliv,  p.  63. 

Had  a  less  amiable  character  than  Stan- 
ley's, but  a  greater  intellect  and  far  nicer, 
Erofounder,  and  wider  scholarship,  though 
e  actually  did  very  little.  ...  It  would 
be  entirely  unjust  to  regard  him  as  merely 
a  man  who  was  "going  to  do  something." 
His  actual  work  though  not  large  is  admir- 
able, and  his  style  is  the  perfection  of 
academic  correctness,  not  destitute  of  either 
vigour  or  grace.— Saintbbury  George, 

1896,  A  History  of  Nineteenth  Century  lAter^ 
ature,  pp.  373,  374. 


Charles  Stuart  Calverley 

1831-1884 
Bom  (Charles  Stuart  Blayds),  at  Martiey,  Worcestershire,  22  Dec.  1831.  Father  assumed 
name  of  Calverley,  1852.  Educated  by  private  tutors;  then  at  Marlborough.  At  Harrow, 
Sept.  1846  to  July  1850.  To  Balliol  Coll.,  Oxford,  as  scholar,  Nov.  1850;  Chancellor's 
Tnze,  1851.  Resumed  family  name  of  Calverley,  1852.  Removed  to  Christ's  Coll., 
Camb.,  Oct.  1852;  Craven  Scholarship,  1854;  Camden  Medal,  1853  and  1855;  Browne 
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Medal,  1855;  Latin  Essay  Prize,  1856;  B.  A.,  1856;  M.  A.,  1859;  Fellow  of  CJhrist's  CoH., 
14  Dec.  1857  to  24  June,  1863.  Married  Ellen  Calveriey,  1863.  Galled  to  Bar  at  Inner 
Temple,  1  May  1865.  Severe  accident,  winter  of  1866;  obliged  to  relinquish  profession. 
Died  at  Folkestone,  17  Feb.  1884;  buried  there.  TForik*: "  Verses  and  Translations  "  (under 
initials:  C.  S.  C),  1862;  "Translations  into  English  and  Latin,"  1866;  "Theocritus,  trans- 
lated into  English  Verse,"  1869;  "Fly  Leaves^'  (under  initials:  C.  S.  C),  1872.  CoUeeUd 
Works:  "  Literary  Remains, "  with  memoir  by  W.  J.  Sendall,  1885.— Sharp,  R.  FarquhaRt 
SON,  1897,  A  Dictionary  of  English  Authors,  p.  46. 

best,  Calverley's  published  writings  convey 
only  a  very  imperfect  idea  of  his  powers. 
At  Oxford  and  at  Cambridge  he  was  justly 
regarded  as  a  prodigy  of  versatility  and  in- 
tellectual brilliance.  He  excelled  in  scholar- 
ship and  athletics;  his  wit,  his  sunny 
humour,  his  musical  talents,  his  gifts  as  a 
conversationalist,  a  caricaturist  and  a  comic 
rh3rmer,  the  ease  with  which  he  carried  off 
University  honours  as  if  in  play  made  him 
the  idol  and  delight  of  his  fellows.  At  Cam- 
bridge his  jests  went  the  round  of  the  Uni- 
versity. The  Latin  poem  with  which  he 
won  the  Chancellor's  Prize  at  Oxford  is 
said  to  have  been  composed  so  rapidly  that 
it  might  almost  be  termed  an  improvisa- 
tion. His  appearance  in  his  college  days  is 
thus  describied  by  Mr.  Sendall;  "Short  of 
stature,  with  a  powerful  head  of  the  Greek 
type,  covered  thickly  with  crisp  curiing 
masses  of  dark  hair,  and  closely  set  upon  a 
frame  whose  supple  joints  and  well-built 
proportions  betokened  both  speed  and  en- 
durance—he presented  a  picture  of  health, 
strength,  and  activity."  He  was  a  fasci- 
nating companion  from  his  sparkling  gaieiy, 
his  modesty  and  kindness.  He  was  the 
most  loyal  and  generous  of  friends;  he  was  a 
favourite  everywhere; — when  he  visited 
Cumberland  he  won  the  hearts  of  the  dales- 
men as  readily  as  he  had  captivated  the 
CSambridge  undergraduates.  But  he  seems 
to  have  had  no  ambition.— Whttb,Wamer, 
1894,  The  Poets  and  the  Poetry  of  the  Cen- 
tury, Humour,  Society,  Parody,  and  O0O0- 
sumal  Verse,  ed.  Miles,  p.  434. 

Charles  Stuart  Calveriey  is  by  common 
consent  the  king  of  metrical  parodists.  All 
who  went  before  merely  adumbrated  him 
and  led  up  to  him;  all  who  have  come  since 
are  descended  from  him  and  reflect  him. 
Of  course  he  was  infinitely  more  than  a 
mere  imitator  of  rhymes  and  rhythms.  He 
was  a  true  poet;  he  was  one  of  the  most 
graceful  scholars  that  (Cambridge  ever  pro- 
duced; and  all  his  exuberant  fun  was  based 
on  a  broad  and  strong  foundation  of  Chreek, 
Latin,  and  English  literature.— RussELL, 
G.  W.  E.,  1898,  Collections  and  Reeolkctions. 


PERSONAL 

He  was  the  best  runner  and  jumper  I 
ever  knew.  .  .  .  Whenever  I  think  of 
Calveriey  I  think  of  fun  and  good-fellowship ; 
of  the  "wild  joys  of  living;  the  leaping  from 
rock  up  to  rock;  the  cool  silver  shock  of  the 
plunge  in  the  pool's  living  water;"  of  health 
and  youth  and  strength.  Alas^alasI— Patn, 
James,  1884,  Some  Literary  Recollections, 
pp.  138, 139. 

Most  of  Blayds'  Harrow  contemporaries 
who  went  to  Cambridge  entered  at  Trinity, 
and  there  was  in  those  days  but  little  com- 
munications between  Trinity  and  Christ's. 
At  Christ's  he  was  cock  of  the  roost,  and  a 
true  Bohemian,  he  liked  to  take  his  ease  at 
his  inn,  and  had  a  horror  of  general  society. 
Only  some  admirable  skit  like  his  Tripos 
verses,  some  practical  joke  worthy  of  Theo- 
dore Hook,  or  some  brilliant  success  like 
the  Craven  Scholarship,  kept  his  name  alive 
with  Harrow  men. — Tollemache,  Lionel 
A.,  1884,  C.  S.  Calveriey,  Character  Sketches. 
p.  308. 

A  bright,  sunny  boyhood,  fearless  and 
careless;  a  youth  full  of  brilliant  promise, 
and  studded  with  intellectual  triumphs;  a 
manhood  marked  by  no  strikmg  incidents, 
no  ambitious  struggles,  no  alternations  of 
failure  and  success — darkened,  alas!  m  later 
years,  and  brought  to  an  untimely  dose  by 
the  ravages  of  a  fatal  and  insidious  malady 
—such  are,  in  brief,  the  outlines  of  a  career 
which  in  itself  would  seem  to  possess  but 
scanty  claims  upon  the  attention  of  the 
general  observer.  But  if  the  incidents  of 
Calverley's  life  were  thus  trite  even  to  com- 
monplace, yet  his  own  bearing  amongst 
them,  and  the  physical  and  intellectual  per- 
sonality which  marked  each  successive 
stage,  woidd  be  found,  if  accurately  and 
adequately  portrayed,  to  present  a  striking 
and  an  interesting  picture.  From  child- 
hood up  there  never  was  a  time  when  he 
failed  to  impress  in  some  enduring  manner 
those  amongst  whom  he  moved.— Sendall, 
Walter  J.,  1884,  Charles  Stuart  Calveriey, 
Fortnightly  Review,  vol.  35,  p.  736. 

On  tibe  testimony  of  those  who  knew  him 
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Among  these  men — I  mean  of  my  own 
time— incomparably  the  moet  brilliant^  the 
finest  scholar,  the  most  remarkable  man 
from  every  point  of  view,  was  Calverley. 
He  was  the  hero  of  a  hundred  tales;  all  the 
audacious  things,  all  the  witty  things,  all 
the^  clever  things,  were  fathered  upon  him. 
It  is  forty  years  since  his  time,  and  no  doubt 
the  same  audacities,  repartees,  and  things 
of  unexpectedness  which  never  die  have 
been  fathered  upon  others,  his  successors  in 
brilliant  talk  and  scholarship.  But  con- 
sider, to  a  lad  like  myself,  the  delight  of 
knowing  a  man  who  was  not  only  the  finest 
scholar  of  his  year— writing  Latin  verses 
which  even  to  eyes  like  mine  were  charm- 
ing—but a  man  who  could  play  and 
dng  with  a  erace  and  sweetness  quite  divine 
as  it  seemed  to  me;  who  could  make  paro- 
dies the  most  ridiculous  and  burlesques  the 
most  absurd;  who  kept  a  kind  of  open-house 
for  his  mtimates,  with  abimdance  of  port 
and  claret — he  was  the  only  man  in  college 
who  kept  claret;  whose  English  verses  were 
as  delightful  as  his  Latin;  who  was  al- 
ways sympathetic,  always  helpful,  always 
considerate.— Besant,  Sir  Wai/tir,  1902, 
Autobiography,  p.  86. 

GENERAL 

Calverley  and  Dobson  are  the  best  of  the 
new  farceurs.  "Fly-Leaves,"  by  the  for- 
mer, contains  several  burlesques  and  serio- 
comic translations  that  are  excellent  in 
their  way,  with  most  agreeable  qualities  of 
fancy  and  thought.— Stedican,  Edmund 
Clarence,  1875-87,  Victorian  Poeti,  p.  273. 

Assuming  that  all  competent  judges 
are  agreed  as  to  the  the  superlative  good- 
ness of  his  classical  compositions  and  ^ans- 
lations,  I  wUl  only  observe  in  this  place, 
that  in  all  such  work  his  professed  aim  and 
object  were  faithfully  to  represent,  not  the 
sense  merely  of  his  author,  but  also  the 
form  and  expression.  It  is  not  sufficient, 
in  his  view,  that  the  thoughts  and  ideas  of 
the  original  should  be  reproduced,  in  lan- 
guage of  itself  however  appropriate  and 
idiomatic,  by  the  copy;  this  is  indeed  indis- 
pensable, but  this  is  not  enough;  there  must 
in  addition  to  a  wholly  faithfd  «eiMf -ren- 
dering, be  dso  to  some  extent  a  vord-ren- 
dering,  and  even  if  possible  a  /arm-render- 
ing. .  .  .  Calverley's  own  measure  of  suc- 
cess in  translating  upon  his  own  method  is, 
I  venture  to  think,  almost  if  not  quite  un- 
rivalled, and  constitutes  the  distinctive 
mark  of  his  performances  in  this  depart- 


ment. .  .  .  His  own  clearness  and,  so  to 
speak,  point-blank  directness  of  mental 
vision,  rendered  him  especially  impatient 
of  all  the  crooked  and  nebulous  antics  and 
vaf^aries  of  thought  or  speech  in  which 
writers  of  the  modem  transcendental 
school  are  pleased  to  indulge;  and  his  paro- 
dies of  thiis  class  must  be  r^arded  as  a 
genuine  and  out-spoken  expression  of  resent- 
ment that  so  much  genius  should  seem  to 
take  so  much  pains  to  be  unintelligible.— 
Sendall,  Walter,  J.,  1885,  ed.  The  LUer- 
ary  Remaim  of  Charles  Stuart  Calverley, 
Memoir,  pp.  80,  83,  89. 

Calverley  wrote  a  small  amount  of  verse 
that,  merely  as  verse,  is  absolutely  fault- 
less. To  compare  great  things  with  little, 
you  might  as  well  try  to  alter  a  line  of  Vir- 
gil's as  one  of  Calverley's.  Forget  a  single 
epithet  and  substitute  another,  and  the 
result  is  certain  disaster.  He  has  the  per- 
fection of  the  phrase,— and  there  it  ends.  I 
cannot  remember  a  single  line  of  Calver- 
ley's that  contains  a  spark  of  human  feeling. 
y-QuiLLER-CoucH,  A.  T.,  1891,  Adventures 
in  Criticism,  p.  156. 

The  monstrously  overrated  and  prepos- 
terously overpraised  C.  S.  Calverley:  a 
jester,  graduate  or  undergraduate,  may  be 
fit  enough  to  hop,  skip  and  tumble  before 
university  audiences,  without  capacity  to 
claim  an  enduring  or  even  a  passing  station 
among  even  the  humblest  of  English  hum- 
ourists.—Swinburne,  Algernon  Charles, 
189l,So€ialVerse,  TheFarum,voL  12,  p.  182. 

Oh,  when  the  grey  courts  ofj  Christ's  College 
glowed 

With  all  the  rapture  of  thy  frequent  lay, 
When  printers'-  devils  chuckled  as  they  strode, 

And  bUthe  compositors  grew  loudly  gay: 
Did  Qranta  realise  that  here  abode, 

Here  in  the  home  of  Milton,  Wordsworth, 
Gray, 
A  poet  not  imfit  to  cope  with  any 

That  ever  wore  the  bays  or  turned  a  penny? 
The  wit  of  smooth  delicious  Matthew  Prior, 

The  rhythmic  grace  which  Hookham  Frere 
displayed, 
The  summer  lightning  wreathing  Byron's  lyre. 

The  neat  inevitable  turns  of  Praed, 
Rhymes  to  which  Hudibras  could  scarce  aspire. 

Such  metric  pranks  as  Gilbert  oft  has  played. 
All  these  good  gifts  and  others  far  sublimer 

Are   found    in    thee,   beloved    Cambridge 
rhjrmer. 

-tStephbn,  Jambs  Kenneth,  1891,  To  C. 
S.  C,  Lapsus  Calami  and  Other  Verses,  p.  1. 
He  was,  like  Yorick,  "a  fellow  of  in- 
finite jest,  a  most  excellent  fancy,"  gifted 
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with  an  extraordinary  ingenuity  in  produc- 
ing and  manipulating  his  little  tricks  of 
verse  and  scholarly  jeux  d'esprit,  which,  to- 
gether with  the  wild  pranks  that  he  played 
when  an  undergraduate,  have  secured  him 
an  undying  memory  at  both  universities. 
Those  who  were  at  Harrow,  or  at  Oxford,  or 
Cambridge  with  him,  still  regard  with  some 
of  the  wondering  admiration  of  old  days  the 
extraordinary  powers  which  seemed  to 
make  any  degree  of  future  fame  possible  to 
the  brilliant  young  writer.  But  the  hopes 
thus  aroused  were  never  destined  to  be  ful- 
filled. Perhaps  he  never  could  have  done 
an3rthing  greater  than  the  graceful  and 
witty  trifles,  of  which  we  are  sometimes 
tempted  to  say  in  the  midst  of  our  admira- 
tion that  this  man  was  doing  for  work  what 
others  do— not  so  well,  certf5nly,— for  play. 
.  .  .  His  translations  from  the  classics  and 
bis  Greek  and  Latin  verse  have  deservedly 
given  him  a  place  among  scholars  quite  as 
high  as  the  inmiortal  ''Ode  to  Beer"  or  any 
other  of  the  great  little  efforts  of  his  youth 
entitled  him  to.— Ouphant,  Margaret  0. 
W.,  1892,  Tke  Victorian  Age  of  English 
lAterature,  pp.  455,  456, 

Cal  verley  had  a  wonderful  sense  of  rhythm 
andof  the  power  and  beauty  of  words.  He 
was  a  student  of  style  from  his  boyhood. 
With  his  imagination  and  deep  human  sym- 
pathy, his  sensitiveness,  his  exquisite  appre- 
ciation of  verbal  music,  and  hijs  mastery  of 
poetic  technique,  he  seemed  to  possess  in 
unusual  completeness  the  equipment  of  a 
serious  lyrical  artist;  but  his  powers,  by  a 
charming  perversity  of  genius,  were  en- 
listed in  the  service  of  an  elvish  irrepressible 
humour  and  a  satiric  wit  equally  whimsical 
and  keen.    His  satire  was  guided  by  severe 


good  taste.  He  derided  outworn  rhymes, 
and  sham  sentiment,  obscure  and  contorted 
phrases,  and  lackadaisical  refrains.  His 
humour  gains  a  peculiar  pungency  from  the 
classic  terseness  and  finish  of  his  clear- 
cut  verse.  In  certain  of  his  pieces  the  air 
of  mock  gravity  is  so  well  maintained  that 
the  lines  when  first  read  might  be  taken 
for  serious  poetry,  until  a  shaip  deft  change 
from  the  florid  to  the  familiar,  from  the 
sentimental  to  the  burlesque,  an  ingeni- 
ously incong^ous  phrase,  a  rh3ane  of 
ludricrous  feUcity,  betrayfi  their  satiric  in- 
tent. His  exquisite  literary  sense  enabled 
him  to  produce  broadly  humorous  effects 
by  subtle  and  singularly  terse  conjunction^ 
of  ornate  with  prosaic  diction.  And  the 
succinctness  of  the  expression,  the  severity 
of  the  literary  form  never  embarrassed  the 
play  of  his  wit  nor  retarded  the  current  of 
his  humour.— Whyte,  Walter,  1894,  The 
Poets  and  the  Poetry  of  the  Century,  Humour ^ 
Society,  Parody  and  Occasional  Verse,  ed. 
Miles,  p.  435. 

So  far  is  Calverley  superior  in  this  and 
other  particulars  to  all  the  servile  herd  who 
have  followed  him,  that,  according  to  the 
principles  we  have  laid  down,  the  "cream" 
of  "Fly-leaves"  should  have  occupied  a 
third  of  our  volume.— Powell,  G.  H.,  1894, 
ed.  Musa  Jocosa,  p.  16. 

Partly  from  mdifference,  partly  because 
of  the  accident  which  made  great  effort  in 
his  later  years  impossible,  he  never  wrote 
anything  worthy  of  his  talents.  What  he 
has  left  however  is  the  very  best  of  its  kind. 
He  is  one  of  the  most  skilful  of  translators; 
and  his  parodies  and  satiric  verse  are  excel- 
lent.—Walker,  Hugh,  1897,  The  Age  of 
Tennyson,  p.  257. 


Bichard  Hengist  Home 

1803-1884 
Bom,  in  London,  1  Jan.  1803.  Educated  at  Sandhurst.  Midshipman  in  Mexican 
Navy,  served  in  War  against  Spain,  1829.  At  conclusion  of  War  went  to  U.  S.  A.  Re- 
turned to  England.  Contrib.,  to  "  Monthly  Repository, "  under  initials :  M.  I.  D.  Gontrib. 
poem  to  "Athenffium,"  1828.  Edited  "Monthly  Repository,"  July  1836  to  June  1837. 
Sub-commissioner  to  report  on  Employment  of  Children  in  Mines,  1843.  Contrib.,  to 
"Hewitt's  Journal;"  to  "Household  Words,"  June  1851.  Married  Miss  Foggs,  1847.  To 
Australia  with  W.  Howitt,  1852;  Commander  of  Gold  Escort,  Victoria,  1^2.  Commis- 
sioner of  Crown  Lands  for  Gold  Fields,  1853-54;  Territorial  Magistrate,  1855.  Returned 
to  England,  1869.  Substituted  Christian  name  "Hengist"  for  "Henry."  Civil  List 
Pension,  1874.  Contrib.,  to  "  Harper's  Mag. ; "  "  New  Quarterly  Mag., "  "  Eraser's  Mag., " 
"Longman's  Mag.,"  and  other  periodicals.  Died  at  Margate,  13  March  1884.  Buried 
there.  PToris:  "Exposition  of  the  .  .  .  Barriers  excluding  Men  of  Genius  from  the  Pub- 
lic" (anon.),  1833;  "l^irit  of  Peers  and  People,"  1834;  "Cosmo  de  Medici,"  1837;  "The 
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Death  of  Marlowe,"  1837;  "The  Russian  Catechism"  [1837?];  "life  of  Van  Amburgh," 
(under  pseud.  "Ephraim  Watts"),  [1838];  "Gregory  VII.,"  1840;  "The  History  of  Na- 
poleon," (2  vols.),  1841;  "Orion,"  1843  (6th  edn.  same  year);  "A  New  Spirit  of  the  Age," 
(with  Mrs.  Browning  and  R.  Bell),  1844  (2nd  edn.  same  year);  "The  Goodnatured  Bear," 
1846;  "Memoirs of alondon Doll,"  1846;  "Ballad  Romances,"  1846;  "Judas  Iscariot," 
1848;  "The  Poor  Artist"  (anon.),  1850;  "The  Dreamer  and  the  Worker,"  (2  vols.),  1851; 
"Australian  Facts  and  Prospects,"  1859;  "Prometheus  the  Fire-bringer,"  1864;  "The 
South-Sea  Sisters,"  [1866];  "The  Lady  Jocelyn's  Weekly  Mail,"  1869;  "The  Great  Peace- 
maker" (from  "Household  Words"),  1872;  "The  Countess  Von  Labanoff"  (from  "New 
Quarterly  Mag."),  1877;  "Laura  Dibalzo,"  1880;  "King  Nihil's  Round  Table,"  1881; 
"Bible Tragedies"  [1881];  "Soliloquium Fratris  Rogeri  Baconis"  (from  "Fraser's Mag."), 
1882;  "The  Last  Words  of  Qeanthes"  (from  "Longman's  Mag."  ),  [1883];  "Sithron" 
(anon.),  1883.  He  edited:  Black's  trans,  of  Schlegel's  "Lectures, "  1840;  "Poems  of  Geof- 
frey Chaucer  Modernised,"  1841;  "Shakespeare's  Works,"  1857;  L.  Marie's  "Notes  .  .  . 
on  .  .  .  Prize  Essays  on  the  Vine,"  I860.— Sharp,  R.  Farquhabson,  1897,  A  Dictianarf 
of  EngHsk  Authors,  p.  137. 


PERSONAL 

The  late  R.  Hengist  Home  passed  away 
in  a  very  faint  adumbration  of  that  high 
reputation  he  once  enjoyed.  From  the 
early  days  of  "  the  farthing  Epic  "—"Orion" 
—to  the  publication  of  the  "Bible  Trage- 
dies," is  changes!  No  poet  of  this  genera- 
tion more  lived  his  life  than  did  "Orion:" 
he  seems  to  have  dwelt  in,  or  at  any  rate  vis- 
ited all  the  habitable  (and  several  of  the 
unhabitable)  parts  of  the  globe.— Sharp, 
William,  1886,  ed.  Sonnets  of  this  Century, 
p.  293,  note. 

He  was  a  good  musician,  he  played  ex- 
cellently on  the  guitar,  sang  well  and  was 
a  marvellous  whistler.  He  was  an  ex- 
pert swinmier.  Home  had  his  affecta- 
tions. When  he  went  out  to  Australia  he 
was  "Richard  Henry," hut  became  back 
"Richard  Hengist"  In  the  bush  he  had 
met  a  Mr.  Hengist,  whose  name  he  took.— 
BULLEN,  A.  H.,  1891,  Dictionary  of  National 
Biography,  vol  xxvii,  p.  359. 

I  was  in  England  at  the  end  of  1882,  and 
during  the  foUo wing  year,  and  half  of  1884; 
and,  our  acquaintanceship  resumed,  spent 
many  evenings  with  the  old  man  at  his 
lodgings  in  Northumberland  Street,  Mary- 
lebone.  Through  the  two  winters  he  would 
cook  our  dinner  at  the  stove  in  his  sitting- 
room,  priding  himself  on  his  cooking  (he 
was  very  much  of  an  epicure,  an  epicurean 
in  his  life),  and  we  ate  on  what  room  was 
left  by  books  and  letters  on  a  little  round 
table  before  the  fire.  He  had  always  good 
wine,  supplied  by  an  admiring  friend,  and 
we  sat  and  talked  of  books  or  of  his  Aus- 
tralian life.  He  was  proud  of  showing  how 
strong,  in  spite  of  his  years  (his  dated  with 
the  century),  his  physique  still  was;  and 
one  evening  he  showed  me  his  bare  foot, 
85r 


that  I  might  see  he  was  really  web-footed. 
He  had  taken  several  prizes  for  swimming. 
.  .  .  After  reaching  the  "threescore  years 
and  ten,"  he  leaped  from  the  pier  at  East- 
boume  to  give  a  lesson  in  swimming.— Lin- 
ton, William  Jabibs,  1894,  Threescore  and 
Ten  Years,  p.  22. 

In  the  last  year  or  two  of  his  life  the  vet- 
eran man  of  letters  found  his  eyesight  be- 
coming defective;  and  finally  he  was  almost 
blind;  but  in  all  other  respects  he  was  in 
great  bodily  and  mental  vigor  up  to  the 
summer  of  1883,  when  he  contracted  the 
illness  of  which  he  died.  This  mental  vigor 
indeed  caused  him  to  chafe  at  the  younger 
generation  or  two  of  readers  who  knew  not 
.  "Orion,"  or  knew  it  but  as  a  "farthing  tra- 
dition;" and  the  old  athlete  was  ever 
ready  to  back  with  a  powerful  body  any 
(luarrel  into  which  a  powerful  but  impatient 
mtellect  might  lead  him.  There  were  but 
few  among  his  intimates  with  whom  he  had 
not  quarreled  more  or  less;  but  one  or  two 
remain  who  cherish  his  memory  for  what 
was  strong  and  noble  and  generous  in  the 
wayward  old  Titan.  —  Forman,  Henry 
Buxton,  1895,  Literary  Anecdotes  of  the 
Nineteenih  Century,  ed.  Nicoll  and  Wise,  p. 
243. 

It  was  very  characteristic  of  him  that, 
during  his  lengthened  stay  in  Australia,  be 
sent  nothing  over  to  his  wife,  whom  he  had 
left  behmd,  and  who  had  to  go  back  to  her 
own  family,  but  portraits  of  himself.— Haz- 
Lirr,  W.  Carew,  1897,  Four  Generations 
of  a  Literary  Family,  vol.  I,  p.  249. 

He  himself,  with  his  incredible  mixture 
of  affectation  and  fierceness,  humor  and 
absurdity,  enthusiasm  and  ignorance,  with 
his  incoherency  of  appearance,  at  once  so 
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effeminate  and  so  muscular,  was  better  than 
aU  his  tales.  He  was  a  combination  of  the 
troubadour  and  the  prize-fighter,  on  a 
miniature  scale.  It  was  impossible  not  to 
think  of  a  curly  white  poodle  when  one 
looked  at  him,  especially  when  he  would 
throw  his  fat  Uttle  person  on  a  sofa  and 
roll  about,  with  gestures  less  dignified  than 
were,  perhaps,  ever  before  seen  in  a  poet 
of  between  seventy  and  eighty  years.  And 
yet  he  had  a  fine,  buoyant  spirit,  and  a 
generous  imagination  with  it  all.  But  the 
oddity  of  it,  alas!  is  what  lingers  in  the 
memory— those  milky  ringlets,  the  extra- 
ordinary turn  of  the  head,  the  embrace  of 
the  beribboned  guitar!  .  .  .  Home's  phy- 
sical strength  was  very  extraordmary  in 
old  age.  It  was  strangely  incompatible 
with  the  appearance  of  the  little  man,  with 
his  ringletted  locks  and  mincing  ways.  But 
he  was  past  seventy  before  he  ceased  to 
challenge  powerful  young  swimmers  to 
feats  of  natation,  and  he  very  often  beat 
them,  carrying  off  from  them  cups  and 
medals,  to  their  deep  disgust.  He  was 
nearly  eighty  when  he  filled  us,  one  evening, 
with  alarm  by  bending  the  drawing-room 
poker  to  an  angle  in  striking  it  upon  the 
strained  muscles  of  his  fore-arm.  He  was 
very  vain  of  his  physical  accomplishments, 
and  he  used  to  declare  that  he  was  in  train- 
ing to  be  a  centenarian.— GossE,  Edbiund, 
1899,  Recolleetiona  of  "Orion"  Home, North 
American  Review,  vol  168,  pp.  491,  497. 

ORION 
1848 

"Orion"  will  be  admitted,  by  every  man 
of  genius,  to  be  one  of  the  noblest,  if  not  the 
very  noblest  poetical  work  of  the  age.  Its 
defects  are  trivial  and  conventional— its 
beauties  intrinsic  and  supreme.— PoE,  Ed- 
gar Allan,  1844,  Homers  "Orion,"  Works, 
ed.  Stedman  and  Woodberry,  vol.  VI,  p.  287. 

From  some  cause,  which  to  me  has  ever 
been  a  mystery,  "Orion"  has  not  become 
popular.  It  contains  passages  to  which,  for 
description,  it  is  difficult  to  find  anything 
superior;  and  the  thought  or  idea  carried 
through  the  whole  never  flags.— Trollope, 
Anthony,  1881,  Henry  WadftDorlh  Long- 
fellow, North  American  Review,  vol.  132, 
p.  395. 

His  masterpiece,  "Orion,"  is  a  great 
poem,  characterised  by  a  severe  majesty 
and  an  admirable  breadth  of  effect.— Rob- 
erts, Charles  G.  D.,  1888,  ed.  Poems  of 
Wild  Life,  p.  233,  note. 


It  is  not  true  that  "Orion"  is  Home's 
only  work  of  value;  but  it  is  so  much  better 
than  an3rthing  else  of  his,  and  so  character- 
istic of  Mm,  that  by  all  but  students  the  rest 
may  be  neglected.  And  it  is  an  e3cample  of 
the  melancholy  but  frequently  exemplified 
truth,  that  few  things  are  so  dangerous, 
nay,  so  fatal  to  enduring  literary  fame,  as 
the  production  of  some  very  good  work 
among  a  mass  of,  if  not  exactly  rubbish,  yet 
inferior  stuff.  I  do  not  think  it  extrava- 
gant to  say  that  if  Home  had  written 
nothing  but  "Orion"  and  had  died  com- 

Earatively  young  after  writing  it,  he  would 
ave  enjoyed  very  high  rank  among  Eng- 
lish poets.  For,  though  doubtless  a  little 
weighted  with  "purpose,"  it  is  a  very  fine 
poem  indeed,  couched  in  a  strain  of  stately 
and  not  second-hand  blank  verse,  abound- 
ing in  finished  and  effective  passages,  by  no 
means  destitute  of  force  and  meaning  as  a 
whole,  and  mixing  some  passion  with  more 
than  some  real  satire.  But  the  rather 
childish  freak  of  its  first  publication  prob- 
ably did  it  no  good,  and  it  is  quite  certain 
that  the  author's  long  life  and  unflagging 
production  did  it  much  harm.— Saints- 
BURT,  George,  1896,  A  History  of  Nineteenth 
Century  Literature,  p.  117. 

I  confess  that  I  have  often  tried  to  ap- 
preciate his  Farthing  Epic  and  other  effu- 
sions, but  I  have  laid  the  books  down,  won- 
dering that  such  works  should  meet  with 
appreciation,  save  on  some  principle  of 
mutual  insurance.  —  Hazutt,  W.  Carew, 
1897,  Four  Oenerations  of  a  Literary  Family, 
vol.  I,  p.  162. 

"Orion"  is  Home's  masterpiece.  The 
philosophic  thought  clogs  the  epic  move- 
ment, but  the  thought  is  weighty  enough, 
and  expressed  with  sufficient  terseness  and 
force,  to  be  worthy  of  attention  for  its  own 
sake.  The  verse  is  almost  always  good  and 
sometimes  excellent.  Home  is  indebted 
more  to  Keats  than  to  anyone  else.  Some- 
times he  appears  to  echo  him  consciously; 
at  other  times  the  reminisence  is  probably 
unconscious.  But  as  Home  was  always 
a  bold  and  original  thinker  his  discipleship 
was  altogether  good  for  him.  The  sonorous 
quality  of  his  verse  is  partly  due  to  his  model ; 
the  meaning  remains  his  own. — Walker, 
Hugh,  1897,  The  Age  of  Tennyson,  p.  65. 

GENERAL 

With  an  eager  wish  to  do  justice  to  his 
"Gregory  the  Seventh,"  we  have  never 
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yet  found  exactly  that  opportunity  we  de- 
sired. Meantime,  we  looked,  with  curios- 
ity, for  what  the  British  critics  would  say 
of  a  work  which,  in  the  boldness  of  its  con- 
ception, and  in  the  fresh  originality  of  its 
ipanagement,  would  necessuily  fall  be- 
yond the  routine  of  their  customary  ver- 
tuage.  We  saw  nothing,  however,  that 
either  could  or  should  be  understood— 
nothing,  certainly,  that  was  worth  under- 
standing. The  tragedy  itself  was,  unhap- 
pily, not  devoid  of  the  ruling  cant  of  the 
day,  and  its  critics  (that  cant  incarnate) 
took  their  cue  from  some  of  its  infected 
passages,  and  proceeded  forthwith  to  rhap- 
sody and  ssthetics,  by  way  of  giving  a 
common-fiense  public  an  intelligible  idea 
of  the  book.~PoE,  Edqar  Allan,  1844, 
Home's  "Orion/*  Works,  ed.  Stedman  and 
Woodberry,  vol.  vi,  p.  262. 

When  you  get  Mr.  Home's  book  you  will 
understand  how,  after  reading  just  the  first 
and  the  last  poems,  I  could  not  help  speak- 
ing a  little  coldly  of  it— and  in  fact,  estim- 
ating his  power  as  much  as  you  can  do,  I 
did  think  and  do,  that  the  last  was  tm- 
worthy  of  him,  and  that  the  first  might  have 
been  written  by  a  writer  of  one  tenth  of  his 
faculty.  But  last  night  I  read  the  "Monk 
of  Swineshead  Abbey"  and  the  "Three 
Knights  of  Camelott"  and  "Bedd  Gelert" 
and  found  them  all  of  different  stuff,  bet- 
ter, stronger,  more  consistent,  and  read 
them  with  pleasure  and  admiration.  .  .  . 
Mr.  Home  succeeds  better  on  a  larger  can- 
vass, and  with  weightier  material;  with 
blank  verse  rather  than  lyrics.  He  cannot 
make  a  fine  stroke.  He  wants  subtlety  and 
elasticitv  in  the  thought  and  expression. 
Remember,  I  admire  him  honestly  and 
eamestly.  No  one  has  admired  more  than  I 
the  "Death  of  Marlowe,"  scenes  in  "  Cosmo," 
and  "Orion"  in  much  of  it.  But  now  tell 
me  if  you  can  accept  with  the  same  stretched 
out  hand  all  these  Isrrical  poems?  I  am  go- 
ing to  write  to  him  as  much  homage  as  can 
come  truly.— Browning,  Elizabeth  Bar- 
BETT,  18^,  To  Robert  Browning,  Jan.  6; 
The  Letters  of  Robert  Browning  and  Eliza- 
beth  Barrett  Browning,  vol.  i,  pp.  370,  371. 

I  am  not  sure  that  in  natural  gifts  he  is 
inferior  to  his  most  famous  contemporaries. 
That  he  here  receives  brief  attention  is  due 
to  the  disproportion  between  the  sum  of 
his  productions  and  the  length  of  his 
career,— for  he  stQl  is  an  occasional  and 
eccentric  contributor  to  letters.     There  is 


something  Elizabethan  in  Home's  writings, 
and  no  less  in  a  restless  love  of  adventure 
which  has  home  him  wandering  and  fight- 
ins  around  the  world,  and  breaks  out  in  the 
robust  and  virile,  though  uneven,  charac- 
ter of  his  poems  and  plays.  He  has  not  only, 
it  would  seem,  dreamed  of  life,  but  lived  it. 
Taken  together,  his  poetry  exhibits  care- 
lessness, want  of  tact  and  wise  method,  but 
often  the  highest  beauty  and  power.  A 
fine  erratic  genius,  in  temperament  not  un- 
like Beddoes  and  Landor,  he  has  not 
properly  utilized  his  birthright.  His  verse 
IS  not  improved  by  a  cratain  transcendental- 
ism which  pervaded  the  talk  and  writings 
of  a  set  in  which  he  used  to  move.-— Sted- 
man, Edmund  Clarence,  187&-87,  Vie- 
torian  Poets,  p.  248. 

Perhaps  it  can  be  said  that  the  name  of 
the  late  Richard  Hengist  Home  is  more 
widely  known,  in  this  country,  than  his 
works.  But,  however  this  may  be,  it  cer- 
tainly is  a  fact  that  he  is  more  particularly 
remembered  by  the  lovers  of  Mrs.  Brown- 
ing as  having  been  the  one  to  fint  intro- 
duce her  to  the  literary  world.  He  lived  to 
see  that  that  was  an  honor  indeed.— Gould, 
Euzabeth  Porter,  1884,  Mrs.  Browning 
and  "Orion'*  Home,  The  Critic,  vol.  4,  p.  245. 

I  have  always  felt  that  R.  H.  Home  is  one 
of  the  few  modem  poets  likely  to  be  re- 
membered by  future  generations— at  sJl 
events  by  the  students  of  our  literature— as 
having  written  really  good  and  memorable 
poetry.  I  have  never  myself,  indeed,  been 
able  thoroughly  to  sympathize  with  the 
almost  unqualified  eulogium  which  (if  I  re- 
member rightly)  Edgar  Poe  once  passed 
upon  "Orion,"  although  there  is  assuredly 
very  much  to  admire  in  it.  But  in  an  a^ 
singularly  unfruitful  in  English  dramatic 
poetry  of  a  high  order,  Home's  "Cosmo 
de  Medici"  and  "The  Death  of  Marlowe" 
stand  out  as  not  unworthy  of  a  place  be- 
side "Colombo's  Birthday,"  "The  Blot  in 
the  'Scutcheon,"  and  "Pippa  Passes."— 
Noel,  Roden,  1884,  Letter,  March  24; 
Literary  Anecdotes  of  the  Nineteenth  Century, 
ed.  NicoU  and  Wise,  p.  246. 

Home  waa  a  talented,  energetic,  and 
versatile  writer.  His  epic  and  his  early 
tragedies  have  much  force  and  fire,  but  they 
are  not  bom  for  immortality. — Bullen,  A. 
H.,  1891,  Dictionary  of  National  Biography, 
vol.  xxvn,  p.  359. 

Home,  in  1885,  had  already  published 
his  fine  tragedy  of  "Cosmo  de  Medici,"  in 
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five  acts,  and  "The  Death  of  Marlowe," 
in  one  act,  works  with  more  of  the  vigor- 
ous character  and  high  poetic  quality  of  the 
Elizabethan  dramatist  than  anything 
that  has  been  written  since  the  Elizabethan 
days.  ...  A  man  of  indubitable  genius 
he  yet  wanted  that  one  element  of  genius, 
humour.  Still  he  merited  far  more  than  he 
had  of  contemporary  appreciation,  and 
very  much  of  his  verse  may  rank  with  the 
very  best  of  that  of  the  nineteenth  centiuy 
poets.  ...  I  always  think  of  Home  as  one 
who  ought  to  have  been  great,  he  came  so 
near  to  it  in  his  work,  in  the  greatness  and 
nobility  of  his  best  writings.  —  Linton, 
William  James,  1894,  Three  Score  and  Ten 
Yean,  pp.  20,  21,  23. 

It  was  a  misfortune  both  for  himself  and 
for  literature  that  his  circumstances  were 
not  such  as  to  take  him  out  of  the  turmoil  of 
earning  his  livelihood  by  the  exercise  of  his 
really  extraordinary  talents.  His  ingenuity 
and  inventiveness,  which  were  almost 
without  limit,  were  constantly  in  requisi- 
tion to  produce  something  remarkable. 
Had  he  been  able  to  sit  apart  "out  of  the 
hurley-burley"  and  contemplate  ids  best 
subjects  in  a  philosophic  spirit,  concen- 
trating his  energies  of  mind  on  the  produc- 
tion of  the  b^  result,  we  might  have  had 
greater  work  from  him.  As  it  is,  it  may  be 
doubted  whether  he  would  not  stand  bet- 
ter with  posterity  if  he  had  left,  instead  of  a 


vast  mass  of  varied  and  clever  literature, 
only  some  dozen  or  so  of  l3rrical  poems, 
"Orion,"  "Cosmo  de  Medici,"  "The  Death 
of  Marlowe,"  and  "Judas  Iscariot;"  for 
these  are  in  their  own  way  masterly  pro- 
ductions, and  strong  enough  to  bear  each  i^ 
burden  of  conscious  instructiveness.-^Foit^ 
man;  Harry  Buxton,  1894,  The  PaeU  and 
the  Poetry  of  the  Century,  John  Keats  to  Lord 
Lytton,  ed.  Miks,  p.  493. 

He  was  a  very  remarkable  poet  for  seven 
or  eight  years,  and  a  tiresome  and  unin- 
spired scribbler  for  the  rest  of  his  life.  His 
period  of  good  work  began  in  1837,  when  he 
published  "Cosmo  de  Medici"  and  "The 
Death  of  Marlowe;"  it  closed  in  1843,  with 
the  publication  of  "Orion,"  and  the  com- 
position of  all  that  was  best  in  the  "Ballad 
Romances."  If  any  one  wished  to  do  honor 
to  the  name  of  poor  old  Home — and  in 
these  days  far  less  distinguished  poets  than 
he  receive  the  honors  of  rediscovery — the 
way  to  do  it  would  be  to  publish  in  one 
volume  the  very  best  of  his  writings,  and 
nothing  more.  The  badness  of  the  bulk  of 
his  later  verae  is  outside  all  calcuiation. 
How  a  man  who  had  once  written  so  well 
as  he,  could  ever  come  te  write,  for  in- 
stance, "Bible  Tragedies"  (1881),  is  be- 
yond all  skill  of  the  literary  historian  to 
comprehend.— GossE,  Edmund,  1899,  Reeol- 
ketions  of  "Orion"  Home,  North  Ameri- 
can Review,  vol.  168,  p.  492. 


Henry  Pawoett 

1833-1884 

Born,  at  Salisbury,  26  Aug.  1833.  Educated  at  school  at  Alderbury,  1841  (?)-47;  at 
Queenwood  Agricultural  Coll.,  3  Aug.  1847-49;  at  King's  Coll.  School,  London,  1849-52. 
To  Peterhouse,  Cambridge,  Oct.  1862;  migrated  to  Trinity  Hall,  Oct.  1853;  B.  A.,  1856; 
M.  A.,  1859.  Fellowship  at  Trinity  Hall,  Dec.  1856.  Entered  at  Lmcoln's  Inn,  26  Oct. 
1854;  settled  there  as  student,  Nov.  1856.  Visit  to  Paris,  1857.  Accidentally  blinded 
while  shooting,  17  Sept.  1858.  Returned  to  Trinity  Hall.  Read  papers  on  Political 
Economy  at  British  Assoc,  Sept.  1859;  Member  of  Polit.  Econ.  Club,  1861.  Prof,  of  Polit. 
Econ.,  Cambridge,  27  Nov.  1863  to  1884.  Resigned  Fellowship,  1866,  to  be  re-elected 
same  year  under  new  statutes  permitting  marriage.  Married  Millioent  Garrett,  23  April, 
1867.  Life  spent  in  London,  except  during  lectures  at  Cambridge.  Read  paper  on  "  Pro- 
portional Representation"  at  Social  Science  Assoc,  1859.  M.  P.  for  Brighton,  12  July 
1865;  re-elected,  Nov.  1868.  M.  P.  for  Hackney,  24  April  1874;  re-elected,  31  March  1880, 
as  Postmaster-General.  Contrib.,  at  various  times  to  "Macmillan's  Magazine,"  and  "Fort- 
nightly Review  "  (List  of  articles  is  given  in  Leslie  Stephen's  "  Life  "  of  Fawcett).  Severe  ill- 
ness in  Nov.  1882.  Doctor  of  Polit.  Econ.  Wurzburg,  1882.  F.  R.  S.,  1882.  Lord  Rec- 
tor of  Glasgow  Univ.,  and  Hon.  LL,  D.,  degree,  1883.  Corresponding  member  of  Institute 
of  France,  1884.  Died,  at  Cambridge,  6  Nov.  1884;  buried  at  Trumpington.  Works: 
"Mr.  Hare's  Reform  Bill,  simplified  and  explained,"  1860;  "The  Leading  Clauses  of  a  new 
Reform  Bill,"  1860;  "Manual  of  Political  Economy,"  1863;  "The  Economic  Position  of 
the  British  Labourer,"  1865;  "Pauperism,"  1871;  "Essays  atfd  Lectures,"  (with  Mrs. 


HENRY  FAWCETT 


549 


Fawcett),  1872;  "The  Present  Position  of  the  Government"  (from  "  Fortnightly  Review"), 
1872;  "Speeches  on  Some  Current  Political  Questions,"  1873;  "Free  Trade  and  Protec- 
tion," 1878;  "Indian  Finance"  (from  "Nineteenth  Century"),  1880;  "State  Socialism" 
(from  his"Manualof  Polit.EcQn."),1883;  "Labour  and  Wages"  (from  "Manual  of  PoUt. 
Econ.")»  1884.  Life:  by  Leslie  Stephen,  1885.— Sharp  R.  Farquharson,  1897,  A  Diction^ 
ary  of  ETiglish  Atdhors,  p.  97. 

Among  others  one  by  Mr.  Sexton  in  refer- 
ence to  the  negotiations  between  the  Post 
Office  and  the  Midland  Great  Western  Rail- 
way. Mr.  Shaw  Lefevre  announced  that 
Mr.  Fawcett  was  ill  with  pleurisy,  and  that 
probably  he  would  not  be  able  to  resimie  his 
duties  for  some  time.  There  was  imme- 
diately a  murmur  of  sympathy  through- 
out the  House,  where  Mr.  Fawcett  was  the 
most  popular  of  men  and  of  Ministers. 
Withm  two  hours  after  this  announcement 
it  was  Imown  that  he  was  dead.  The  re- 
gret for  this  sudden  and  unexpected  ter- 
mination of  a  picturesque,  useful,  and 
manly  career  struck  everybody  with  sor- 
row, and  one  could  see  how  faces  changed 
their  expression  as  the  information  was 
pa^ed  from  one  member  to  another.— 
O'Connor,  T.  P.,  1884,  Gladstone's  Home 
of  Commons,  Nov.  6,  p.  465. 

A  momentary  silence  'mid  the  strife 
Of  tongues,  and  thro'  the  land  a  deeper  hush 
Than  broods  o'er  autum  woodlands  all  aflush 
With  glory  eloquent  of  fading  life, 
Bespeak  a  common  loss  and  sorrow  rife 
In  English  hearts  and  homes,  for  one  who  sought 
No  selfish  ends,  but  ever  planned  and  wrought 
For  aU  men's  good.  Now  fall'n  upon  the  wife. 
Whose  love  illumined  his  darkness,  is  the  Night; 
And  he  who,  dutiful  and  imdismayed. 
Confronted  adverse  Fate,  and,  m  despite 
Of  his  own  blindness,  evermore  essay^ 
To  win  for  others  larger  hope  and  light. 
Beholds  the  splendor  that  «hall  never  fade. 
— RoLPH,  John  L.  P.,  1884,  Henry  Fawcett: 
In  Memariam,  National  Review,  vol.  4,  p. 
568. 

Fawcett's  friends  always  spoke  of  him  as 
a  nian  to  be  loved,  and  no  doubt  they  were 
right,  but  to  those  outside  of  that  circle  he 
seemed  pre-eminently  a  man  to  be  re- 
spected. What  has  been  said  of  him  since 
tus  death  proves  how  universal  the  re- 
spect was,  and  how  high  was  the  opinion 
the  world  had  formed  of  his  character  and 
abilities.  It  is  sometimes  said  the  world 
takes  a  man  at  his  own  valuation,  and  this 
is  perhaps  true  enough  in  Fawcett's  case. 
It  would  he  hard  to  name  a  man  who  had 
a  more  complete  confidence  in  himself. 
This  confidence  was  not  a  vain  egotism.  It 
sprang  from  a  reasoned  conviction.  He  had 


PERSONAL 

No  one  can  look  upon  him  but  he  will  see 
on  his  face  the  characters  of  courage,  frank- 
ness, and  mtelligence.  He  is  six  feet  two 
inches  in  height,  very  blonde,  his  light  hair 
and  complexion  and  his  smooth  beardless 
face  giving  him  something  of  the  air  of  a 
boy.  His  features  are  at  once  strongly 
marked  and  regular.  Eb  narrowly  escaped 
being  handsome,  and  lus  expression  is  very 
winning.  His  countenance  is  habitually 
serene,  and  no  cloud  or  frown  ever  passes 
over  it.  His  smile  is  gentle  and  winning. 
It  is  probable  that  no  blind  man  has  ever 
before  been  able  to  enter  upon  so  impor- 
tant a  political  career  as  Professor  Fawcett, 
who,  yet  under  forty  years  of  age,  is  the 
most  influential  of  the  independent  Liberals 
in  Parliament.  From  the  moment  that  he 
took  his  seat  in  that  body  he  has  been  able — 
and  this  is  unusual-*to  command  the  close 
attention  of  the  House.  He  has  a  clear  fine 
voice,  speaks  with  the  utmost  fluency,  has 
none  of  the  university  intonation  and  none 
of  the  hesitation  or  uneasy  attitudes  of 
the  average  Parliamentary  speaker.  He 
scorns  all  subterfuges,  speaks  honestly  his 
whole  mind,  and  comes  to  the  point.  At 
times  he  is  eloquent,  and  he  is  always  in- 
teresting.—Conway,  MoNCURB  Daniel, 
1875,  Professor  Fawcett,  Harpefs  Magazine, 
vol  50,  p.  353. 

I  have  made  a  new  Acquaintance  here. 
Professor  Fawcett.  .  .  .  when  Wright 
was  gone  called  on  me,  and  also  came  and 
smoked  a  Pipe  one  night  here.  A  thor- 
oughly unaffected,  unpretending  man;  so 
modest  indeed  that  I  was  ashamed  after- 
wards to  think  how  I  had  harangued  him 
all  the  Evening,  instead  of  getting  him  to 
instruct  me.  But  I  would  not  ask  hun  about 
his  Parliamentary  Shop:  and  I  should  not 
have  understood  his  Political  Economy: 
and  I  believe  he  was  very  glad  to  be  talked 
to  instead,  about  some  of  those  he  Imew, 
and  some  whom  I  had  known.— Frrz- 
Gerald,  Edward,  1882,  Letters  to  Fanny 
Kemble,  Sep.  1,  pp.  238,  239. 

There  were  two  or  three  questions  on 
the  papers  this  evening  to  Mr.  Fawcett. 
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a  habit  of  judging  by  the  dry  light  of  rea- 
son, and  he  applied  this  process  to  himself 
as  to  other  subjects  of  interest.  He  had  no 
doubts  about  anything.  He  was  as  sure  of 
himself  as  of  a  proposition  in  geometry. 
His  mind  had  a  mathematical  cast  which 
to  a  certain  extent  unfitted  him  for  politics. 
He  ai^gued  in  straight  lines,  and  lacked  the 
flexibility  which  is  in  most  cases  a  condition 
of  success  in  English  public  life.  When  he 
had  demonstrated  that  a  thing  ought  to  be 
on  principle,  he  became  impatient  of  those 
who  would  have  shown  him  it  was  impos- 
sible in  the  circumstances,  or  premature. — 
Sbiallby,  George  W.,  1884-91,  Mr,  Favh 
eett,  London  Letters  and  Some  OtherB,  vol  i, 
p.  81. 

Various  proposals  were  immediately 
made  to  honour  Fawcett's  memory.  A 
statue  is  to  be  erected  in  the  market-place 
of  Salisbury , near  a  statue  previously  erected 
to  Sydney  Herbert,  on  the  spot  where  he 
took  his  first  childish  steps,  and  to  which 
he  always  returned  with  fresh  affection.  In 
Cambridge  there  is  to  be  a  portrait  by  Mr. 
Herkomerof  the  figure  so  familiar  for  a 
generation.  Measures  are  still  m  progress 
for  some  appropriate  memorial  in  India  to 
the  man  who  showed  so  unique  a  power  of 
sympathv  with  a  strange  race.  A  national 
memorial  is  in  preparation,  which  is  to  con- 
sist of  a  scholarship  for  the  blind  at  Cam- 
bridge, some  additional  endowment  for  the 
Royal  Normal  College  for  the  Blind  at 
Norwood,  and  a  tablet  is  to  be  erected  in 
Westminster  Abbey.  A  memorial  is  also 
to  be  erected  in  recognition  of  his  services 
to  women;  and  the  inhabitants  of  Trump- 
ington  are  placing  a  window  to  his  memory 
in  their  church.  Such  monuments  are  but 
the  outward  symbols  of  the  living  influence 
still  exercised  upon  the  hearts  of  his  coun- 
trymen by  a  character  equally  remarkable 
for  masculine  independence  and  generous 
sympathy.~-STEPHEN,  Leslie,  1885,  Life 
of  Henry  Fatoeett,  p.  468. 

His  commandmg  form  would  have  been 
noticeable  under  any  circumstances.  .  .  . 
Not  less  familiar  was  his  well-known  form 
to  boaters  on  the  Cam,  or  to  skaters  on  the 
Fens  in  times  of  frost.  His  marvellous 
courage  was  seen  in  things  small  as  well  as 
great.  Swimming,  rowing,  and  skating,  as 
well  as  riding,  were  amongst  his  accom- 
plisliments,  and  whatever  sloll  he  possessed 
was  pardonably  exaggerated  by  the  ad- 
miration of  sympathiong  beholders.  When 


to  this  general  familiarity  with  his  stalwart 
figure  is  added  the  unfailing  kindlinem  and 
cheerfulness  of  his  manner  to  every  one, 
whether  high  or  low,  it  becomes  easy  to 
understand  why  in  his  case  the  public  Ion 
has  been  mourned  with  something  of  the 
tenderness  of  private  sorrow.  His  memory 
for  the  tones  of  a  voice  was  remarkable,  and 
people  who  had  only  spoken  to  him  once  or 
twice  were  astonished,  as  well  as  gratified, 
to  find  that  when  they  addressed  Um  again 
they  had  no  need  to  remind  him  of  tiidr 
names,  for  scarcely  had  a  word  been  spokoi 
before  the  hearty  response  showed  the 
readiness  of  his  recognition.— Picton,  J. 
Allanson,  1885,  Professor  FaweeU,  Good 
Words,  vol.  26,  p.  31. 

The  member  for  Brighton  was  soon  a 
popular  member.  The  tall,  manly  figure, 
led  about  by  an  attendant,  was  gazed  at 
with  reverence  in  the  House  of  Commons. 
His  political  creed  gave  an  emphasis  of  in- 
dividuality to  a  man  who  could  so  com- 
pletely master  himself.  Nor  were  his  poli- 
tics—such as  he  put  before  the  House- 
calculated  to  give  offence  to  honest  ad- 
versaries. Perhaps  his  views  upon  India— a 
subject  which  was  so  dear  to  him,  that  he 
got  the  sobriquet  of  the  "Member  for  In- 
dia"—were  more  likely  to  stir  party  hostil- 
ity than  his  views  upon  toleration  or  upon 
Reform.  ...  It  is,  however,  to  Fawcett's 
management  of  the  Post  Ofiice  that  we 
naturally  turn  with  the  greatest  interest; 
for  it  was  as  Post  Master  General  that  he 
won  the  highest  laurels  which  were  be- 
stowed on  him  by  the  national  fi;ratitude.— 
Marshall,  A.  F.,  1886,  A  Blind  Worker, 
The  Month,  vol.  56,  pp.  246, 247. 

Mr.  Henry  Fawcett,  the  blind  spectacled 
Postmaster-General,  is  one  of  the  tallest 
and  most  sinewy  looking  men  in  the  House. 
He  is  a  man  of  great  intellectual  vigor, 
tenacity  of  purpose,  and  courage  mingled 
with  caution,  and  a  trenchant  parliament- 
ary debater  as  well  as  an  admirable  platform- 
speaker.  On  account  of  his  profound  knowl- 
edge of  Indian  affairs  and  sympathy  with 
the  people  of  that  country,  he  is  sometimes 
called  ''the  member  for  India;"  and  when, 
with  littie  money,  he  was  faying  to  force 
the  portals  of  "the  rich  man's  club''  at 
Westminster,  a  great  number  of  very  poor 
Hindoos  subscribed  a  sum  sufllcient  to  de- 
fray the  cost  of  his  return  for  Hackney.— 
Mathews,  Wiluam,  1887,  Tke  House  of 
Commons;  Men,  Places  and  Things,  p.  197. 
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GENERAL 

True  heart!  We  feel  in  England  and  o'er  sea 
The  whole  of  thy  great  life-work  nobly  planned 
Not  only  for  thyself  the  victory, 
^But  in  thy  triumph  triumphs  all  thy  land, 
'  Which,  sad  from  end  to  end  for  loss  of  thee, 
Of  civic  heroes  counts  no  life  more  grand. 

— -Marston,  Philip  Bourke,  1884,  In 
Memory  of  Right  Han.  H.  Faweeit,  M.  P. 

O  strenuous  spirit,  darkling  hast  thou  shinedl 
O  light  unto  thy  country,  who  hast  lent 
Eyes  to  the  dim  hope  of  the  ignorant! 
Why  the  great  form  of  Justice  standeth  blind 
Thou  dost  make  plain.     From  thy  immur'd 

mind 
Thou,  as  from  prison-walls,  thy  voice  has  sent 
Forceful  for  faculty's  enfranchisement. 
And  free  commerce  of  S3rmpathies  that  bind 
Men  into  nations;  even  thy  harsh  divorce 
From  the  familiar  gossip  of  the  eyes 
Moved  thee  to  speed  sweet  human  intercourse 
By  art's  most  swift  and  kindly  embassies: 
So  didst  thou  bless  all  life,  thyself  being  free 
Of  faction,  that  last  bond  of  liberty. 

—Field,  Michael,  1884(7)  Henry  Faw- 
ceU. 

The  language  was  lucid,  the  arrange* 
ment  good,  the  ideas  just.  You  read  with 
pleasure,  because  you  felt  yourself  in  the 
hands  of  a  man  who  thoroughly  understood 
his  subject  and  instructed  you;  but  the  li^ht 
had  little  warmth,  and  seemed  to  shine  with 
equal  monotony  on  every  part.  There  was 
even  in  his  way  of  applying  economic  doc- 
trines to  practical  problems  a  touch  of 
what  people  called  pedantry,  but  which 
might  be  better  described  as  an  extreme 
rigidity,  a  disposition  to  see  only  the  blacks 
and  whites  of  a  question,  and  not  to  ap- 
preciate the  subtler  considerations  which 
come  in,  and  must  be  allowed  to  modify  the 
broader  conclusions  of  economic  science.— 
Brtce,  Jambs,  1884,  The  Late  Mr.  FaweeU, 
The  Nation,  vol.  39.  p.  457. 

Fawcett's  writings  display  a  keen  and 
powerful,  if  rather  narrow,  intellect.  He 
adhered  through  life  to  the  radicalism  of  J. 
S.  Mill;  he  was  a  staunch  free-trader  in 
economic  questions,  an  earnest  supporter 
of  co-operation,  but  strongly  opposed  to 
socialism,  and  a  strenuous  advocate  of  the 
political  and  social  equality  of  the  sexes. 
His  animating  principle  was  a  desire  to 
raise  the  position  of  the  poor.  He  objected 
to  all  such  interference  as  would  weaken 
their  independence  or  energy,  and  though 
generally  favourable  on  this  account  to  the 
huuz-faire  principle,  disavowed  it  when, 
as  in  the  case  of  the  Factory  Acts,  he  held 


that  interference  could  protect  without 
enervating.— Stephen,  Lesue,  1885,  Dic- 
tionary of  National  Biography,  vol.  xvm. 

Certainly,  nobody  has  less  rubbish  in  his 
mind  than  Fawcett.  But  he  did  not  escape 
the  dangers  which  attend  an  exclusive  de- 
votion to  work  which  promises  to  }deld  a 
directly  useful  result.  As  his  biographer 
frankly  admits,  he  had  some  of  that  nar- 
rowness and  rigidity  from  which  the  prac- 
tical man  seldom  escapes.  He  was  not  an 
original  thinker.  Even  in  political  economy 
he  did  no  more  than  illustrate  and  spread 
the  ideas  of  minds  broader  and  subtler  than 
his  own.  But  he  had  a  healthy  love  of  facts, 
and  a  power  of  using  them  wluch  made  him, 
wherever  a  calm  judgment  was  needed,  a 
man  to  lean  upon.  If,  moreover,  his  in- 
tellectual interests  were  comparatively  few, 
there  was  no  trace  of  narrowness  in  his  moral 
nature.— Macdonell,  G.  P.,  1885,  Life  af 
Henry  FaweeU,  The  Aeademy,  val.  28,  p.  385. 

This  book  ["Manual  of  Political  Econ- 
omy''] probably  did  more  to  popularise  the 
study  than  almost  any  other  that  has  been 
published.— PicroN,  J.  Allanson,  1885, 
Prafeseor  Faweett,  Goad  Wards,  p.  33. 

With  great  tldnkers  of  the  eighteenth 
century  Fawcett  firmly  believed  in  Reason, 
and  was  prepared  to  make  Reason,  as  far  as 
she  would  carry  him,  the  guide  of  his  life. 
This  earnest  desire  to  follow  out  in  practice 
the  truths  which  his  mind  grasped,  is  visible 
both  in  his  dealings  with  others  and  in  his 
conduct  of  his  own  life,  and  it  is  this  simple 
acting  upon  simple  convictions  which  so- 
greatly  distinguishes  him  from  the  crowd 
who  have  neither  definite  beliefs  nor  fixed 
courses  of  action.  ...  It  is  curious  to  see,. 
as  one  follows  Fawcett's  political  career^ 
what  simplicity  and  vigor  the  genuine  ad- 
herence to  very  elementary  economical  or 
moral  axioms  could  give  to  the  conduct  of  a 
memberof  Parliament.— Dicey,  A.  v.,  1886, 
Stephen's  Faweett,  The  Nation,  val.  42,  p. 
15. 

He  published,  besides  his  mtoual,  "Pau- 
perism :  Its  Causes  and  Remedies,"  "Speech- 
es on  Some  Current  Political  Questions/' 
and  "Free  Trade  and  Protection,' '  ete.  In 
his  economic  writings  Professor  Fawcett  was 
an  uncompromising  advocate  of  free  trade 
and  the  individualistic  economic  doctrines 
with  which  that  party  is  associated ;  in  poli- 
tics he  was  a  Liberal.— Oilman,  Peck,  and 
Colby,  1903,  The  New  International  Eney do- 
pctdiay  vol  VII,  p.  256. 
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Wendell  PMllips 

1811-1884 
American  Abolitionist,  was  the  descendant  of  a  Boston  family  of  aristocratic  leanings. 
Educated  at  Harvard  University,  he  was  called  to  the  bar  in  1834;  but  m  1837  joined  the 
movement  for  the  abolition  of  slavery,  and  two  years  later  retired  from  his  profession  be- 
cause he  could  no  longer  abide  by  the  oath  of  fidelity  to  the  United  States  Constitution. 
His  speeches  on  behalf  of  the  movement  were  full  of  inspiration  and  mastery  of  the  re- 
sources of  oratory,  notably  that  uttered  over  the  grave  of  Brown,  the  Harper's  Ferry  in- 
surrectionist, in  1859.  He  spoke  with  equal  eloquence  on  temperance  and  the  emancipa- 
tion of  women.  When,  after  the  Civil  War,  Garrison  ceased  to  be  president  of  the  Anti- 
Slavery  Society,  on  the  ground  that  the  cause  was  won,  Phillips  took  his  place,  and  suc- 
ceeded in  winning  for  the  negro  full  citizenship.  In  1870  he  resigned  his  ofSce,  and  his 
organ,  "The  Anti-Slavery  Standard,"  was  converted  into  a  monthly  magazine.  Wendell 
Phillips  continued  until  a  few  years  before  his  death  to  advocate  social  and  moral  reforms 
upon  the  platform.  "Speeches,  Letters,  and  Lectures"  (1863);  "A  Memorial  of  W.  Phil- 
lips from  the  City  of  Boston"  (1884).— Sanders,  Lloyd  C,  ed.,  1887,  CelebriHei  of  the 
Century,  p.  827. 


PERSONAL 
He  stood  upon  the  world's  broad  threshold; 

wide 
The  din  of  battle  and  of  slaughter  rose; 
He  saw  God  stand  upon  the  weaker  side, 
That  sank  in  seeming  loss  before  its  foes : 
Many  there  were  who  made  great  haste  and  sold 
Unto  the  cimning  enemy  their  swords, 
He  scorned  their  gifts  of  fame,  and  power,  and 

gold. 
And,  underneath  their  soft  and  flowery  words, 
Heard  the  cold  serpent  hiss;  therefore  he  went 
And  humbly  joined  him  to  the  weaker  part, 
Fanatic  named,  and  fool,  yet  well  content 
So  he  could  be  the  nearer  to  God's  heart, 
And  feel  its  solemn  pulses  sending  blood 
Through  all  the  widespread  veins  of  endless 

good. 

—Lowell.  James  Russell,  1843,  Wendell 
Phillips. 

May  we  not  think  now  that  the  task  of 
binding  up  the  wounds  of  a  bruised  and 
shattered  country,  of  reconciling  jarring 
interests  thrown  into  new  and  delicate  re- 
lationsUps,  of  bringing  peace  to  sore  and 
wearied  nerves,  and  abicUng  quiet  to  those 
who  are  fated  to  dwell  side  by  side  in  close 
proximity,  may  reqmre  faculties  of  a  wider 
and  more  varied  adaptation,  and  a  spirit 
breathing  more  of  Calvary  and  less  of  Sinai? 
It  is  no  discredit  to  the  good  sword  gapped 
with  the  blows  of  a  hundred  battle  fields,  to 
hang  it  up  in  all  honor,  as  having  done  its 
work.  It  has  made  place  for  a  thousand 
other  forces  and  influences  each  powerless 
without  it,  but  each  now  more  powerful 
and  more  eflicient  in  their  own  field.  Those 
who  are  so  happy  as  to  know  Mr.  Phillips 
personsJly,  are  fully  aware  how  entirely  this 
unflinching  austerity  of  judgment,  this 
vigorous  severity  of  exaction,  belong  to  the 


public  character  alone,  how  full  of  genial 
urbanity  they  find  the  private  individual. 
We  may  be  pardoned  for  expressing  tiie 
hope  that  the  time  may  yet  come  when  he 
shall  see  his  way  clear  to  take  counsel  in 
public  matters  with  his  own  kindly  im- 
pulses, and  that  those  genial  traits  which 
render  his  private  intercourse  so  agreeable, 
may  be  allowed  to  modify  at  least  Us  public 
declarations.— Stowe,  Harriet  Bebcher, 
1868,  Men  of  Owr  Tims,  p.  501. 

The  aid  which  Mr.  Phillips  gave  to  the 
cause  of  woman  was  character&ed  like  all 
his  work,  by  a  great  strength  of  purpose, 
and  solidity  of  moral  conviction.  There 
was  nothing  airy,  fanciful,  or  voluntary  in 
his  advocacy  of  woman  suffrage.  The  solid- 
ity of  Mr.  PhiUip's  belief  was  matched  by 
the  extension  of  his  views.  Some  have 
spoken  of  him  as  having  shown  a  failure  of 
judgment  in  his  later  years.  He  was  not 
infallible.  But  his  view  of  justice  was  in- 
fallible, for  it  was  founded  upon  the  truth 
of  God  himself.  .  .  .  Wendell  Phillips 
would  have  thrown  open  to  women  the 
doors  of  every  opportunity,  of  every  career. 
He  would  have  had  them  free  as  air  in  the 
streets,  which  he  wished  to  see  pure  enough 
for  the  presence  of  angels,  and  which,  we 
know,  would  only  attain  that  purity  when 
the  angels  of  humanity  should  walk  in  them. 
But  let  no  one  thinker  say  that  this  heart's 
desire  of  his  involved  the  desertion  of  home 
and  the  neglect  of  its  duties.  His  own  de- 
votion to  the  woman  who  was  home  to  him 
shows  us  that  he  knew  the  value  of  the  fire- 
side, and  its  dear  and  sacred  intimacy.— 
Howe,  JuLU  Ward,  1884,  CommemoraHon, 
FaneuilHall,Feb.9. 
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Few  names  that  the  history  of  the  com- 
monwealth of  Massachusetts  has  under- 
scored are  more  worthy  of  being  cherished 
than  that  of  the  Phillips  family;  and  it  is  a 
matter  for  public  congratulation,  that  there 
exist  to-day  such  worthy  monuments  for 
its  perpetuation  as  the  two  academies  of 
Andover,  Mass.,  and  of  Exeter,  N.  H.  We. 
have  mtimated  that  these  two  institutions 
are  monuments  to  a  family.  They  are  so, 
because  they  were  built  up,  not  by  the  wis- 
dom and  self-denial  of  one  iiidividual  of 
that  family,  but  by  the  very  remarkable 
unanimity  of  aim  and  coincidence  of  judg- 
ment of  six  members  of  it,  representing  three 
generations.  Still  more  essentially  are  they 
so,  because  they  were  the  outcome  of  a 
marked  nobleness  of  spirit  and  elevation  of 
character,  that  have  not  ceased  to  dis- 
tinguish representatives  of  the  Phillips 
family  through  nine  generations.— Austin, 
George  Lowell,  1884,  The  Life  and  Timet 
of  WendettPmipt,  p.  17. 

I  pass  from  conversations  in  the  privacy 
of  his  study  and  library,  to  say  a  word  or 
two  of  what  Mr.  Phillips  was  in  his  still  more 
private  affections.  I  never  saw  his  wife; 
though  in  his  conversations  and  his  cor- 
respondence with  me  he  often  spoke  of  her, 
and  it  was  my  privilege  to  exchange  many 
conmiunications  with  her.  He  was  a  lover 
all  his  life.  .  .  .  She  was,  as  he  wrote  once 
''his  council,  his  guide,  his  mspiration." 
^thin  a  year  or  two,  in  correspondence  with 
him,  I  ventured  to  call  her  his  Egeria;  and  I 
think  they  were  both  greatiy  pleased  with 
her  being  so  called.  ...  So  the  wife  of  Mr. 
Phillips  was  his  Egeria,  his  councillor,  his 
guide,  and  his  inspiration.— Buckingham, 
EDGAR,  1884,  The  Life  and  Timet  of  Wen- 
dell PkUlipt,  ed.  AutHn,  p.  89. 

Since  then  we  have  lost  Wendell  Phil- 
lips, and  all  the  town  has  been  debating 
whether  he  was  the  noblest  or  the  basest 
man  that  ever  lived,  and  we  discriminating 
souls  have  decided  that  he  was  a  mixture  of 
the  two.— Brooks,  Philups,  1884,  To  Mr. 
Cooper,  Feb.  12;  Life  and  Letters,  ed.  Allen, 
vol.  n,  p.  54. 

His  comprehensive  philanthropy  had 
made  him,  even  during  the  anti-slavery  con- 
test, the  untiring  advocate  of  other  great 
reforms.  His  powerful  presentation  of  the 
justice  and  reason  of  the  political  equality 
of  women,  at  Worcester,  in  1851,  more  than 
any  other  smgle  impulse,  launched  the 
question  upon  the  sea  of  popular  contro- 


versy. In  the  general  statement  of  principle 
nothing  has  t^n  added  to  that  discourse; 
in  vivid  and  effective  eloquence  of  advocacy 
it  has  never  been  surpassed.  All  the 
arguments  for  independence  echoed  John 
Adiams  in  the  Continental  Congress.  All  the 
pleas  for  applying  the  American  principle  of 
representation  to  the  wives  and  mothers 
of  American  citizens  echo  the  eloquence  of 
Wendell  Phillips  at  Worcester.— Curtis, 
George  Wiluam,  1884,  Wendell  Phillips, 
A  Eulogp  Delivered  Before  the  MunieipiU 
Authariius  of  Boston,  Mass.,  April  18,  p. 
32. 

After  a  long  and  stormy  life  his  sun  went 
down  in  glory.  All  the  En^sh-speaking 
people  on  the  globe  have  written  among 
the  names  that  shall  never  die,  the  name  of 
that  scoffed,  detested,  mob-beaten  Wendell 
Phillips.  ...  He  has  taught  a  lesson  that 
the  young  will  do  well  to  take  heed  to— the 
lesson  that  the  most  splendid  gifts  and  op- 
portunities and  ambitions  may  be  best  used 

for  the  dumb  and  the  lowly He  belongs 

to  the  race  of  giants,  not  simply  because  he 
was  in  and  of  himself  a  great  soul,  but  be- 
cause he  bathed  in  the  providence  of  God, 
and  came  forth  scarcely  less  than  a  god;  be- 
cause he  gave  himself  to  the  work  of  God 
upon  earth,  and  inherited  thereby,  or  had 
reflected  upon  him,  some  of  the  majesty  of 
his  master.  When  the  pigmies  are  sJl  dead, 
the  noble  countenance  of  Wendell  Phillips 
will  still  look  forth,  radiant  as  a  rising  sun— a 
sun  that  will  never  set.  He  has  b^me  to 
us  a  lesson,  his  death  an  example,  his  whole 
history  an  encouragement  to  manhood— to 
heroic  manhood.— Beecher,  Henrt  Ward, 
1884,  WendeU  PhiUips,  Plymovik  Puljnt, 
Sunday  Morning,  Feb.  10. 

In  his  outward  man,  Wendell  Phillips 
was  cast  in  classic  mold.  His  oratoricial 
mother  was  Mfiyft  the  Eloquent,  and  his 
father  was  Jupiter  the  Thunderer.  Above 
the  middle  height,  his  form  was  patterned 
after  the  best  models  of  manhood,  and 
closely  resembled,  by  actual  measurements, 
the  Apollo  Belvedere.  He  was  neither 
stout  nor  thin,  but  retained  from  youth  to 
age  his  suppleness  and  grace  of  propnortion. 
Ctf  nervous  sanguine  temperament,  his  com- 
plexion was  ruddy,  and  gave  him  the  ap- 
pearance of  one  whose  soul  looked  through 
and  glorified  the  body;  hence  that  singular 
radiance  which  was  often  startling.  The 
head  was  finely  set  upon  broad  shoulders 
and  a  deep  chest.     The  chin  was  full  and 
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strong;  the  lips  red  and  somewhat  com- 
pressed; the  nose  aquiline;  the  eyes  blue, 
small  but  piercing;  the  brow  both  broad 
and  high.  ...  In  middle  life  he  lost  a 
large  part  of  his  hair;  but  this  only  served 
the  more  clearly  to  reveal  the  superb  con- 
tour of  the  skull.  His  profile  was  fine-cut  as 
a  cameo.  In  expression  the  face  was  at  once 
intellectual  and  serene;  it  wore  a  look  of 
resolute  goodness.  His  pose  was  easy  and 
natural,  every  change  of  attitude  being  a 
new  revelation  of  manly  grace.  No  nobler 
physique  ever  confronted  an  audience.— 
Marttn,  Carlos,  1889,  WendM  PhiUipt  a$ 
an  Orator,  The  Forum  Magadne,  vol.  8,  pp. 
305,  306. 

Shoit-etemmed  and  curt 
His  wreath  should  be,  and  braided  by  strong 

hands, 
Hindered  with  sword-hilt,  while  the  braider 
stands 

With  loin  upgirt. 

Too  late  to  urge 
Thy  tardy  crown.     Draw  back,  O  Northern 

blond! 
Let  black  hands  take,  to  bind  the  Southern 
frond, 

A  severed  scouigel 

Haughty  and  high, 
And  deaf  to  all  the  thunders  of  the  throng. 
He  heard  the  lowest  whisper  of  his  wrong 

The  slave  could  sigh. 

In  some  pent  street, 
O  prophet-slaying  city  of  his  care, 
Pour  out  thine  eyes,  loose  thy  repentant  hair. 

And  kiss  his  feet! 

Last  from  the  fight, 
So  moves  the  lion,  with  unhasting  stride. 
Dragging  the  slant  spear,  broken  in  his  side — 

And  gains  the  height! 

— Stafford,  Wendell  Phillips,  1890, 
Wendell  Phillips,  Atlantic  Monthly,  vol.  66, 
pp.  35,  36. 

No  fetter  but  galled  his  wrist. 

No  wrong  that  was  not  his  own. 

What  if  those  eloquent  lips 

Curled  with  the  old-time  scorn? 

What  if  in  needless  hours 

His  quick  hand  closed  on  the  hilt? 

'T  was  the  smoke  from  the  well-won  fields 

That  clouded  the  veteran's  eyes. 

A  fighter  this  to  the  end! 

— Aldrich,  Thomas  Bailey,  1891,  A 
Monody  on  the  Death  of  WendeU  PhiUip$, 
Century  Magazine,  vol.  41,  p.  579. 

One  could  but  speak  of  him  after  all  and 
preeminently  as  "  a  gentleman ! "  His  true, 
enfleshed  democracy  was  bom  of  that  ex- 
quisite courtesy  towards  all  humankind 


which  was  the  breath  of  his  very  being.  His 
scholarship  and  eloquence  wtf  e  its  natural 
attributes  as  much  as  were  his  beauty  of  per- 
son and  grace  of  manner.  I  reofdl  him 
clearly,  dressed  simply  with  a  loose  short 
robe  in  place  of  a  coat,  spotless  linen,  no 
jewehy  of  any  kind—stud,  chain,  or  ring- 
well-worn  trousers,  a  light  vest,  and,  as  I 
recall,  slippered  feet.  He  was  when  stand- 
ing, a  figure  of  graceful  model  and  height^ 
five  feet  eleven,  of  fair  complexion,  with 
soft  reddish-gold  hair,  clean-shaven  cheeks 
and  jaw,  a  face  that  always  seemed  to  me  to 
be  illumined  from  within.  The  eyes  were 
rather  small  and  deep-set,  but  penetrative* 
a  light-blue  gray  in  hue;  the  head  was  large. 
welTproportioned  and  balanced.  Except  as 
to  the  height  of  the  imperial  forehead  and 
the  rounded  coronal  bevond  and  above,  its 
size,  breadth,  and  height  would  not  strike 
one  at  first.  The  full  face  was  very  kindly 
yet  grave  and  quiet  in  expression.  The 
eyes  held  you  firmly  and  at  once.  The  pro- 
file was  noble  and  exquisite  in  line,  effect, 
and  proportion.  The  nose,  at  roots  broad^ 
at  nostrils  fuU,  yet  fine  and  even  delicate  in 
shape,  was  a  well-moulded  Roman,  ap- 
proaching the  aquiline  in  form.  Below  was 
a  longish  upper  up,  a  mouth  of  strength  and 
repressed  Imes,  drawn  down  slightly  at  the 
ends— a  touch  of  the  lion's  character;  lips 
well-rounded  but  not  full;  below,  a  stronsly 
defined  chin,  not  large  or  heavy,  but  fiuly 
indicative  of  will-power  and  firmness.  The 
curving  eyebrows  were  large  and  wide 
apart,  approaching  the  antiaue  in  shape. 
But  it  was  a  noble  foreheaa,  the  height 
above  the  brows,  and  the  depth  from  the 
ears  forward  and  upward,  that  commanded 
attention.  He  was  possessed  and  moulded 
of  grace.  His  pose  was  always  statuesque. 
His  garb  was  simple,  refined,  neutral,  yet  it 
became  his  own  and  was  part  of  his  person- 
ality. In  conversation,  Mr.  Phillips'  voice 
-was  simply  delicious — low,  even-toned, 
softly  modulated,  and  yet  po^essing  a  clear, 
easy  distinctness  of  enimciation  wMch  was 
a  great  delight  to  listeners.— Hinton,  Rich- 
ard J.,  1895,  Wendell  PhiUips,  The  Arena, 
vol.  13,  p.  230. 

While  Mr.  Phillips  was  a  raging  lion  in 
denouncing  iniquity  wherever  he  found  it, 
among  his  friends  and  in  his  family  he 
was  the  most  gentle  and  affectionate  of 
men.— Hale,  Edward  Everbtt,  1899,  ed. 
Autobiography,  Diary  and  CorreepondeTice 
of  Jamet  Freeman  Clarke,  p.  14L 
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ORATORY 
Some  of  us  remember  the  Lovejoy  meet- 
ing held  in  Faneuil  Hall  in  '37,  and  the 
speech  of  the  State's  Attorney,  casting 
scorn  and  ridicule  upon  the  martyr,  and 
how  a  young  man,  sdzing  his  chance, 
sprang  to  his  feet,  held  fast  the  chairman's 
eye  till  he  reached  the  platform,  and,  amid 
mingled  applause  and  hisses,  poured  forth 
such  a  flood  of  indignant  invective,  such 
royal  reason,  that  lus  victim  never  re- 
covered from  the  stroke.  It  was  the  first 
intimation  of  the  young  orator's  gifts.  And 
from  that  time  to  the  present,  his  name 
and  fame  have  made  way  throughout  the 
country;  the  rumour  of  him  has  crossed  the 
seas,  and  he  stands  now  the  first  of  Ameri- 
can orators,  with  honors  yet  to  be  won  in 
new  fields  for  which  his  genius  has  been 
fitted  by  wide  adquaintance  with  the  people, 
and  by  past  controversies  with  powerful 
opponents.— Alcott,  A.  Bronson,  1867, 
Wendell  Pkillip$,  The  Radical,  vol.  3,  p.  105. 

None  who  have  heard  Wendell  Phillips 
can  be  satisfied  with  any  description  of  the 
charm  with  which  these  things  have  been 
uttered.  Standing  before  the  people  with 
the  ease  of  one  bom  for  his  task,  with  the 
authority  that  comes  of  lowliness  before  a 
great  idea,  relying  absolutely  upon  the 
eloouence  of  his  truth,  simple  almost  to 
coloness  even  amid  his  most  scathing  re- 
bukes, his  gestures  few  and  natural,  his 
voice  clear  and  flexible,  his  serene,  high 
forehead,  fair  hair,  and  light  blue  eye  modi- 
fying the  severity  of  his  low  features,  he  is 
listened  to  with  alternations  of  breathless 
silence  and  wild  outbursts  of  enthusiasm. 
He  has  never  made  a  failure,  never  lost  an 
opportunity.  ...  His  foes  have  never 
dared  listen  to  him.  Mobs  sent  to  break 
up  his  meetings  have  been  Imown  to  return 
to  their  employers,  saying,  ''Never  man 
spake  like  this  man. "  I  have  sat  under  his 
voice  for  more  than  an  hour,  and  it  always 
seemed  to  have  been  only  a  few  minutes. 
Consecrated  to  "  one  idea,"  as  the  sneer- 
ers  said,  he  called  about  that  a  wealth  of  il- 
lustration, anecdote,  lighting  up  with  it 
long  tracks  of  history,  until  one  could 
only  regret  that  his  critics  did  not  exchange 
all  their  so-called  ideas  for  this  one.  "Let 
no  one  despise  the  negro  any  more,"  said  a 
man  of  letters  who  heard  him;  "he  gave  us 
Wendell  Phillips."— Conway,  Moncurb 
Daniel,  1871,  Wendell  Phillips,  Fori- 
nighUf  Review,  vol.  14,  p.  71. 


So  simple,  pure,  and  direct  is  the  oratoryof 
Kr.PhiUips  that  it  evades  denription.   We 
can  dwell  upon  the  manifold  beauties  of  a 
picture  by  a  great  artist;  but  it  is  diflScult 
to  dilate  upon  Giotto's  0.    There  it  stands. 
It  is  without  a  flaw.   It  completely  answers 
the  purpose  for  which  it  was  intended. 
There  is  nothing  more  to  be  said  about  it. 
So  it  is  with  the  eloquence  of  Mr.  Phillips. 
.  .  .  The  orator  culls  none  of  the  flowers  of 
rhetoric  as  he  goes:  you  may  search  in  vain 
through  his  volume  of  published  speeches 
for  one  beautiful  metaphor,  one  brilliant 
antithesis,    one    elaborately    constructed 
period.   He  has  no  peroration.   But,  on  the 
other  hand,  he  never  utters  a  sentence  that 
a  child  might  not  comprehend;  he  uses  no 
illustration  the  force  of  which  would  not  be 
apparent  to  the  group  about  the  stove  in  a 
country  store;  he  discusses  political  issues 
in  such  a  way  that  the  young  girl  who  has 
come  to  the  lecture  with  her  lover,  who 
never  read  a  debate  in  Congress  in  her  life, 
and  does  not  know  the  names  of  the  Sena- 
tors from  her  own  State,  understands  what 
he  says,  and  is  interested.  ...  We  have 
said  little,  after  all,  of  the  eloquence  of 
Wendell  PhiUips,  except  that  it  cannot  be ' 
described.    No  man  who  has  heard  it  has 
ever  denied  its  marvellous  power;  no  man 
has  ever  imitated  it,  or  conveyed  a  concep- 
tion of  its  fascination  to  another;  no  man 
who  has  not  heard  it  will  ever  know  what 
makes  it  great.— Woods,  George  Bryant, 
1871  (?),   Wendell  PhiUipz  as  an  Orator; 
Essays,  Sketches  and  Stories,  pp.  92,  93,  96. 

As  an  orator,  Mr.  Phillips  has  few  equals, 
and  no  superiors.  His  fellow  citizens  justly 
look  upon  him  as  a  most  distinguished 
man,  and  wherever  he  speaks  he  is  always 
greeted  with  a  full  house,  and  an  appre- 
ciative audience.  It  is  to  be  regretted  that 
time  has  made  such  inroads  upon  his  health 
as  to  partially  prevent  him  from  appearing 
upon  the  lecture  platform.  His  public  u^ 
terances  will  always  occupy  a  prominent 

?lace  among  the  best  thoughts  of  the  age. — 
Whitman,  C.  M.,  1883,  American  Orators 
and  Oratory,  p.  348. 

The  keynote  to  the  oratory  of  Wendell 
Phillips  lay  in  this:  that  it  was  essentially 
conversational— the  conversational  raised 
to  its  highest  power.  Perhaps  no  orator 
ever  spoke  with  so  little  apparent  effort,  or 
began  so  entirely  on  the  plane  of  his  average 
hearers.  It  was  as  if  he  simplv  repeated,  in 
a  littie  louder  tone,  what  he  had  just  been 
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saying  to  some  familiar  friend  at  his  elbow. 
The  effect  was  absolutely  disarming.  Those 
accustomed  to  spread-eagle  eloquence  felt, 
perhaps,  a  slight  sense  of  disappointment. 
Could  this  easy,  effortless  man  be  Wendell 
Phillips?  But  he  held  them  by  his  very 
quietness;  it  did  not  seem  to  have  occurred 
to  him  to  doubt  his  power  to  hold  them. 
The  poise  of  his  manly  fig|ure,  the  easy  grace 
of  his  attitude,  the  thrilling  modulation  of 
his  perfectly-trained  voice,  the  dignity  of  his 
gesture,  the  keen  penetration  of  his  eye,  all 
aided  to  keep  his  hearers  in  hand.  The 
colloquialism  was  never  relaxed,  but  it  was 
familiar  without  loss  of  dignity.  When 
he  said  "isn't"  and  "wasn't"  or  even,  like 
an  Englishman,  dropped  his  g's,  it  did  not 
seem  inelegant;  he  might  almost  have  been 
ungrammatical  and  it  would  not  have  im« 
paired  the  finer  air  of  the  man.  Then,  as 
the  argument  went  on,  the  voice  grew 
deeper,  the  action  more  animated,  and  the 
sentences  came  in  a  long  sonorous  swell, 
still  easy  and  graceful,  but  powerful  as  the 
soft  stretehing  of  a  tiger's  paw.  He  could 
be  as  terse  as  Carlyle,  or  his  periods  could 
be  as  prolonged  and  cumulative  as  those  of 
Choate  or  Evarts;  no  matter;  they  carried 
in  either  case  the  same  charm.— HiGGlNSON, 
Thomas  Wentworth,  1884,  OUtuary  No- 
Hee  of  Wendell  Phillips. 

Eloquent  as  Mr.  Phillips  was  as  a  lecturer 
he  was  far  more  effective  as  a  debater.  De- 
bate was  to  him  the  flint  and  steel  which 
brought  out  all  his  fire.  His  memory  was 
wonderful.  He  would  listen  to  an  elabo- 
rate speech  for  hours,  and,  without  a  single 
note  in  writing  of  what  had  been  said,  re- 
ply to  every  part  of  it  as  fully  and  com- 
pletely as  if  the  speech  were  written  out  be- 
fore Um.  Those  who  heard  him  when  not 
confronted  by  an  opponent,  have  a  very 
limited  comprehension  of  his  amazing  re- 
sources as  a  speaker. — Douglass,  Freder- 
ick, 1884,  Address  on  Wendell  Phillips. 

Our  glorious  summer  days  sometimes 
breed,  even  in  the  very  rankness  of. their 
opulence,  enervating  and  imhealthy  weak- 
nesses. The  air  is  heavy.  Its  breath 
poisons  the  blood;  the  puLse  of  nature  is 
sluggish  and  mean.  Then  come  the  tempest 
and  the  thunder.  So  was  it  in  the  body 
politic,  whether  the  plague  was  slavery  or 
whatever  wrong;  whether  it  was  weakness 
in  men  of  high  degree  or  tyranny  over  men 
of  low  estate;  whether  it  was  the  curse  of 
the  grogshop,  or  the  iron  hand  of  the  despot 


at  home  or  abroad,-— so  it  was  that  like  the 
lightning  Phillips  flashed  and  struck.  The 
scorching,  hissing  bolt  rent  the  air,  now 
here,  now  there.  From  heaven  to  earth, 
now  wild  at  random,  now  straight  it  shot. 
It  streamed  across  the  sky.  It  leaped  in 
broken  links  to  a  chain  of  fire.  It  some- 
times fell  with  reckless  indiscrimination 
alike  on  the  just  and  on  the  unjust.  It 
sometimes  smote  the  inpocent  as  well  as 
blasted  the  guilty.  But  when  the  tempest 
was  over,  there  was  a  purer  and  a  fresher 
spirit  in  the  air,  and  a  sweeter  health. 
Louder  than  the  thunder,  mightier  than  the 
wind,  the  earthquake,  or  the  fire,  a  still 
small  voice  spake  in  the  public  heart,  and 
the  public  conscience  woke.— Long,  John 
D.,  1884-95,  WendeU  PhiUips,  Afier-Dinner 
and  Other  Speeches,  p.  10. 

The  Phi  Beta  Kappa  Society  of  Harvard 
College,  which  consists  of  the  fifteen  or 
twenty  best  scholars  in  each  college  class, 
and  a  few  other  people  whom  these  choose 
on  the  ground  of  scholarship  or  intellectual 
note,  is  probably  in  temper  as  conservative 
a  body  as  is  to  be  found  in  New  England. 
It  is  their  custom  every  year  to  have  a  pub- 
lic oration,  to  which  they  march  in  solemn 
procession,  headed  by  the  oldest  living 
members.  Toward  the  end  of  Mr.  WendeU 
Phillips's  life,  he  was  invited  to  deliver  one 
of  these  orations,  a  little  to  the  disquiet  of 
prudent  Phi  Beta  Kappa  men,  who  were 
aware  that  his  temper  was  not  precisely  of 
a  conservative  order.  A  good  many  went 
to  hear  him  with  much  curiosity  as  to  what 
he  might  say,  and  apprehension  that  they 
might  have  to  disapprove  it  by  olenoe  at 
moments  which  to  less  balanced  mmds 
might  seem  to  call  for  applause.  In  the 
earlier  parts  of  his  oration  they  found  them- 
selves agreeably  siuprised:  he  said  nothing 
to  which  they  were  unprepared  to  assent, 
and  what  he  said,  he  said  beautifully.  They 
listened  with  relief  and  satisfaction;  when 
the  moment  for  applause  came,  they  cor- 
dially applauded.  So  the  oration  went  on 
with  increasing  interest  on  the  part  of  the 
audience.  Fmally,  when  some  fresh  mo- 
ment for  applause  came,  they  applauded,  as 
a  matter  of  course;  and  it  was  not  until 
they  had  done  so  that  they  stopped  to 
think  that  what  the  cleverest  of  our  oratori- 
cal tricksters  had  betrayed  them  into  ap- 
plauding was  no  less  revolutionary  an  in- 
cident than  the  then  recent  assassination  of 
the  Emperor  Alexander  of  Russia.     Now, 
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this  result  was  attained  simply  by  a  skilful 
use  of  words:  in  this  case  very  probably  by 
a  deliberately  malicious  use  of  words  that 
should  make  a  theatre  full  of  people  do  a 
thing  which  not  one  of  them  really  wished 
to  do.  It  was  not  what  he  said  that  they 
applauded;  it  was  what  he  implied,-<not 
dynamite  and  dagger,  but  that  not  very 
clearly  defined  notion  of  liberty  and  free- 
dom and  the  rights  of  man,  which  still  ap- 
Cto  the  American  heart.— Wendell, 
LETT,  1891,  English  Compodtion,  p. 
243. 

It  is  surprising  that  so  thorough  an  histori- 
an as  Von  Hoist  has  omitted  to  make  men- 
tion of  his  speech  [Lovejoy  Speech]  which 
really  struck  the  key-note  of  the  anti- 
slavery  movement  from  first  to  last.  As  we 
have  it  now,  revised  by  its  author  from  the 
newspaper  reports  of  the  time,  it  is  one  of 
the  purest,  most  spontaneous  and  magnetic 
pieces  of  oratory  in  existence.  It  deserves 
a  place  beside  those  two  famous  speeches 
of  James  Otis  and  Patrick  Henry  which 
ushered  in  the  war  of  separation  from  Eng- 
land. It  possesses  even  a  certain  advan- 
tage, in  the  fact  that  it  never  has  been  nor 
IS  likely  to  be  made  use  of  for  school  dec- 
lamations. It  will  always  remain  fresh, 
vigorous,  and  original  as  when  it  was  first 
delivered.  —  Stearns,  Frank  Preston, 
1895,  Sketches  from  Concord  and  Appledare, 
p.  187. 

This  austere  and  irreconcilable  enthusiast 
with  the  blood  of  the  martyr  in  his  veins, 
was  in  oratory  a  pure  opportunist.  He  was 
a  general  who  went  into  battle  with  a  force 
of  all  arms,  but  used  infantry  or  artillery  or 
cavalry  as  each  seemed  most  apt  to  the 
moment.  He  formed  his  plan,  as  Napoleon 
did,  on  the  field  and  in  presence  of  the 
enemy.  For  Phillips— and  the  fact  is  vital 
to  all  criticism  of  his  oratory— spoke  al- 
most always,  during  twenty-five  years  of  his 
oratorical  life,  to  a  hostile  audience.  His 
audiences  were  often  mobs ;  they  often  sought 
to  drive  him  from  the  platform,  sometimes  to 
kill  him.  He  needed  all  his  resources  merely 
to  hold  his  ground  and  to  get  a  hearing. 
You  cannot  compare  oratory  in  those  cir- 
cumstances with  oratory  in  a  dress  debate, 
or  even  with  the  oratory  of  a  great  parlia- 
mentary contest.  On  this  last  has  often 
hung,  no  doubt,  the  life  of  a  ministry.  On 
FhDlips's  mastery  over  his  hearers  de- 
pended sometimes  his  own  life,  sometimes 
that  of  the  antislavery  cause— with  which, 


as  we  now  all  see  and  as  then  hardly  any- 
body saw,  was  bound  up  the  life  of  the  na- 
tion. It  was,  in  my  judgment,  the  oratory 
of  Phillips  which  insured  the  maintenance 
of  that  great  antislavery  struggle  during  the 
last  ten  years  or  more  which  preceded  the 
War.  His  oratory  must  be  judged  with 
reference  to  that— to  its  object  as  well  as  to 
its  rhetorical  qualities.  He  had  and  kept 
the  ear  of  the  people.  To  have  silenced  that 
silver  trumpet  would  have  been  to  wreck 
the  cause.  I  speak  of  the  Abolitionist  cause 
by  itself— that  which  relied  solely  on  moral 
forces  and  stood  completely  outside  of 
politics.— Smallet,  George  W.,  1897,  Lt- 
orary  of  the  World's  Best  Literature,  ed. 
Warner,  vol.  XX,  p.  11409. 

He  was  the  most  polished  and  graceful 
orator  our  country  ever  produced.  He 
spoke  as  quietly  as  if  he  were  talking  in  his 
own  parlor,  and  almost  entirely  without 
gestures,  yet  he  had  as  great  a  power  over  all 
kinds  of  audiences  as  any  American  of 
whom  we  have  any  record.  .  .  .  Eloquent 
as  he  was  as  a  lecturer,  he  was  far  more 
effective  as  a  debater.  Debate  was  for  him 
the  flint  and  steel  which  brought  out  all  his 
fire.  ...  In  his  style  as  a  debater  he  re- 
sembled Sir  Robert  Peel,  in  grace  and  court- 
liness of  manner  and  in  fluency  and  copious- 
ness of  diction.  He  never  hesitated  for  a 
word,  or  failed  to  employ  the  word  best 
fitted  to  express  his  thought  on  the  point 
under  discussion.  ...  No  speaker  of  his 
day  ever  treated  a  greater  variety  of  topics, 
nor  with  more  even  excellence,  than 
Wendell  PhiUips.  .  .  .  Now  that  Phillips 
and  Garrison  and  the  era  in  which 
they  flourished  have  passed  into  history, 
it  is  common  for  writers  who  treat  on 
that  period  to  talk  of  these  two  champions 
of  freedom  as  if  they  were  equals,  or  of 
PhUlips,  even,  as  if  he  were  Garrison's  in- 
ferior. Those  who  knew  both  men  slnile  at 
such  absurdities.  Phillips  and  Garrison 
were  equals  in  one  respect  only— in  moral 
coiu'age  and  unselfish  devotion  to  the  slave. 
Garrison  was  a  commonplace  man  in  re- 
spect to  intellectual  ability,  whereas  Phil- 
lips was  a  man  of  genius  of  the  rarest  cul- 
ture. Garrison  was  a  strong  platform 
speaker.  Phillips  was  one  of  the  greatest 
orators  of  the  century.  Only  three  men  of 
his  time  could  contest  the  palm  of  eloquence 
with  him— Webster,  Clay,  and  Beecher.— 
Pond,  J.  B.,  1900,  Eceenirieiiies  of  Oenius, 
pp.  7, 8, 11, 13. 
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GENERAL 
Those  who  have  listened  to  his  perfect 
utterances,  whether  in  fervid  denunciation, 
indignant  protest,  or  pathetic  appeal,  seldom 
have  the  opportunity  to  examine  in  cool 
blood  the  true  character  of  the  rhetoric  that 
fascinated  them.  While  they  watched  the 
magnificent  stream  of  eloquence,  it  seemed 
like  the  course  of  a  river  of  molten  lava. 
Let  them  to-day  walk  over  the  cooled  and 
hardened  surface,  and  they  will  find  how 
rough  and  full  of  scorise  the  track  is.  Mr. 
Phillips's  speeches  have  been  collected  in  a 
handsome  volume,  with  a  portrait.  Apart 
from  its  relations  to  the  topics  it  deals  with, 
and  viewed  simply  as  a  specimen  of  com- 
position, there  is  hardly  any  modem  book 
so  disappointing.  The  apt  illustration,  the 
witty  anecdote,  the  emphatic  statement, 
the  traces  of  strong  feeling,  are  to  be  seen  in 
every  discourse.  But  there  are  also  ^ang 
phrases  and  vituperative  epithets,  which 
might  be  tolerated  in  an  off-hand  speech, 
but  which  when  seen  on  the  printed  page  de- 
base the  style  and  weaken  its  force.— 
Underwood,  Francis  H.,  1872,  A  Hand- 
Book  of  Engli$h  LUeraiUTe,  American  Auth- 
erg,  p.  357. 

From  the  midst  of  the  flock  he  defended,  the 
brave  one  has  gone  to  his  rest; 

And  the  tears  of  the  poor  he  befriended,  their 
wealth  of  afiliction  attest. 

Fiom  the  midst  of  the  people  is  stricken  a  sym- 
bol they  daily  saw 

Set  over  against  the  law-books,  of  a  higher  than 
human  law; 

For  his  life  was  a  ceaseless  protest,  and  his  voice 
was  a  prophet's  cry, 

To  be  true  to  the  truth,  and  faithful,  though  the 
world  were  arrayed  for  the  lie. 

—O'Reilly,  John  Boyle,  1884,  Wendell 
Phillips. 

He  raised  his  voice — the  scornful  smiled, 

A  jeering  rabble  came  to  hear; 
The  ^statesman  mocked,  the  mob  reviled. 

Pulpit  and  press  gave  little  cheer. 
He  raised  his  voice — the  scoffer  frowned, 

Disciples  gathered  day  by  day; 
In  him  the  living  Word  was  found. 

The  light,  the  life,  the  truth,  the  way. 
He  raised  his  voice — the  crowded  hall 

Answered  to  eloquence  and  right; 
And  statesmen  heard  at  last  the  call 

Of  freemen  rising  in  their  might. 
He  raised  his  voice — the  shackles  fell. 

And  all  beneath  the  stars  were  free. 
Ring  out!  ring  out,  centennial  bell. 

The  living  fact  of  liberty. 

—Bruce,  Wallace,  lSS7,WendeU  Phillips^ 
Old  Homestead  Poems,  p.  97. 


Phillips  spoke  always  for  the  poor  man, 
for  the  dewiitrodden  man,  for  the  under- 
dog in  the  fight,  for  the  man  who  could  not 
speak  for  himself.  He  spoke  violently  often. 
He  was  not  idEraid  of  collision,  though  he 
loved  peace  and  the  batties  of  ideas  alone. 
"Peace,  if  possible,"  he  wrote  in  the  boys' 
albums, "  but  justice  at  any  rate. "  No  man 
must  suffer  injustice  in  order  that  I  may  be 
convenienced— the  state  is  not  safe  so. 
This  Phillips  never  failed  to  see,  and  this  en- 
abled him  to  deal  with  every  problem  radi- 
cally. He  knew  that  there  was  nothing 
anarchic  in  the  real  fibre  of  the  American 
people—and  he  dreaded  no  temporary  or 
sporadic  violences  in  readjustment;  he  only 
(freaded  injustice  and  gout.--MEAD,  Eiv- 
WIN  D.,  1890,  A  Monument  to  Wendell  PkU- 
lips,  New  England  Magazine,  vol.  9,  p.  539. 

Phillips'  was  the  literary  or  rhetorical  tem- 
perament, not  the  scholar's.  He  had  an  ad- 
mirable memory  for  odds  and  ends,  for  avail- 
able scraps  or  telling  incidents,  and  he  spent 
his  life  in  training  Ins  resources  in  this  direc- 
tion; but  there  is  no  reason  to  suppose  that 
he  had  ever  in  his  life  studied  anjrthing 
with  scholarly  thoroughness,  except  pos- 
sibly, as  he  claimed,  the  English  Revolu- 
tion. This  is  no  reproach  to  him— he  had  a 
great  admiration  for  even  the  semblance 
of  scholarship  in  others;  but  no  man  can 
combine  eveiything,  and  it  is  a  wrong  to  our 
yoimg  people  when  we  assume  that  such  a 
thing  as  universal  genius  is  now  practicable. 
...  His  judgments  of  men  were  prompt, 
fearless,  independent,  but  the  judicial 
quality  rarely  belonged  to  them.— HlGGlN- 
SON,  Thomas  Wentworth,  1890,  Martyn's 
Life  of  PkiUips,  Nation,  vol.  51,  pp.  328, 329. 

As  an  orator  Phillips  was  what  Henry 
Clajr  would  have  been  with  a  Harvard  edu- 
cation. To  Clay's  fire  and  magnetism  he 
joined  Everett's  rhetorical  art  and  marvell- 
ous vocabulary.  As  a  master  of  sarcasm 
and  invective  he  can  be  compared  only  to 
John  Randolph  of  Roanoke,  and  as  a  fierce 
delighter  in  opposition  he  may  be  compared 
to  Webster.  But  Phillips'  orations,  like 
those  of  Clay,  are  hard  to  resA.  Examined 
in  cold  blood,  his  sentences  often  seem 
harsh  and  even  coarse.  The  fire  of  his  in- 
vective was  fed  at  times  with  unseemly  ma- 
terial and  he  often  depended  upon  his  con- 
summate oratorical  skill  to  carry  sentences 
that  will  hardly  pass  the  searching  criticism 
of  the  reader.— Pattee,  Fred  Liiii^  1896, 
A  History  of  American  LikTotiat,  p.  327. 
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His  speeches  were  true  speeches.  In 
print,  lacking  the  maeic  of  his  delivery, 
they  are  like  the  words  of  son^  which  for 
13010  excellence  need  the  melodies  to  which 
they  have  once  been  wedded.  Who  ever 
heard  him  speak  remembers  his  perform- 
jmce  with  admiration.    As  the  years  pass, 


however,  this  admiration  often  proves 
qualified  by  suspicion  that,  with  the  light 
which  was  his,  he  might  have  refrained 
from  those  denunciations  of  established  or- 
der, which,  to  conservative  thinking,  still 
do  mischief.— Wendell,  Barrett,  1900, 
A  LUerary  History  of  American,  p.  350. 


Richard  Monckton  Milnes 

Lord  Houghton 
1809—1885 
Bom,  in  London,  19  June,  1809.  Educated  at  Hundhill  Hall  School,  and  privately. 
Matric.  Trin.  Coll.,  Camb.,  Oct.  1827 ;  M.  A.  1831 ;  Travelled  on  Continent,  1832-35.  M.  P. 
for  Pontefract,  1837-63.  Married  Hon.  Annabel  Crewe,  30  July  1851.  One  of  founders 
of  Philobiblon  Soc.,  1853.  Hon.  D.  C.  L.,  Oxford,  20  June,  1855.  Created  Baron  Hough- 
ton, July  1863.  F.R.S.,1868.  Visit  to  Canada  and  U.S.  A.,  1875.  Hon.  Fellow,  Trinity 
Coll.,  Camb.,  1875-85.  Secretary  for  Foreign  Correspondence,  Royal  Acad.,  1878;  Hon. 
LL.  D.,  Edinburgh,  1878.  Trustee  of  British  Museum,  6  May  1881.  Pres.  London  Li- 
brary, 1882.  Died,  at  Vichy,  11  Aug.,  1885.  Buried  at  Fryston.  Works:  "Memorials 
of  a  Tour  m  Some  Parts  of  Greece,"  1834;  "Poems  of  Many  Years,"  1838;  "Memorials  of 
a  Residence  on  the  Continent,  and  Historical  Poems,"  1838  (another  edn.  called:  "Memor- 
ials of  Many  Scenes,"  1844);  "A  Speech  on  the  Ballot,"  1839;  "Poetry  for  the  People," 
1840;  "One  Tract  More"  (anon.),  1841;  "Thoughtson  Purity  of  Election,"  1842;  "Palm- 
Leaves,"  1844;  "Poems  legendary  and  historical,"  1844;  "Real  Union  of  England  and 
Ireland,"  1845;  "Life,  Letters,  and  Literaiy  Remains  of  John  Keats"  (2  vols.),  1848; 
"The  Events  of  1848,"  1849;  "Answer  to  R.  Baxter,"  1852;  "On  the  Apologies  for  the  Mas- 
sacre of  St.  Bartholomew"  [1856];  "A  Discourse  of  Witehcraft,"  1858;  "Good  Night  and 
Good  Morning,"  1859;  "Address  on  Social  Economy,"  1862;  "Monographs,"  1873; 
"Poetical  Works"  (coUected;  2  vols.),  1876.  He  edited:  "The  Tribute"  (with  Lord  North- 
ampton), 1836;  Keats'  "Poetical  Works,"  1854;  "BosweUiana,"  1856  and  1874;  "An- 
other Version  of  Keats'  'Hyperion'"  [1856];  D.  Gray's  "The  Luggie,"  1862;  Peacock's 
Works,  1875;  Bishop  Cranmer's  "Recantacyons"  (with  J.  Gairdner),  1885.  Life:  by  Sir 
T.  Wemyss  Reid,  1890.— Sharp,  R.  Farquharson,  1897,  A  Dictionary  of  English  Authors, 
p.  138. 

PERSONAL 

Milnes,  a  member  of  Parliament,  a  poet, 
and  a  man  of  fashion,  a  Tory  who  does  not 
forget  the  people,  and  a  man  of  fashion  with 
sensibilities,  love  of  virtue  and  merit  among 
the  simple,  the  poor,  and  the  lowly.— Sum- 
ner, Charles,  1838,  Letter,  Life  of  Lord 
Houghton,  ed.  Reid,  vol.  i,  p.  223. 

Never  lose  your  good  temper,  which  is 
one  of  your  best  qualities,  and  which  has  car- 
ried you  hitherto  safely  through  your  start- 
ling eccentricities.  If  you  turn  cross  and 
touchy,  you  are  a  lost  man.  No  man  can 
combine  the  defects  of  opposite  characters. 
The  names  of  "Cool  of  the  evening,"  "Lon- 
don Assurance,"  and  "In-I-go  Jones"  are, 
I  give  you  my  word,  not  mine.  They  are 
of  no  sort  of  importance;  they  are  safety 
valves,  and  if  you  could  by  paying  sixpence 
get  rid  of  them,  you  had  better  keep  your 
money.  You  do  me  but  justice  in  acknowl- 
edging that  I  have  spoken  much  good  of 


you.  I  have  laughed  at  you  for  those  fol- 
lies which  I  have  told  you  of  to  your  face; 
but  nobody  has  more  readily  and  more 
earnestly  asserted  that  you  are  a  very  agree- 
able, clever  man,  with  a  very  good  heart, 
unimpeachable  in  all  the  relations  of  life, 
and  that  you  amply  deserve  to  be  retained 
in  the  place  to  which  you  have  too  hastily 
elevated  yourself  by  manners  unknown  to 
our  cold  and  phlegmatic  people.— Sboth, 
Sydney,  1842,  Letter  to  Richard  MmckUm 
Milnes,  Apr.  22;  Life  of  Lord  Houghton,  ed. 
Reid,  vol.  l,  p.  214. 

Mr.  Vavasour  was  a  social  favourite,  a 
poet,  and  a  real  poet,  quite  a  troubadour,  as 
a  member  of  Parliament;  travelled,  sweet 
tempered  and  good  hearted,  very  amusing 
and  very  clever.  With  catholic  sympa- 
thies and  an  eclectic  turn  of  mind,  Mr. 
Vavasour  saw  something  good  in  every- 
body and  everything,  which  is  certainly 
amiable,  and  perhaps  just,  but  disqualified, 
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a  man  in  some  degree  for  the  business  of  life, 
which  requires  for  its  conduct  a  certain  de- 
gree of  prejudice.  Mr.  Vavasour's  break- 
fasts were  renowned.  Whatever  your 
creed,  class,  or  merit— one  might  almost 
add,  your  character — you  were  a  wjdcome 
guest  at  his  matutinal  meal,  provided  you 
were  celebrated.  That  quaUncation,  how- 
ever, was  rigidly  enforced.  Individuals 
met  at  his  hospitable  house  who  had  never 
met  before,  but  who  for  years  had  been 
cherishing  m  solitude  mutual  detestation 
with  all  the  irritable  exaggeration  of  the 
literary  character.  He  prided  himself  on 
figuring  as  the  social  medium  by  which 
rival  reputations  became  acquainted,  and 
paid  each  other  in  his  presence  the  com- 
pliments which  veiled  their  ineffable  dis- 
gust. All  this  was  very  well  in  the  Albany, 
and  only  funny;  but  when  he  collected  his 
menageries  at  his  ancestral  hall  in  a  dis- 
tant county,  the  sport  sometimes  became 
tragiC'DiSRAEU,  Benjamin  (Lord  Bea- 
CONSFIELD),  1847,  Tancred. 

See  him  if  you  have  opportunity:  a  man 
very  easy  to  see  and  get  into  flowing  talk 
with;  a  man  of  much  sharpness  of  faculty, 
well  tempered  by  several  inches  of  ''Chris- 
tian fat"  he  has  upon  his  ribs  for  covering. 
One  of  the  idlest,  cheeriest,  most  gifted  of, 
fat  littie  men.— <;arltle,  Thokas,  1847, 
To  Emenan,  Dee.  30;  Correspondence  of 
Carlyk  and  Emerson^  e^.  Norton,  vol.  n,  p. 
188. 

Tell  Bfiss  Martineau  it  is  said  here  that 
Monckton  Milnes  refused  to  be  sworn  in  a 
special  constable  tiiat  he  might  be  free  to 
assume  the  post  of  President  of  the  Repub- 
lic at  a  moment's  notice.— Arnold,  Mat- 
thew, 1848,  To  kis  Mother,  April;  LeUers 
ed.  Russell,  vol.  I,  p.  8. 

He  has  a  beautiful  forehead,  and  most  ex- 
pressive eyes.— Lbvbrt,  Octavia  WAim)N, 
1853,  Sowvenirs  of  Travel,  vol  i,  p.  79. 

The  most  interesting  feature  of  his  char- 
acter, as  it  stands  before  the  world,  is  his 
catholicity  of  sentiment  and  manner,— his 
ability  to  sympathize  with  all  manner  of 
thinkers  and  speakers,  and  his  superiority 
to  all  appearance  of  exclusiveness,  while,  on 
the  one  hand,  rather  enjoying  the  reputa- 
tion of  having  access  to  all  houses,  and,  on 
the  other,  being  serious  and  earnest  in  the 
deepest  recesses  of  his  character. — Martin- 
eau, Harriet,  1855-77,  Autobiography,  ed. 
Chapman,  vol.  I,  p.  259. 


Ullnes  is  a  good  speaker  in  Parliament,  a 
good  writer  of  poems,  which  have  been 
praised  by  critics  who  have  roosted  on  his 
mahogany  tree,  a  man  of  fashion,  and  al- 
together a  swell  of  the  first  class.— Motley, 
John  Lothrop,  1858,  To  his  Wife,  May  28; 
Correspondence,  ed.  Curtis,  vol.  i,  p.  228. 

He  entere  from  the  common  air 

Into  that  temple  dim; 
He  learns  among  those  eimined  peers 

The  diplomatic  h3rnm. 
His  peers?   Alasl  when  will  they  learn 

To  grow  up  peers  to  him? 

—Procter,  Mrs.  Bryan  Waller,  1863,  On 
Richard  Monckton  Milnes  becoming  Baron 
Houghton. 

I  have  known  him  ever  since  I  was  a  giii, 
but  only  as  a  friendly  acquaintance  that 
met  frequently  upon  cordiial  terms.  He 
was  everywhere  in  London  society  at  the 
time  when  I  was  living  very  much  in  it,  and 
I  therefore  saw  him  almost  wherever  I  went^ 
He  has  always  been  kind  and  good-natured 
to  me,  but,  beyond  thinkmg  hun  so,  I  never 
felt  any  great  interest  in  his  society,  or 
special  desire  for  his  intercourse.  He  is 
clever,  liberal-minded,  extremely  good- 
natured,  and  good-temi>ered,  and  with  his 
ver^  considerable  abilities  and  genuine 
amiable  qualities  a  valuable  and  agreeable 
acquaintance.  ...  I  had  no  conversation 
of  any  particular  interest  with  him,  for  he  is 
very  deaf,  and  having  lost  his  teeth,  speaks 
so  indistinctly  that  I,  who  am  also  very  deaf, 
could  hardly  understand  half  he  said;  so 
you  see  his  visit  was  no  particular  satisfac- 
tion or  gratification  to  me,  nor  could  it 
possibly  have  been  either  to  him.— KsMBLBy 

FRiifCES  Ann,  1875,  Letter  to  H ,  Nov. 

30;  Further  Records,  p.  134. 

Monckton  MQnes  had  made  his  [Carlyle] 
acquaintance,  and  invited  him  to  breakfast. 
He  used  to  say  that,  if  Christ  was  again  on 
earth,  Milnes  would  ask  Him  to  breakfast, 
and  the  Clubs  would  all  be  talking  of  the 
"^ood  things"  that  Christ  had  said.  But 
Milnes,  then  as  always,  had  open  eyes  for 
genius,  and  reverence  for  it  truer  and  deeper 
than  most  of  his  contemporaries.— Froude, 
James  Anthont,  1884,  Thomas  Carlyle: 
A  History  of  his  Life  in  London,  vol.  h  p. 
133. 

Adieu,  dear  Yorkshire  Milnes!  we  think  not  now 

Of  coronet  or  laurel  on  thy  brow; 

The  kindest,  f aithfuUest  of  friends  wast  thou. 

— Alungham,  William,  1885,  Lord  Hough- 
ton, Aug.ll. 
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He  was  famoiis  for  the  interest  he  took  in 
notorieties,  and  ^ecially  in  notorious  sin- 
ners, always  finding  some  good  reason  for 
taking  an  indulgent  view  of  their  misdeeds. 
I  have  heard  that,  on  the  occasion  of  some 
murderer  being  hung,  his  sister,  Lady  Gal- 
way,  expressed  her  satisfaction,  sa3dng 
that  if  he  had  been  acquitted  she  would 
have  been  sure  to  have  met  him  next  week 
at  one  of  her  brother's  Thursday-morning 
breakfasts.— Taylor,  Sir  Henry,  1885, 
Autobiography,  vol.  I,  p.  273. 

I  next  met  Lord  Houghton  at  dinner  in 
Albany  in  the  winter  of  1876-7,  where  he 
was  the  guest  of  Lieutenant  Governor  Dor»- 
heimer.  The  ten  mtervening  years  had 
told  upon  his  personal  appearance,  but 
more  upon  his  manner.  He  seemed  very 
fic^ety  and  nervous.  He  was  constantly 
domg  something  that  did  not  then  need 
doing;  he  was  either  pulling  at  his  wrist- 
bancb,  or  at  the  sleeves  of  his  under-gar- 
ments,  or  tr3dng  to  get  some  new  effect 
from  his  shirt  collar.  His  head  struck  me  as 
too  low  on  the  top  to  answer  the  purposes  of 
a  man  of  a  very  high  order  of  character,  or 
to  wm  love  and  respect  in  any  great  degree, 
but  lus  pure  blue  eyes  were  as  striking  and 
attractive  as  ever.  No  one  could  look  into 
them  a  second  time  and  not  see  that  they 
were  the  eyes  of  no  ordinary  or  common- 
place man.  He  laughed  frequently  and  ex- 
plosively, apparently  as  a  matter  of  polite- 
ness, rather  than  because  he  was  amused. 
His  talk  was  agreeable,  and  his  manner  that 
of  a  man  who  had  no  concern  about  the  im- 
pression he  was  producing — the  perfection 
of  high  breeding.— BiGELOW,  John,  1885, 
Some  Recollections  of  Lord  Houghton,  Har- 
per^s  Magazine,  vol.  71,  p.  955. 

His  brilliancy  and  talents  in  tongue  or  pen 
—whether  political,  social,  or  literary— 
were  inspired  chiefly  by  goodwill  towards 
man;  but  he  had  the  same  voice  and  man- 
ners for  the  dirty  brat  as  he  had  for  a  duchess, 
the  same  desire  to  give  pleasure  and  good: 
for  both  were  his  wits  and  his  kindness. 
Once,  at  Redhill  (the  Reformatory),  where 
we  were  with  a  party,  and  the  chiefs  were 
explaining  to  us  the  system  in  the  court- 
yard, a  mean,  stunted,  villainous-looking 
little  fellow  crept  across  the  yard  (quite  out 
of  order,  and  by  himselO*  and  stole  a  dirty 
paw  into  Mr.  Milnes's  hand.  Not  a  word 
passed;  the  boy  stayed  quite  quiet  and 
quite  contented  if  he  could  but  touch  his 
benefactor  who  had  placed  him  there.    He 
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was  evidently  not  only  his  benefactor,  but 
his  friend.— NIGHTINGALE,  Florence,1889, 
Letter  to  Miss  Jane  Milnes,  Life  of  Lord 
Houghton,  ed.  Reid,  vol.  n,  p.  7. 

I  knew  Lord  Houghton  for  thurty  years 
or  more,  and  had  a  warm  regard  for  him. 
He  was  kind-hearted  and  affectionate,  keen 
to  discover  and  eager  to  proclaim  the  merit 
of  the  unrecognized.  He  had  a  reverence  for 
genius  wherever  he  met  with  it,  and  few  peo- 
ple showed  a  sounder  judgment  in  literary 
matters  when  he  was  seriously  called  upon 
to  exercise  it.  Then  with  his  great  abihty, 
wide  reading,  and  knowledge  of  the  world, 
and  his  aur— half  romantic,  half  satirical- 
he  was  veiy  attractive.  Lord  Houghton 
was  whimsical  in  his  wit,  and  sometimes 
more  than  whimsical  in  his  offhand  opinions, 
which  those  who  understood  him  receivea 
as  he  intended  they  should  be.  He  was 
not  unduly  taken  up  with  his  poetry;  he 
was  modest  about  it. —  Loceer-Lampson, 
Frederick,  1889,  Letter  to  T.  Wemyss  Reid, 
Life  of  Lord  Houghton,  ed.  Reid,  vol.  n,  p: 
453. 

The  man  who  had  known  Wordsworth 
and  Landor  and  Sydney  Smith;  who  during 
the  greater  part  of  his  life  had  been  the 
friend,  trusted  and  well-beloved,  of  Tenny- 
son, Carlyle,  and  Thackeray,  was  also  one 
of  the  first  to  hail  the  rising  genius  of  Swin- 
burne, and  to  lend  a  helping  hand  to  other 
great  writers  of  a  still  younger  generation. 
Nor  were  his  friendships  confined  to  the  liter- 
ary world.  The  Miss  Berrys,  who  had  known 
Horace  Walpole  in  their  youth,  knew  and 
loved  Monckton  Milnes  in  their  old  age. 
Among  statesmen  he  had  been  the  friend  of 
Vassal  Holland,  Melbourne,  Peel  and  Pal- 
merston,  in  the  heyday  of  their  fame;  he  had 
first  seen  Mr.  Gladstone  as  an  undergradu- 
ate at  Oxford;  and  been  the  associate  of 
Mr.  Disraeli  when  he  was  still  only  the 
social  aspirant  of  Gore  House;  had  been  the 
confidant  of  Louis  Napoleon  before  he  was  a 
prisoner  at  Ham,  and  had, known  Louis 
Philippe,  Thiers,  Guizot,  and  Lamartine, 
alike  in  their  days  of  triumph  and  defeat. 
Lamennais,  Wiseman,  Edward  Irving,  Con- 
nop  Thirlwall,  and  fVederick  Maurice  had 
all  influenced  his  mind  in  youth;  he  had 
"laid  the  first  plank  of  a  land  of  pulpit" 
from  which  Emerson  could  preach  ''through- 
out  all  Saxondom,"  and  he  had  recognised 
the  noble  character  and  brilliant  qualities 
of  Miss  Nightingale  long  before  the  world 
had  heard  her  name.     These  were  but  a 
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few  of  the  friendships  of  Monckton  MUnes. 
— Reid,  T.  WBBfTSS,  1891,  The  Life,  Letters, 
and  Friendships  of  Richard  Manekton 
MUnes,  First  Lord  HotighUm,  Preface,  p.  xii. 
One  of  the  best  after-dinner  speakers  in 
the  kingdom,  Milnes's  natiiral  ease  faUed 
hi^  when  he  addressed  the  House  of  Com- 
mons, and  he  gave  his  audience  an  impres- 
sion of  affectation.  His  parliamentary 
career,  however,  was  not  barren;  and,  in  the 
passing  of  his  Bill  for  establishing  reform- 
atories for  juvenile  offenders,  he  accom- 
plished a  reform  the  importance  of  which 
can  hardly  be  exaggerated.  Milnes's  dis- 
appointment at  missing  the  coveted  prize 
of  office,  even  if  keen,  which  may  be 
doubted,  can  only  have  been  transient.  In 
his  large  nature  there  was  scant  lodgment 
for  any  mean  regret.  His  intense  deU^ht 
in  life,   his  joyous  spirit  and  unfailmg 

Eod  humour,  were  a  source  of  constant 
ppiness  alike  to  himself  and  to  those  with 
whom  he  came  in  contact. — Rolph,  John 
F.,  1891,  Rdd's  HaughUm,  The  Academy, 
vol.  39,  p.  6. 

His  genuine  goodness,  his  devotedness  to 
those  whom  he  called  his  friends,  his  love 
of  humanity,  won  for  him  a  place  in  many 
hearts.  The  ver^  essence  of  his  nature  was 
kindness;  and  though  he  had  some  foibles 
which  were  calculated  to  make  the  thought- 
ful smile,  he  must  be  forgiven  much,  be- 
cause of  his  sensibility  as  a  man  and  his 
staunchness  as  a  friend.— Hannigan,  D.  F., 
1891,  Lord  Houghton,  Westminster  Review, 
vol.  135,  p.  157. 

Were  we  asked  what  were  the  features  in 
Lord  Houghton's  character  which  made  the 
deepest  impression  on  ourselves,  we  should 
say  his  extreme  tolerance,  his  great  kindli- 
ness, and  his  entire  absence  of  egotism.  It 
was  a  conunon  subject  of  remark  among  his 
friends  that  it  was  almost  impossible  to  in- 
duce Lord  Houghton  to  talk  on  any  subject 
whatever  which  in  any  way  reflected  credit 
on  himself.— Peacock,  Edward,  1891, 
Richard  Monckton  MUnes,  Lord  Houghton, 
Dublin  Review,  vol.  108,  p.  34. 

For  social  success  . .  .  he  had  a  rare  com- 
bination of  gifts— a  quick  intelligence,  a 
lively  wit,  a  kindly  temper,  infinite  curios- 
ity, especially  about  his  fellowmen;  a 
great  power  of  making  himself  pleasant,  yet 
with  sarcasm  enough  to  be  able  to  diffuse 
a  slight  sense  of  alarm— the  whole  coupled 
with  just  so  much  of  singularity  in  his  man- 
ners as  gave  a  flavor  of  originality  to  every- 


thing he  did.  For  fifty  years  he  was  a  con- 
spicuous figure  in  London  society,  knowing 
everybody  worth  knowing,  and  full  of  recol- 
lections of  everybody  who  had  been  eminent 
in  the  generation  next  before  his  own.  This 
social  fame  not  onlv  interfered  with  his 
success  in  politics,  out  with  his  literary 
reputation.—BRTCE,  James,  1891,  Reid^s 
Life  of  Lord  Houghton,  The  Nation,  vol.  52, 
p.  119. 

He  loved  and  lived  for  his  friends,  and 
was  never  weary  in  doing  good.  To  need 
his  help  was  to  have  it,  whether  it  was  de- 
served or  not.  His  life  was  a  round  of  gen- 
erous acts,  performed  in  secret  and  out  of 
pure  kindness.  —  Stoddard,  Bichard 
Henrt,  1892,  Under  the  Evening  Lamp,  p. 
275. 

It  was  his  delight  to  assemble  around  him 
men  of  the  most  varied  pursuits,  and  often 
those  more  or  less  antagonistic  to  each 
other,  in  order  to  bring  about,  under  the 
congenial  influences  of  the  table,  a  reconcil- 
iation. His  sister.  Lady  Galway,  assured 
me  that,  opposed  as  she  and  her  brother 
were  in  politics,  which  occasioned  no  little 
good-natured  sparring  between  the  two, 
never  a  word  had  affected  their  close  and 
enduring  mutual  love  from  the  time  they 
were  chUdren  till  death  parted  them  at  a 
ripe  old  age,  and  that  never  did  she  hear 
from  his  lips  a  word  of  unkmdness  towards 
a  human  being.— Tuckerman,  Charles  K., 
1895,  Personal  RecoUeetUms  of  Notable  Peo- 
jde,  vol.  u,  p.  17. 

GENERAL 

From  the  midmost  fountain  of  his  de- 
lightful thoughts,  there  ever  and  anon 
springs  up  an  unpleasant  remembrance  of 
other  writers,  which  detracts  from  the 
gratification  our  taste  would  otherwise  ex- 
perience. Of  this  the  reader  will  judge  for 
himself;  but  making  all  allowance  for  such 
defect  or  drawback,  we  are  sure  that  he 
will  be  surprised  and  del^hted  by  such 
specimens  of  rare  and  admirable  genius  in 
a  poet  still  extremely  young,  and  known 
to  the  world  at  present  in  an  arena  usually 
held  to  be  very  uncongenial  to  similar  ex- 
ercises of  the  imagination.— LnroN,  Sir 
Edward  Lytton  Bulwer,  1838,  Present 
State  of  Poetry. 

His  poetry,  while  possessing  unusual  mer- 
its of  a  certain  kind,  is  yet  defective  and  in- 
effectud  from  the  want  of  the  poetic  soul. 
It  wants  impulse  and  glow.   It  is  elaborate, 
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elegant,  stately,  and  sonorous  in  form  and 
movement,  generous,  moral,  and  devout  in 
sentiment,  bearing  with  it  an  air  of  philo- 
sophical pretension,  and  shaded  by  a  gentle 
touch  of  melancholy.  But  there  is  a  fre- 
quent want  of  ease,  and  a  straining  after 
what  is  ori^al  and  striking  both  in  senti- 
ment and  diction,  which  turn  the  pleasure 
of  perusal  into  laborious  effort  The  reader 
is  not  borne  on  by  the  current,  but  is  ob- 
liged to  bend  his  mind  with  an  effort  and 
make  a  study  of  the  verses.— Ware,  Henrt, 
Jr.,  1839,  MUnet^s  Poems,  North  American 
Review,  vol  49,  p.  349. 

His  poetry  is  the  poetry  of  reflection  and 
not  of  passion,  and  is  a  transcript  of  trains 
of  thought  rather  than  of  moods  of  feeling; 
nor  does  it  abound  with  the  element  of  the 
purely  picturesque.  It  conmiends  itself  by 
a  certain  thoughtful  elegance,  a  pure  and 
correct  tone  oi  feeling,  a  delicate  spirit  of 
observation,  and  a  scholarlike  grace  of  style. 
To  the  endowments  of  a  great  poet,  the  life- 
giving  breath  of  inspiration,  the  creative 
power  of  genius  that  soars  into  the  highest 
heaven  of  mvention,  and  subdues,  melts, 
and  moulds  the  heart  at  will,  he  can  hardly 
lay  claim;  but  he  may  justly  aspire  to  no 
mean  rank  among  those  poets,  whose  aim 
it  has  been  to  make  men  happier  and  wiser 
by  their  thoughts  and  their  aiffections;  who 
have  drawn  "that  wisdom,  which  is  love," 
from  many-coloured  scenes  of  life,  and 
who  have  found  the  seeds  of  poetry  spring- 
ing in  the  furrows  of  the  conunon  heart  and 
mind.  He  is  fully  as  much  of  a  philosopher 
as  of  a  poet,  and  the  interest  and  value  of 
his  poe^  are  derived  as  much  from  the 
thoughtful  spirit,  which  breathes  through 
it,  as  from  the  more  strictly  poetical  ele- 
ment. Nor  does  he  escape  the  faults  to 
which  poetry  of  this  class  is  exposed. 
He  is  sometimes  tame  and  monotonous, 
dwelling  too  much  upon  particulars  and 
details,  and  giving  to  his  subject  an  in- 
judicious expansion;  and  sometimes  he 
clothes  in  the  form  and  body  of  verse  what 
is  essentially  prosaic,  and  what,  by  no 
change  of  garb,  can  be  made  otherwise.— 
HiLLARD,  George  Stillman,  1842,  Ae- 
cent  English  Poetry,  North  American  Re- 
view,  vol.  55,  p.  218. 

Mr.  Milnes  does  not  appear  to  possess  the 
least  dramatic  passion,  nor  does  he  display 
much  impulse  or  energy  in  his  poetry.  There 
is  no  momentum  in  the  progress  of  his  lines; 
and  the  want  is  conspicuously  betrayed 


in  his  blank  verse.  ...  He  thinks  the 
truth  out  boldly,  and  feels  generously  the 
use  of  speaking  it;  but  the  medium  of  ex- 
pression between  him  and  the  public,  is 
somewhat  conventionally  philosophical  in 
its  character,  and  too  fine  and  recondite  in 
its  peculiarities,  to  be  appreciated  by  the 
people  popularly  so  called.— Horne,  Rich- 
ard Hbnoist,  1844,  A  New  Spirit  of  the 
Age,  pp.  154, 156. 

Kr.  Monckton  Milnes  has  presented  to  the 
world  several  volumes  of  poems  aboimding 
in  such  brilliant  imagery,  and  containing 
such  refined  sentiments,  that  they  have 
secured  for  him  a  very  high  place  in  the 
estimation  of  all  to  whom  the  beautiful  or 
interesting  in  art  or  nature  possess  any 
charms.— Alison,  Sir  Archibald,  1853, 
History  oj  Europe,  1815-1852,  eh.  v. 

Music  and  thought  are  what  he  gives  us 
rather  than  point  and  dashing  description. 
In  his  auiet  strains  we  come  sometimes 
upon  renections  of  considerable  depth,  and 
the  shadow  of  the  literarydevotee  always 
falls  athwart  his  pages.  We  like  his  utter 
freedom  from  artificiality;  his  range  of 
poetic  powers  is  not  of  the  highest  order, 
Dut  there  is  scarcely  a  poet  who  could  be 
named  who  has  done  so  uniformly  well  in 
all  themes  selected  for  treatment.— 
Smith,  George  Barnett,  1875,  English 
Fugitive  Poets,  Poets  and  Novelists,  p.  406. 

The  poetry  of  Lord  Houghton  is  of  a  mod- 
em contemplative  type,  very  pure,  and 
often  sweetly  lyrical.  Emotion  and  intellect 
blend  harmoniously  in  his  delicate,  sugges- 
tive verse,  and  a  few  of  his  songs— among 
•which  "I  wandered  by  the  brookside"  at 
once  recurs  to  the  memory— have  a  de- 
served and  lasting  place  in  English  an- 
thology. This  l^loved  writer  has  kept 
within  his  limitations.  He  has  the  sincere 
affection  of  men  of  letters,  who  all  honor  his 
free  thought,  his  cathoUc  taste,  and  his 
generous  devotion  to  authors  and  the  liter- 
ary life.  To  the  friend  and  biographer  of 
Keats,  the  thoughtful  patron  of  David 
Gray,  and  the  progressive  enthusiast  in 
poetry  and  art,  I  venture  to  pay  this  cor- 
dial tribute,  knowing  that  I  but  feebly  re- 
peat the  sentiments  of  a  multitude  of  au- 
thors on  either  side  of  the  Atiantic. — Sted- 
MAN,  Edmund  Clarence,  1875-87,  Vic- 
torian Poets,  p.  244. 

No  one  can  deny  an  inborn  voice  of  song 
to  Lord  Houghton.     His  poetical  activity 
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began  when  Wordsworth  was  first  recog- 
nized as  a  great  English  poet,  when  there 
was  a  growing  reaction  against  the  adora- 
tion of  Byron,  and  when  the  most  popular 
lyrist  in  England  was  —Mrs.  Hemans!  Yet 
in  his  earliest  verse  we  find  but  very  faint 
reflections  of  two  of  these  authors.  If,  in 
his  graver  and  more  thoughtful  poems,  he 
seems  to  have  caught  an  occasional  tone 
from  Wordsworth,  or  in  his  sentiment  a 
softer  cadence  from  Mrs.  Hemans,  we  shall 
find,  on  explaining  the  complete  poetical 
records  of  his  life,  that  such  resemblances 
are  inevitable,  because  springing  from  con- 
genital features  of  his  own  poetic  nature.  He 
seems  to  stand — ^if  on  a  lower  plane — some- 
where between  Byron  and  Wordsworth: 
that  is,  in  making  a  specific  classification  of 
poets,  we  must  refer  him  to  an  intermediate 
variety.  The  simple,  frank,  unambitious 
character  of  most  of  his  poetry  is  a  feature 
which  must  not  be  overlooked  in  these 
days.  —  Taylor,  Bayard,  1877-80,  Lard 
Houghton,  CrUical  Enays  and  Literary  Notes, 
ed.  Taylor,  p.  327. 

The  merit  and  beauty  of  Lord  Hough- 
ton's poetic  performances  are  in  an  inverse 
ratio  to  their  length.  He  is  seen  at  his  best, 
his  thought  is  most  felicitous  and  his  dic- 
tion most  polished,  in  his  shorter  pieces.  He 
was,  as  Lord  Beaconsfield  described  him, 
under  the  guise  of  Mr.  Vavasour  in  "Tlan- 
cred" — a  description  so  admirable  that  it 
practically  exhausts  the  man—  "a  poet  and 
a  real  poet."  .  .  .  Intense  sympathy  is, 
perhaps,  the  key-note  of  Houghton's  poetry 
as  it  is  of  his  character.  He  did  not  describe 
so  much  as  interpret.  Instead  of  drawing  a 
mere  picture  of  Oriental  personalities,  or  of 
the  heroes  of  the  old  Greek  mythology,  he 
identified  himself  with  them,  and  told  the 
world  what  they  felt.— Escott,  T.  H.  S., 
1885,  Lord  Houghton,  FortnighUy  Review, 
vol.  44,  pp.  433,  434. 

Houghton  was  a  Wordsworthian,  and 
nothing  else.  He  differed  from  Words- 
worth, in  that  he  manifested  no  marked 
predOection  for  description,  no  individual 
observation  of  woods  or  waters,  trees  or 
flowers — no  mysterious  sympathy  vdth, 
and  no  inexplicable  worship  of,  nature, 
either  for  what  it  is  or  what  it  symbolizes; 
but  he  resembled  him  in  that  he  reverenced 
his  own  personality  as  an  exceptional  one, 
which  it  was  not,  and  that  he  magnified 
everything  that  pertained  to  himself  in  the 
shape  of  an  outward  event,  or  the  shadow  of 


an  inward  experience.  We  wonder  while  we 
read  him  what  it  was  that  induced  him  to 
write  many  of  the  things  that  we  are  read- 
ing. They  lack  the  interest  which  attaches 
to  actions,  with  which,  by  the  way,  he  sel- 
dom grapples,  and  they  lack  the  more  rec- 
ondite interest  which  attaches  to  specula- 
tive trains  of  thought.  We  find  fault  with 
them,  and  rightly,  but  in  spite  of  all  our 
fault-finding  there  is  a  charm  about  them 
which  we  are  imable  to  resist,  and  equally 
unable  to  define.  It  may  be  in  the  atmos- 
phere in  which  they  live,  move,  and  have 
their  being,  though  nothing  that  is  clothed 
in  flesh  and  blood  could  exist  there  for  a 
moment;  or  it  may  be  in  the  vibration  of 
some  chord  in  our  souls  which  answers  to 
their  music— Stoddard,  Richard  Henry, 
1885,  Lord  Houghton's  Poetry,  The  Critic, 
Aug.  22. 

Richard  Monckton  Milnes,  whom  Carlyle 
once  described  as  "a  pretty  little  Robin 
Redbreast  of  a  man,"  and  who  certainly 
could  sing,  m  the  days  in  which  that  descrip- 
tion was  applied  to  him,  a  very  taking  little 
song  of  his  own.  .  .  .  It  is  curious  that  the 
poem  which  has  certainly  been  more  popular 
than  any  other  in  all  Lord  Houghton's 
works,  and  which  almost  every  one  connects 
with  Monckton  Milnes'  name,  was  the  little 
love  poem  called"  The  Brookside."  That  is 
happily  expressed,  no  doubt,  but  it  is 
wholly  without  the  brand  of  Lord  Hough- 
ton's personal  character, — and  in  a  poet 
who  has  usually  so  little  of  the  magic  of 
form  as  Lord  Houghton,  one  needs  the  im- 
press of  character  even  more  than  in  a  poet 
who  adorns  everything  that  he  touches,  and 
transfigures  it  merely  by  passing  it  through 
the  medium  of  his  thought.  We  should,  in- 
deed, find  few  of  Lord  Houghton's  poems  so 
little  characteristic  of  him  as  "The  Brook- 
side,"  though  it  may  have  been  that  poem, 
or  a  poem  of  that  kind,  which  suggested  to 
Carlyle  the  comparison  to  "a  pretty  little 
Robin  Redbreast. "  On  the  whole,  Monck- 
ton Milnes'  genius  was  embodied  in  a  cer- 
tain determination  to  blend  the  insight  of 
the  man  of  the  world  with  the  sentiment  of 
the  poet,  and  not  to  allow  the  sentiment  of 
the  poet  to  run  away  with  the  insight  of  the 
man  of  the  world. — Hutton,  Richard 
Holt,  1885,  The  Late  Lard  Houghton,  Critic 
ciems  on  Contemporary  Thought  and  Think- 
ers,  vol.  n,  pp.  190, 194. 

"  It  is  twenty  years, "  wrote  the  late  Mat- 
thew Browne,  "since  I  heard  a  bundle  of 
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rags  in  a  gutter  singing,  'I  wandered  by  the 
brook-side,  I  wandered  by  the  mill;'  and  it 
is  not  three  years  since  I  heard  the  same 
bundle  of  rags,  scarcely  changed  in  face, 
voice,  coat,  trousers,  spatter-dashes,  or 
otherwise,  sing  the  same  song  in  another 
gutter."  This  was  written  in  1872.  An- 
other sixteen  years  have  passed  away,  and 
there  has  been  no  diminution  in  the  popu- 
larity of  Lord  Houghton's  beautiful  and 
tender  song.  There  have  been  greater  poets 
who  have  stirred  fewer  hearts.  Who  would 
not  be  glad  to  have  written  ''Strangers* 
Yet,"  which  has  within  it  the  promise  of 
immortality,  being  one  of  the  most  cherished 
of  English  ballads?  .  .  .  Lord  Houghton 
was  so  much  the  patron  and  encoiu*ager  of 
poets  that  for  that  very  reason  he  missed 
something  of  the  poetic  distinction  to  which 
he  was  himself  entitled.  Critics  have 
thought  more  of  how  he  helped  poor  David 
Gray  than  of  how  he  now  and  then  wrote 
poems  which  found  their  way  to  an  im- 
measurably wider  audience  than  any  which 
the  author  of  "The  Luggie,  and  Other 
Poems,"  ever  contrived  to  reach.  Per- 
haps a  further  reason  why  his  genius  has 
been  underrated  is  to  be  found  in  the  fact 
that  he  always,  and  as  if  by  design,  gave 
the  impression  of  being  in  ever3rthing  an 
amateur.  He  was  serious,  but  not  quite 
earnest,  an  apparent  contradiction  in  terms 
which  will  be  intelligible  enough  to  those 
who  knew  him.— Watson,  Aaron,  1888, 
North  Country  PoeU,  ed.  Andrews,  p.  226. 

Some  time  or  other  the  world  will  dis- 
cover, with  much  pleasure  and  surprise, 
what  a  true  poet  there  lived  in  a  man  whom 
it  regarded  chiefly  as  a  pleasant  companion 
with  odd  ways  and  manifold  accomplish- 
ments. .  .  .  His  poetry  did  not  assert  it- 
self; it  had  a  modesty  about  it  which  the 
poet  himself  did  not  claim.  It  shunned  the 
sensational,  and  the  refinement  which  so 
marks  it  presented  probably  the  greatest 
obstacle  to  its  popularity.  Though  rich  in 
fancy,  it  is  grave-hearted,  and  in  an  un- 
usual degree  thoughtful;  it  is  full  of  pathos, 
and  that  pathos  often  rests  gently,  like 
Wordsworth's  "lenient  cloud,"  on  scenes 
and  incidents  not  only  of  modem  but  of  con- 
ventional life.— DeVere,  Aubrey,  1889, 
Letter  to  T.  Wemyss  Reid,  Nov.  4;  Life  of 
Lord  Houghton,  ed.  Reid,  vol.  i,  p.  119. 

Milnes's  pojetry  was  not  in  1843  very 
highly  appreciated,  even  in  his  own  coun- 
try.    At  that  time  I  was  stupefied  at  the 


thought  of  how  much  poetical  genius  must 
be  scattered,  so  to  say,  tm>adcast  over  the 
breadth  and  length  of  Great  Britain,  for  one 
so  elegant,  so  observant,  so  evidently  the 
Muses'  favourite,  not  to  be  praised  to  the 
very  skies.  This  wonderment,  in  its  gen- 
eral bearing,  has  increased,  I  need  hardly 
say,  rather  than  diminished,  during  the 
years  that  have  escaped  us  since.  But  as 
regards  the  poet  Milnes,  it  must  be  ac- 
knowledged that  full  justice  is  being  done, 
both  in  England  and  abroad,  to  the  ^nius, 
the  felicity  of  diction,  the  gentle  plamtive- 
ness  of  him  to  whom  I  will  gratefully  apply 
the  words  of  one  of  his  favourite  German 
poets,  Friedrich  Riickert:— 

"Dein  Blick  hat  mich  mir  werth  gemacht." 

— BuNSEN,  George  von,  1889,  Letter  to  T. 
Wemyss  Reid,  Life  of  Lord  HougtUon,  ed. 
Reid,  vol.  n,  p.  69. 

A  wit  and  writer  who  tried  to  legitimize 
bad  granmiar  on  the  liberal  principle  that 
every  one  had  a  right  to  do  what  he  liked 
with  his  own  language.  He,  too,  like  the 
brewers,  could  not  do  without  being  a  lord, 
though  already  a  patrician,  which  is  greater, 
and  which  a  kmg  cannot  create.— Hake^ 
Gordon,  1892,  Memoirs  of  Eighty  Years. 

Restraint  and  sobriety  with  great  ele- 
gance characterise  all  he  writes;  but  Milnes 
was  not  untouched  by  the  Doubt  and  De- 
spair of  his  time.— Gibbs,  H.  J.,  1892,  The 
Poets  and  the  Poetry  of  the  Century,  Frcder- 
iek  Tennyson  to  Clough,  ed.  Mites,  p.  191. 

Lord  Houghton  undoubtedly  had  no 
strong  vein  of  poetry.  But  it  was  always  an 
entire  mistake  to  represent  him  as  either  a 
fribble  or  a  sentimentalist,  while  with  more 
inducements  to  write  he  would  probably 
have  been  one  of  the  very  best  critics  of  his 
age.— Saintsburt^  George,  1896,  A  His- 
tory of  Nineteenth  Century  Literature,  p.  302. 

Though  he  shines  as  a  writer  of  what 
may    be    called,  without  disparagement, 

Eoetical  trifles,  there  is  also  a  serious  strain 
y  no  means  contemptible  in  his  verse. 
"  Strangers  Yet "  is  a  fine  specimen  of 
pathos.  In  "Poems,  Legendary  and  His- 
torical," however,  Houghton  is  less  success- 
ful, and  the  best  of  them  do  not  bear  com- 
parison with  Aytoun's  "Lays  of  the  Scot- 
tish Cavaliers,"  which  belong  to  the  same 
class.  Houghton's  critical  work  in  prose  is 
on  the  whole  more  valuable  than  his  verse, 
for  there  his  culture  told,  and  the  lack  of 
high  imagination  is  less  felt.— Walker, 
Hugh,  1897,  The  Age  of  Tennyson,  p.  58. 
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G-eorgiana  Charlotte  Lady  Ftdlerton 

1812-1885 

Born  September  23, 1812,  the  second  daughter  of  the  First  Earl  of  Granville,  for  some 
years  Ambassador  Extraordinary  and  Plenipotentiary  to  the  Court  of  Russia,  and  sub- 
sequently Ambassador  to  the  Court  of  France.  In  1833  she  married  Captain  Alexander 
G^rge  Fullerton,  eldest  son  of  George  A.  Fullerton,  Esq.,  of  Ballintoy  Castle,  Ireland. 
She  conmienced  her  career  as  an  authoress  with  a  novel  entitled  "Ellen  Middleton,"  pub- 
lished in  1844,  and  which  caused  a  great  sensation.  ''Grantley  Manor,"  a  novel  bearing 
on  the  war  of  creeds,  appeared  in  1847;  "The  Old  Highlander,"  1849;  "Lady  Bird,"  1852; 
"The  Life  of  St.  Frances  of  Rome,"  1855;  "La  Comtesse  de  Bonneval,  histoire  du  temps 
de  Louis  XIV.,"  1857;  "The  Countess  Bonneval;  her  Life  and  Letters,"  1858;  "Apostie- 
ship  m  Humble  Life;  a  sketch  of  the  life  of  Elizabeth  Twiddy,"  1860;  "Laiu^ntia,  a  tale 
of  Japan, "  1861 ; "  Rose  Leblanc, "  1861 ;  "Too  Strange  not  to  be  True, "  1864;  "Constance 
Sherwood;  an  autobiography  of  the  sixteenth  century,"  1865;  "A  Stormy  life,"  1867; 
"The  Helpers  of  the  Holy  Souls,"  1868;  "Mrs.  Gerald's  Niece,"  1869;  "The  Gold-digger 
and  other  Verses,"  1872;  "Dramas  from  the  Lives  of  the  Saints— Germaine  Cousin,  the 
Shepherdess  of  Pibrac,"  1872;  "Seven  Stories,"  and  "The  Life  of  Louisa  de  Carvajal," 
1873;  "A  Sketch  of  the  Life  of  the  late  Father  H.  Young,"  1874;  "The  Life  of  M^re  Marie 
de  la  Providence,"  1875;  "The  Miraculous  Medal,"  1880;  "A  WiU  and  a  Way,"  1881.  She 
has  also  translated  "The  Life,  Virtues,  and  Miracles  of  the  Blessed  John  Berchmans,"  by 
F.  Deynoodt  (1866);  "The  Miracle  at  Metz,"  by  Verdenal,  (1866);  "The  Life  of  the  Blar- 
chesa  G.  Faletti  di  Barolo,"  by  S.  Pellico,  1866;  "Natalie  Narischkin,  Sister  of  Charity  of 
St.  Vincent  de  Paul"  by  Mrs.  Craven,  1877;  "The  Notary's  Daughter,"  by  Mdme.  d'Aul- 
noy,  and  "  The  House  of  Penarvan, "  by  Jules  Sandeau,  1878;  "The  Life  of  M6re  Duchesne," 
1879,  and  "Life  of  the  Ven.  Madeleine  Barat,"  1880;  both  by  the  Abb6  Baunard;  and 
"Elaine,"  by  Mrs.  Augustus  Craven,  1882.  In  1846  Lady  GreorgianaFull^ton  became  a 
convert  to  Roman  Catholicism.— Hats,  Frances,  1885,  Women  of  the  Day,  p.  73. 


PERSONAL 

Like  those  who  are  not  only  of  the  highest 
birth  but  the  highest  breeding,  Georgiana 
Leveson  was  distinguished  throughout  her 
life  by  the  utmost  modesty  and  simplicity  of 
character  and  manners.  —Bowles,  Emily, 
1888,  Lady  Georgiana  FutkrUm,  Dublin  Re- 
view, vol.  103,  p.  313. 

She  loved  the  poor.  She  begged  for  them, 
she  worked  for  them,  she  economized  for 
them.  She  deprived  herself  of  luxuries  con- 
stantly for  their  sake.  A  friend  tells  how 
she  walked  long  distances  rather  than  hire  a 
cab,  that  she  might  add  to  her  insatiable 
purse  for  the  poor.  She  was  not  unmindful 
of  the  duties  of  her  state  in  life.  She  played 
her  part  as  hostess  in  her  husband's  house 
with  grace  and  elegance.  She  wrote  for  the 
poor,  not  for  the  public.  The  money  paid 
ner  by  the  publishers  foimd  its  way  to  the 
poor.— Egan,  Maurice  Francis,  1889, 
Leciurei  on  English  Literature,  p.  153. 

She  was  tall  and  lai]gely  built,  her  face 
was  plain,  but  full  of  bright  intelligence  and 
gentle  humour,  naturally  a  merry  face;  she 
always  dressed  in  black,  wearing  a  shawl 
across  her  shoulders,  and  no  gloves.  She 
said  that  gloves  cost  too  much  money,  and 
that  she  had  much  rather  give  the  half- 


crown  to  the  poor.  Having  had  many  oc- 
casions of  speaking  with  her,  I  would  de- 
scribe the  impression  she  made  on  her  con- 
temporaries as  so  marked  that  in  entering 
even  a  crowded  room  Lady  Georgiana 
would  have  been  one  of  the  first  people  to 
be  noticed,  from  her  majestic  figure  and  the 
plain  severity  of  her  dress.  She  was  very 
nobly  born.  Her  father.  Lord  Granville, 
served  his  country  for  a  long  series  of  years 
as  Ambassador  to  France.  Her  mother,  an 
excellent,  conscientious  woman,  was  daugh- 
ter to  that  beautiful  Duchess  of  Devon- 
shire, of  whom  so  many  anecdotes  survive, 
and  whose  life-size  portrait  by  Gains- 
borough disappeared  so  mysteriously  some 
years  ago.  Sir  Joshua  Rejrnolds  also  re- 
peatedly painted  the  Duchess,  the  best 
known  portrait  being  the  one  wherein  she  is 
playing  with  her  child.  It  was  after  this 
lovely  grandmother  that  the  little  girl  was 
named  Geor^ana.  ...  Of  her  manifold 
charities  one  knows  not  how  to  speak. 
She  was  the  kindest  and  most  industrious 
of  women.  The  charge  of  orphans,  sick 
people,  and  schools  was  a  daily  matter  of 
coiu*se  to  her,  as  to  many  another;  but  in 
touching  ever  so  slightly  upon  her  sphere 
of  activity,  one  became  aware  of  the  odds 
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and  ends  which  were,  so  to  speak,  stuffed 
into  the  crevices  from  year's  end  to  year's 
end.— Belloc,  Bessie  Rayner,  1894,  In  a 
Walled  Garden,  pp.  100, 110. 

ELLEN  MIDDLETON 
1844 

While  I  was  there  Lady  Georgiana  Fuller- 
ton  gave  me  to  read  so  much  as  she  has 
written  of  the  novel  she  has  been  for  some- 
time about.  It  is  a  very  extraordinary  per- 
formance, and  if  the  second  part  of  it  is  as 
good  as  the  first,  it  will  be  excellent;  as 
it  is,  it  is  deeply  interesting.  —  Greville, 
Charles  C.  F.,  1843,  A  Journal  of  the  Reign 
of  Queen  Victoria  from  1837  to  1852,  ed. 
Reeve,  Oct.  16,  vol.  i,  p.  519. 

Who  is  Lady  Georgiana  Fullerton?  Who 
b  that  Countess  of  Dacre,  who  edited 
"Ellen  Wareham,"— the  most  passionate  of 
fictions— approached  only  in  some  par- 
ticulars of  passion  by  this?  The  great  de- 
fect of  ''Ellen  Middleton"  lies  in  the  dis- 
gusting sternness,  captiousness,  and  bullet 
headedness  of  her  husband.  We  cannot  S3an- 
pathize  with  her  love  for  him.  And  the  in- 
tense selfishness  of  a  rejected  lover  precludes 
that  compassion  which  is  designed.  Alice  is 
a  ereoHon  of  true  genius.  The  imagination, 
throughout,  is  of  a  lofty  order,  and  the 
snatehes  of  original  verse  would  do  honor  to 
any  poet  living.  But  the  chief  merit,  after 
all,  is  that  of  the  s/yfe— about  which  it  is 
difficult  to  say  too  much  in  the  way  of 
praise,  although  it  has,  now  and  then,  an 
odd  Gallicism— such  as  ''she  lost  her  head," 
meaning  she  grew  crazy.  There  is  much,  in 
the  whole  manner  of  this  book,  which  puts 
me  in  mind  of  "Caleb  Williams."— POB, 
Edgar  Allan,  1844,  "Ellen  Middleton,'' 
Marginalia,  Worke,  ed.  Stedman  and  Wood- 
berry,  vol.  vn,  p.  251. 

The  tale  is  very  well  told,  with  no  exa^er- 
ation  of  style,  or  attempt  at  studied  e^ct, 
the  authoress  trusting  to  arrest  the  reader's 
interest  rather  by  the  pathetic  character  of 
her  incidents,  and  the  apparent  nature  and 
probability  with  which  they  follow  each 
other,  than  by  any  elaborate  overworking. 
.  .  .  Still,  with  all  these  merits,  our  ver- 
dict on  it  is  not  in  her  favour.  The  interest 
she  excites  is  a  false  one.  .  .  .  The  book  is 
further  disfigured  by  a  tinge  of  that  Anglo- 
Catholic  semi-religious  tone,  which  is  rap- 
idly degenerating  into  a  Mnd  of  sentimentol 
mysticism,  and  desecrates  high  and  holy 
things  into  the  mere^iake-weights  of  a  ques- 
tionable tale.— MONCRIEFF,  J.,  1844,  Re- 


cent Novels,  North  BriHeh  Review,  vol.  1,  pp. 
560,  561, 

In  that  novel,  for  the  first  time,  her  full 
character  was  unveiled  to  the  world,  and 
probably  to  herself.  The  charm,  the  in- 
terest, the  refined  beauty,  the  fervent  im- 
agination; above  all,  the  vivid  colouring  of 
latent  passion,  gave  it  a  vitality  which  is 
still  felt  after  a  lapse  of  four  and  forty  years. 
—Bowles,  Eiolt,  1888,  Lady  Georgiana 
Fullerton,  Dublin  Review,  vol.  103,  p.  321. 

The  tale  on  which  her  chief  fame  rests 
was  the  product  of  the  heart-searchings 
that  she  underwent,  at  the  very  time  when 
the  thoughts  and  studies  of  good  men  were 
tending  to  discover  neglected  truths  in  the 
Church  of  England.— YoNOE,  Charlotte 
M.,  1897,  Women  Noveliete  of  Queen  Vie- 
ioria'i  Reign,  p.  197. 

GRANTLEY  MANOR 

1847 

I  know  not  whether  the  pleasures  of  your 
country  life  allow  you  any  leisure  for  read- 
ing. Ijf  they  do,  let  me  recommend  to  you 
Lady  Georgiana  Fullerton's  last  novel, 
"  Grantley  Manor. "  I  have  reached  only  as 
far  as  the  seventeenth  page,  in  which  I 
find  a  piece  of  eloquence  such  as  I  never 
found  in  any  other  novel  for  the  sublimity 
of  the  thought  and  for  the  purity  of  the  ex- 
pression.—Landor,  Walter  Savage,  1847, 
To  Mrs.  Graves'Sawle,  June  2;  Letters,  ed. 
Wheeler,  p.  157. 

We  cannot  pass  from  Bulwer  to  Lady 
Georgiana  Fullerton  without  taking  a  peril- 
ous leap.  ''Grantley  Manor"  is  a  novel 
having  the  rose-color  of  Younp  England 
and  the  purple  light  of  Puseyism  on  its 
pages,  and  doubtless  presents  a  very  one- 
sided view  of  many  important  matters 
with  which  it  deals;  but  it  evinces  talent  of 
a  very  high  order,  and  is  one  of  the  most 
pleasing  novels  of  the  season.  The  author 
is  perhaps  too  elaborate  in  her  diction,  and 
is  stirred  too  often  by  an  ambition  for  the 
superfine,  to  cateh  that  flowing  felicity  of 
style  which  should  be  the  aim  of  the  novel- 
ist—a style  in  which  sentences  should  only 
represent  thought  or  fact,  and  never  dazzle 
away  attention  from  the  matter  they  con- 
vey. But  with  some  faults  of  manner  and 
some  blunder  in  plot,  the  novel  evinces  con- 
siderable dramatic  power,  and  has  a  num- 
ber of  striking  characters.  The  interest  is 
well  sustained,  though  rapidity  of  move- 
ment in  the  story  is  ever  subsidiary  to  com- 
pleteness of  delineation  in  the  characters. 
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No  one  can  criticise  the  novel  with  any 
justice  to  the  writer,  without  keeping  con- 
stantly in  mind  that  her  object  is  not  so 
much  a  consistent  or  even  probable  story, 
as  a  forcible  and  subtle  representation  of 
character,  as  influenced  by  events  best 
calculated  to  bring  out  all  its  hiaden  vir- 
tues or  vices.— WfflPPLE,  Edwin  Percy, 
1848,  Noveh  of  the  Seofon,  Essays  and  Re- 
viewsy  vol.  n,  p.  367. 

It  possesses  more  than  ordinary  interest, 
and  bears  the  mark  of  genius  and  power. 
We  have  rarely  read  a  novel  written  by  a 
lady  which  indicated  more  ability  or  con- 
tained less  that  was  extravagant  or  offen- 
sive. .  .  .  Judging  from  the  work  before  us 
Lady  Georgiana  Fullerton  is  a  gifted  and 
highly  cultivated  woman,  endowed  with 
fine  powers  of  observation,  and  possessing 
very  considerable  knowledge  of  the  human 
heart,  and  mastery  over  its  passions.  Her 
characters  are  drawn  with  freedom  and 
delicacy,  within  the  bounds  of  nature,  and 
with  a  nearer  approach  to  individuality,  as 
in  Margaret  and  old  Mrs.  Thornton,  than  is 
common  save  in  authors  of  the  very  highest 
rank.  She  intersperses  her  work  with 
many  wise  and  just,  if  not  profound  and 
original,  remarks,  and  hits  off  many  of  the 
petty  vices,  annoyances,  and  foibles  of  con- 
ventional and  every-day  life  not  unsuccess- 
fully. In  a  purely  literary  point  of  view, 
we  may  object,  however,  to  a  too  visible 
effort  at  intense  writing,  a  want  of  calm- 
ness and  repose,  and  the  attempt  to  give  us 
a  vivid  impression  of  the  exquisite  beauty 
of  her  heroines  by  dissecting  and  lining 
it  feature  by  feature,  instead  of  leaving  it  to 
be  depicted  by  the  imagination  of  her  read- 
ers from  the  effects  it  is  seen  to  produce  on 
those  within  the  sphere  of  its  influence. — 
Brownson,  Orestes  A.,  1848,  GranUey 
Manor,  or  Popular  Literature,  Works,  ed. 
Brownson,  vol.  xix,  p.  244. 

GENERAL 
She  stands,  for  her  rare  ability,  rich  and 
chaste  imagination,  high  culture,  and  varied 


knowledge,  elevation  and  delicacy  of  senti- 
ment, purity,  strength,  and  gracefulness  of 
style,  and  the  moral  and  religious  tendency 
of  her  writings,  at  the  head  of  contempo- 
rary female  writers.  She  lives  and  writes  for 
her  religion,  and  seeks,  through  rare  laiowl- 
edge  of  the  human  heaft  and  of  the  teach- 
ings of  the  church,  combined  with  the 
graces  and  charms  of  fiction,  to  win  souls  to 
the  truth,  or  at  least  to  disarm  the  prej- 
udices and  disperse  the  mists  of  ignorance 
which  prevent  them  from  seeinc  and  loving 
it.  Her  works  have  done  much  in  this  di- 
rection, and  deserve  the  warm  gratitude  of 
Catholics.— Brownson,  Orestes  A.,  1871, 
Mrs.  Geraid^s  Niece,  Works,  ed.  Broumson, 
vol.  XIX,  p.  544. 

"A  Will  and  A  Way"  has  the  moving 
elements  of  a  great  historical  tragedy.  It 
gives  us  truer  glimpses  of  that  time  of 
tragedies  than  we  get  anywhere  outside  the 
more  honest  parts  of  Carlyle.  Lady  Georgi- 
ana Fullerton  fills  each  inch  of  her  great  can- 
vas so  carefully,  giving  no  hasty  blotches  of 
crimson  merely  for  effect,  that  she  inter- 

Erets  even  the  philosophy  of  the  Revolution 
y  means  of  her  social  sketches  better  than 
many  pretentious  writers.  The  reader 
who  has  not  the  time  to  collate  the  memoirs 
of  the  period  may  yield  himself  to  the 
guidance  of  Lady  Georgiana  FuUerton  for 
a  knowledge  of  France  m  the  throes  of  the 
Terror.  She  does  not  exaggerate  even  the 
smallest  incident  for  her  purpose.  Each 
touch,  as  we  said  before,  hais  the  true  color 
of  truth.  There  is  enough  matter  in  this 
book  to  fill  a  dozen  novels  and  make  them 
absorbingly  interesting,  and  enough  sug- 
gestion for  many  months  of  high  tUnking. 
— Egan,  Maurice  Francis,  1889,  Lectures 
on  English  Literature,  p.  162. 

As  to  literary  fame,  she  may  be  described 
as  having  written  one  firairrate  book  and  a 
number  fairly  above  the  average.— Yongb, 
Charlotte  Mart,  1897,  Women  Novelists 
of  Queen  Victorians  Being,  ed.  Yonge,  p. 
203. 


John  Campbell  Shairp 

1819-1885 

Bom,  at  Houston,  Linlithgowshire,  30  July  1819.  Early  education  at  Houston.  At 
Edinburgh  Academy,  Oct.  1829  to  1834.  At  Glasgow  Univ.,  autumn  of  1836  to  1839; 
Snell  Exhibitioner,  April  1840.  Matric,  Balliol  Coll.,  Oxford,  3  June  1840;  Newdigate  Prize 
Poem,  1842;  B.  A.,  1844;  M.  A.,  1877.  Assistant  Master  at  Rugby,  1846-57.  Married 
Miza  Douglas,  23  June  1853.    Assistant  to  Prof,  of  Latin  at  St.  Andrews  Univ.,  Oct.  1857; 
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Professor,  1868-72.  Contrib.  to  "Good  Words,"  and  "North  British  Review."  Prin- 
dpal  of  United  Coll.  of  St.  Salvator  and  St.  Leonard,  1868-85.  Pres.of  Educational  In- 
stitute of  Scotland,  Prof,  of  Poelary,  Oxford,  June  1877  to  1885.  Died  at  Oronsay,  Argyll, 
18  Sept.  1885.  Buried  in  Houston  Church.  Works: " Charles  the  Twelfth, "  1842; " The 
Wants  of  the  Scottish  Universities,"  1856;  "The  Uses  of  the  Study  of  Latin  Literature," 
1858;  "Kilmahoe,"  1864;  "John  Keble,"  1866;  "Studies  in  Poetry  and  Philosophy,  "1868; 
"Culture  and  Religion,"  1870;  "Life  and  Letters  of  J.  D.  Forbes"  (with  P.  G.  Tait  and 
A.  A.  Reilly),  1873;  "Address"  [on  Missions],  1874;  "On  Poetic  Interpretetion  of  Nature," 
1877  (2nd  edn.  same  year);  "Robert-  Burns,"  1879;  "Aspects  of  Poetry,"  1881.  PoO- 
humous:  "Sketches  in  History  and  Poetry,"  ed.  by  G.  J.  Veitch,  1887;  "Glen  Desseray, 
and  other  Poems,"  ed.  by  F.  T.  Palgrave,  1888;  "Portraits  of  Friends,"  1889.  He  edited: 
Dorthy  Wordsworth's  "  Recollections  of  a  Tour  Made  in  Scotland, "  1874.  Life:  by  Prof. 
W.  Knight,  1888.— Sharp,  R.  Farquharson,  1897,  A  DieHonary  of  English  Aumrs,  p.  253. 

PERSONAL  once,  he  would  not  have  repeated  the  ex- 

I  can  recall  the  room  in  which  I  first  saw     periment.  —  Sellars,   William   Youno, 


him,  and  his  appearance  as  he  stood  on  the 
hearth-rug  in  front  of  the  fire.  He  was  a  lit- 
tle older  than  most  undergraduates  are,  and 
he  looked  perhaps  a  little  older  thim  he 
was,~I  mean  more  manly-looking  and 
more  fully  developed.  He  received  me,  as  a 
new-comer  from  Scotland  and  Glasgow, 
with  that  frank,  kindly  greeting— "the 
smile  in  the  eye  as  well  as  on  the  lip, "  as  in 
the  young  shepherd  in  "Theocritus"— 
which  was  never  absent  in  our  meetings 
after  longer  or  shorter  separation  in  later 
years.  I  retain  the  impression  rather  of  the 
high  spuit  and  animation,  and  of  a  kind  of 
generous  pride  characteristic  of  him,  than 
of  the  milder,  far-away,  contemplative  look 
which  became  familiar  to  one  in  later  years. 
Except  that  he  became  bald  and  some- 
what gray,  he  never  seemed  to  change 
much  in  other  ways  during  all  the  subse- 
quent years  that  I  knew  him;  and  if  he 
looked  a  little  older  than  he  was  in  youth, 
he  retained  much  of  fresh  youthfulness  in 
his  appearance  when  he  was  nearly  an  old 
man.  .  .  .  He  received  from  Nature  a  com- 
bination of  the  courage  and  independent 
spuit  of  a  man,  with  the  refinement  and 
ready  spirit  of  a  woman.  And  this  natural 
endowment  was  tempered  into  a  consistent 
character  by  constant  watchfulness  against 
any  assertion  of  self,  in  the  way  either  of  in- 
dulgence, or  interest,  or  vanity.  ...  As  he 
had  a  quick  sense  of  personal  dignity,  and  a 
generous  impetuosity  of  spirit,  it  was  pos- 
sible that  he  might  sometimes  take,  and 
sometimes,  though  rarely,  give  offense;  but 
if  this  happened,  he  was  always  prompt  to 
receive  or  to  make  acknowledgment,  and 
the  matter  was  never  afterwards  remem- 
bered. At  no  time  of  his  life  would  any  one 
have  said  in  his  presence  anything  essentially 
coarse  or  irreverent;  or  if  he  had  done  so 


1889,  Portraits  of  Friends  by  Shairp,  pp.  37, 
56,58. 

It  was  not  his  erudition  as  a  scholar 
which  gained  for  him  the  high  place  he 
occupied  among  his  contemporaries,  for  al- 
though a  fair  classic,  he  was  not  dis- 
tinguished as  such,  the  art  of  writing  Greek 
and  Latin  verse  never  having  received  the 
attention  in  the  "grounding"  of  boys  in 
Scotch  schools  which  it  does  m  England. 
It  was  Shairp's  personality,  his  enthusiasm, 
his  appreciativeness,  and  his  general  vigour 
of  thought  and  varied  accomplishments, 
which  won  the  hearts  of  the  best  men  of  his 
time.  .  .  .  His  influence  as  a  teacher  was 
more  intense  in  the  case  of  a  few  than  gen- 
eral. Many  a  man  now  doing  noble  work 
can  trace  the  first  stirrings  of  those  higher 
thoughts  and  aims  that  have  dominated  his 
life  to  the  tender,  penetrating  power  which 
Shau-p  exercised.  But  there  was  one  kind 
of  student  whom  he  failed  to  reach,  and 
who  was  repelled  rather  than  attracted  by 
him.  The  boisterous  ^/Is,  coarse  in  man- 
ners and  in  nature,  however  clever  they 
might  be,  who  were  untouched  and  appar- 
ently untouchable  bv  the  finer  aspects  of 
relinon  and  poetry,  had  littie  appradation 
of  the  man  who  sometimes  stung  them  with 
an  appropriate  epithet  or  restrained  them 
by  a  discipline  more  commonly  experienced 
at  a  public  school  than  a  Scottish  univer- 
sity, where  the  freedom  resembles  the  Ger- 
man rather  than  English  type.  .  .  .  The 
impression  which  one  chiefly  cherishes  of 
him  is  an  exquisite  combination  of  the 
highest  culture  with  the  most  devout  re- 
ligious spirit.  ...  Of  splendid  physique, 
he  knew  no  fatigue,  and  would  breast  a 
corrie  or  face  a  summit  with  the  elastic  step 
and  sound  "wind"  of  a  ghillie.  There 
was  scarce  a  solitude  from  Eskdale  to 


570 


JOHN  CAMPBELL  SHAIRP 


Minchmoorhe  had  not  visited.  He  knew 
each  ''water"  from  liddesdale  to  Manor. 
Yarrow  and  Ettrick  were  a  part  of  himself. 
He  had  gazed  from  every  chief  range  from 
Broadlaw  to  the  Criffd,  and  from  'Hnto  to 
the  Cheviots,  and  had  dwelt  with  loving  eye 
on  each  historic  scene  from  Enterldne  to 
Otterboume.  The  shepherds  of  Tala  and 
Teviot  knew  him  well.— Maclbod,  Donald, 
1889,  Principal  Shairp,  Goods  Wordi,  vol. 
30,  pp.  84,  85,  86. 

Principal  Shairp  had  a  genius  for  friend- 
ship, was  a  lover  of  his  fellow-men,  not  in 
any  vague  philanthropic  fashion,  but  with 
an  alert  interest  and  sympathy  for  individ- 
uals. His  heart,  always  open  to  a  true  man, 
found  not  a  few  worthy  of  entering  it.  It 
was  said  to  a  certain  clever  contemporary, 
by  one  who  knew  him  in  his  youth,  that  he 
could  not  go  down  to  the  frojit  gate  without 
meeting  a  lion,  so  happy  and  adventurous 
were  his  chance  encounters.  It  would 
seem  true  of  Principal  Shairp  that  he 
could  not  enter  any  company  without  find- 
ing a  friend.  He  had  a  remarkable  discern- 
ment of  what  it  was  in  each  new  comrade 
that  won  his  attachment.  As  he  survived 
a  good  many  of  his  famous  friends,  he  re- 
corded his  impressions  of  them;  and  when 
he  departed,  a  fitting  hand  was  found  to 
do  the  same  kind  office,  sympathetically 
and  discerningly,  for  him.— Richards,  C. 
A.  L.,  1893,  A  Man  of  Many  Friends,  The 
Dial,  vol  10,  p.  306. 

As  a  professor  he  was  earnest  and  stimu- 
lating, never  overlooking  the  importance  of 
sound  scholarship,  but  grappling  also  with 
the  thought  of  his  author,  and  expounding 
comparative  literature.  He  advocated  a 
higher  standard  for  entrants  to  the  univer- 
sities, and  warmly  encouraged  a  residential 
college  hall  at  St.  Andrews,  which,  how- 
ever, had  only  a  brief  existence.  In  1868 
Shairp  succeded  James  David  Forbes  as 
principal  of  the  United  Ck>llege,  St.  Andrews, 
occupying  the  Latin  chair  at  the  same  time 
till  1872.  He  was  a  vigorous  head,  and  in- 
terested himself  in  university  extension, 
specially  favouring  a  union  of  interests  be- 
tween St.  Andrews  and  Dundee.— Batne, 
Thomas,  1897,  Dictionary  of  National  Biog- 
raphy, vol  u,  p.  344. 

GENERAL 
The  volume  ["Culture  and  Religion"] 
is  a  valuable  contribution  to  the  discussion 
of  a  question  which  has  not  yet  received 


from  the  religious  point  of  view  the  ex- 
haustive treafinent  it  deserves.  The  aim 
and  spirit  of  Mr.  Shairp's  book  are  excellent 
and  his  lectures  cannot  fail  to  be  both  inter- 
esting and  serviceable  to  young  men.  I  shall 
take  great  pleasure  in  (Urecting  the  atten- 
tion of  my  students  to  it.— Angell,  James 
BuRRiLL,  1872,  Letter  to  the  Publishers. 

His  past  writings  are  not  voluminous;  but 
in  all  of  them  there  is  the  dear  tone  of  a 
man  who  seeks  the  best  truth  he  can  find, 
and  does  not  spend  thought  upon  trifles. 
...  In  1864  Mr.  Shairp  published  "Kil- 
mahoe,  a  Highland  Pastoral,  with  other 
Poems,"  and  if  he  did  not  in  that  book 
prove  himself  a  master-poet,  he  proved  the 
fellowship  of  feeling  that  entitles  him  to  tell 
students  at  Oxford  what  a  master-poet  is. 
...  If  this  book  on  the  poetic  int^reta- 
tion  of  Nature  has  a  few  weaknesses,  it  has 
essential  strength.  It  comes  of  an  earnest 
mind.  It  deals  justly  with  an  important 
movement  in  the  literature  of  our  century 
as  something  more  than  a  dight  question  of 
taste.  Professor  Shairp  works  with  a  high 
aim,  looks  to  the  heart  of  his  subject,  and 
what  he  has  written  must  win  for  him  the 
respect  of  all  his  readers.— Morley,  Henry, 
1877,  Recent  Literature,  Nineteenth  Century, 
vol  2,  pp.  693,  703. 

His  essays  make  no  pretensions  to  be 
elaborate  works  of  art  in  themselves.  They 
are  the  simple  overflowings  of  a  full  and  re- 
fined mind,  saturated  with  poetical  feeling 
and  lucid  thought  on  the  various  topics 
which  such  a  Professorship  as  his  sugg^s. 
What  he  has  to  say  he  says  in  pure  and  de- 
lightful English,  and  often  with  very  great 
point  and  effect,  though  without  the  al- 
most sculpturesque  unity  of  impression 
which  Mr.  Arnold's  lectures  on  translating 
Homer,  on  Heine,  and  on  the  Celtic  genius, 
produced  upon  their  readers.  Mr.  Shairp 
talks  to  us  as  an  accomplished  man,  with  a 
great  store  of  central  heat  in  him,  and  a 
passionate  love  for  poetry,  would  talk  of 
the  various  aspects  of  his  favourite  study.— 
HuTTON,  Richard  Holt,  1882,  Professor 
Shairp' s  "Aspects  of  Poetry,"  Criticisms  on 
Contemporary  Thought  and  Thinkers,  vol.  n, 
p.  159. 

As  he  strode  across  the  heather  or  bent 
he  was  for  ever  crooning  to  himself  old 
songs  that  kept  time  to  lus  steps,  or  went 
pondering  lines  he  was  composing,  selecting 
the  aptest  words  to  utter  what  hb  eye  be- 
held. This  is  the  charm  of  his  poetry.   It  is 
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the  direct  expresrion  of  nattire  as  he  be- 
held her,  the  sincere  and  pure  utterance  of 
a  spirit  that  loved  her  every  aspect.— Mac- 
Leod, Donald,  1889,  Principal  Shairp, 
Good  Wards,  vol.  30,  p.  86. 

Than  whom,  of  Scotland's  many  faithful 
sons,  none  was  more  devoted  to  her,— nay, 
perhaps,  almost  too  exclusively.  No  one, 
if  we  put  aside  Ossian,  known  to  me,  has 
felt  or  rendered  so  deeply  the  gloom,  the 
sublime  desolation  of  the  Highland  region. 
That  overpowering  sense  of  weight  and 
grandeur  which  calls  forth  the  inward  cry 
to  the  mountains  to  cover  us,  as  we  pass 
beneath  some  vast  precipice,  in  truth,  was 


always  with  Shairp.  He  has  not  his  beloved 
Wordsworth's  mastery,  his  brightness  of 
soul,  his  large  philosophy  of  Nature;  nor, 
in  the  region  of  art,  Wordsworth's  fine 
finish,  his  happiness  of  phrase:  the  minor 
key  dominates.—But,  united  with  great 
delicacy  of  sentiment  and  touchy  be  had  the 
never-failing  charm  of  perfect  high-hearted 
sincerity;  and  if  we  reflect  on  the  long-last- 
ing hatred  or  indifference  which  mountain 
lands  have  met  from  poetry,  Shairp,  so  far 
as  his  skill  served,  merits  a  high  place  in 
characteristically  modem  verse.  —  Pal- 
grave,  Francis  Turner,  1896,  Landscape 
in  Poetry,  p.  255. 


Helen  Hunt  Jackson 

H.H. 

1831-1885 
Author,  poet  and  philanthropist,  bom  in  Amherst,  Mass.,  18thT)ctober,  1831,  and  died 
in  San  Francisco,  Cal.,  12th  August,  1885.  She  was  the  daughter  of  Professor  Nathan  W. 
fiske,  of  Amherst  College.  She  was  educated  in  the  female  seminary  in  Ipswich,  Mass. 
In  1852  she  became  the  wife  of  Captain  Edward  B.  Hunt,  of  the  United  States  Navy.  She 
lived  with  him  in  various  nulitary  posts  until  his  death,  in  October,  1863.  In  1866  she  re- 
moved to  Newport,  R.  I.,  where  she  lived  until  1872.  Her  children  died,  and  she  was  left 
desolate.  Alone  in  the  world,  she  turned  to  literature.  In  early  life  she  had  published 
some  verses  in  a  Boston  newspaper,  and  aside  from  that  she  had  shown  no  signs  of  literary 
development  up  to  1865.  In  that  year  she  began  to  contribute  poems  to  the  New  York 
'*  Nation. "  Then  she  sent  poems  and  prose  articles  to  the  New  York  *'  Independent "  and 
the  "Hearth  and  Home."  She  signed  the  initials  "H.  H."  to  her  work,  and  its  quality 
attracted  wide  and  critical  attention.  In  1873  and  1874  she  lived  m  Colorado  for  her 
health.  In  1875  she  became  the  wife  of  William  S.  Jackson,  a  merchant  of  Colorado 
Springs.  In  that  town  she  made  her  home  until  her  death.  She  traveled  in  New  Mexico 
and  California,  and  spent  one  winter  in  New  York  City,  gathering  facts  for  her  book  in  be- 
half of  the  Indians,  "A  Century  of  Dishonor, "  which  was  published  in  1881.  Her  Indian 
novel,  "Ramona,"  was  published  in  1884.  That  is  her  most  powerful  work,  written 
virtually  under  inspiration.  Her  interest  in  the  Indians  was  profound,  and  she  instituted 
unportant  reforms  in  the  treatment  of  the  Red  Men  by  the  Government.  Her  other  pub- 
lished works  are:  "Verses  by  H.  H."  (1870,  enlarged  in  1874),  "Bits  of  Travel"  (1873), 
"Bits  of  Talk  About  Home  Matters"  (1873),  "Sonnets  and  Lyrics"  (1876),  several  juve- 
nile books  and  two  novels  m  the  "No  Name"  series,  "Mercy  Philbrick's  Choice"  (1876), 
and  "Hetty's  Strange  History"  (1877).~Moulton,  C!harles  WelI£,  1893,  A  Woman  of 
the  Century,  ed.  WUkLrd  and  Livermore,  p.  414. 


PERSONAL 
Five  hundred  feet  above  the  level  of  the 
top  of  Mt.  Washington  is  Mrs.  Jackson's 
home.  Its  driveway  is  a  steep  but  excellent 
carriage  road,  several  miles  in  length,  at 
whose  entrance  you  wUl  pay  toll  of  admira- 
tion and  wonder  to  a  little  brook  that  de- 
liberately runs  up  hill  before  you.  ...  On 
Cheyenne,  high  as  you  are,  you  still  seem  on 
level  ground,  beautiful  with  green  grass  and 
trees  and  brooks  and  flowers;  while  moun- 
tains on  which,  perhaps,  the  snow  is  lying 
in  August,  range  around  you,  and  you  gaze 


down,  not  on  lower  mountains,  but  down, 
down  to  the  very  plains,  stretching  miles 
upon  miles,  level  as  a  parlor  floor,  away  to 
an  almost  limitless  horizon.  It  is  no  won- 
der that  we  linger.  But  an  hour  before  sun- 
set our  host  re-harnesses  the  horses;  for  Mrs. 
Jackson,  though  most  "at  home"  on 
Cheyenne  Mt.,  where  she  has  been  known  to 
picnic  thirteen  Sundays  in  succession,  has  a 
House  Beautiful'  in  the  little  town  of  Col- 
orado Springs  which  contains  her  kitehen, 
dining-room  and  sleeping  apartments. 
And  it  is  a  house  well  worth  description  as 
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the  home  of  a  poet;  not  because  it  is  one  of 
the  ssthetic  palaces  such  as  have  recently 
been  described  as  the  homes  of  London 
poets  and  artists,  in  whose  majestic  halls 
and  apartments  we  are  told  that  "the 
silence  is  like  a  throne;"  but  because  it  is  a 
wonderful  illustration  of  what  the  poetic  and 
artistic  instinct  can  make  of  the  average 
American  house. — Rollins,  Alice  Wel- 
lington, 1885,  AiUharsat  Home,  The  Critic. 

I  cannot  find  her  type:  in  her  were  blent 
Each  varied  and  each  fortunate  element 
Which  souls  combine,  with  something  all  her 

own — 
Sadness  and  mirthfulness,  a  chorded  strain, 
The  tender  heart,  the  keen  and  searching  brain, 
The  social  zest,  the  power  to  live  alone. 
Comrade  of  comrades — giving  man  the  slip 
To  seek  in  Nature  truest  coniradeship, 
Tenacity  and  impulse  ruled  her  fate, 
This  grasping  firmly  what  that  flashed  to  feel — 
The  velvet  scabbard  and  ihe  sword  of  steel, 
The  gift  to  strongly  love,  to  frankly  hate! 
Patience  as  strong  as  was  her  hopefulness; 
A  joy  in  living  which  grew  never  less 
As  years  went  on  and  age  drew  gravely  nigh; 
Vision  which  pierced  the  veiling  mists  of  pain, 
And  saw  beyond  the  mortal  shadows  plain 
The  eternal  day-dawn  broadening  in  the  sky; 
The  love  of  Doing,  and  the  scorn  of  Done; 
The  playful  fancy,  which,  like  glinting  sun. 
No   chiU   could    daunt,   no   loneliness  could 

smother. 

— CooLiDGE,  Susan,  1885,  H.  H.,  Christian 
Union,  Sep.  17. 

Whoever  knew  her  beautiful  personality, 
whoever  saw  her  fair  and  still  youthful  face 
—a  face  that  would  never  have  grown  old, 
--heard  her  winning  voice,  or  felt  the  warm 
charm  of  her  cordial,  sincere,  unaffected 
manner,  has  something  to  be  glad  of,  and  to 
remember  always.  The  writer  of  this  met 
her  but  once,  but  that  once  can  never  be 
forgotten.  To  the  great  multitude  who 
knew  her  as  "H.  H."  only,  whatever  re- 
lates to  her  is  interesting.  Few  women  of 
this  generation,  or  any  other,  have  gone 
down  to  the  grave  followed  by  Iruer  or  more 
grateful  love  from  countless  hearts  that 
their  written  words  have  inspired  or  com- 
forted.—Dorr,  Julia  C.  R.,  1885,  Emer- 
son's Admiration  of  "H.H.,"  The  Critic, 
Aug.  29. 

If  it  be  the  supreme  achievement  of  a  life 
to  grow  into  larger  and  larger  mastery  of 
itself  and  of  the  materials  with  which  it 
works,  to  match  increasing  and  widening 
opportunities  with  true  vision  and  more 
adequate  performance,  Helen  Jackson  was 


surely  near  the  goal  when  she  vanished 
from  the  race.  The  eager  intentness  of  eye 
and  ear,  the  wide  and  ever  widening  ap- 
plause, sweet  with  that  recognition  of  what 
is^  best  in  one  which  all  earnest  workers 
crave,  were  hers,  also,  the  consciousness  of 
having  wrought  with  no  uncertain  hand  for 
those  whose  hands  are  bound,  and  spoken 
with  no  uncertain  voice  for  those  who  are 
dumb.  .  .  .  Of  her  generous  friendship,  her 
noble  faculty  of  recognizing  and  admuing 
purpose  and  gifts  in  others,  her  deep,  fuO 
sympathy  with  men  and  women  in  aU  thdr 
trials  and  aspirations,  her  apt  and  often 
glowing  speech,  the  charm  and  quality  of 
her  striking  personality,  one  has  no  heart 
to  speak  while  the  sense  of  loss  is  so  deep 
and  immediate.  Among  the  letters  which 
came  from  the  deathbed  there  were  several, 
sent  in  the  writer's  care,  to  women  who  are 
striving  with  high  purpose  in  the  field  which 
she  has  left.  In  every  instance  these  brief 
and  painfully  written  notes  were  words  of 
generous  praise,  of  unstinted  admiration,  of 
stimulus  and  hope  for  the  future.— Mabie, 
Hamilton  W.,  1885,  Helen  Jackson,  Chris- 
tian Union,  Aug.  20. 

Great  heart  of  many  loves!  while  earth  was  thine 
Thou  didst  love  Nature  and  her  very  mood: 
Beneath  thine  eye  the  frail  flower  of  the  wood 
Uplifted  not  in  vain  its  fleeting  sign, 
And  on  thy  hearth  the  mast-tree's  blaze  benign. 
With  all  its  sylvan  lore,  was  understood! 
Seems  homely  Nature's  mother-face  less  good. 
Spirit  down-gazing  from  the  Fields  Divine? 
Oh,  let  me  bring  these  gathered  leaves  of  mine. 
Praising  the  common  earth,  the  rural  year. 
And  consecrate  them  to  thy  memory  dear— ;- 
Thought's  pilgrim  to  thy  mortal  body's  shrine, 
Beneath  soft  beddings  of  the  mountain  pine 
And  trailing  mountain  heath  untouched  with 
sere! 

—Thomas,  Edith  M.,  1886,  To  The  Memory 
of  Helen  Jackson,  Ailantic  Monthly,  vol.  58, 
p.  195. 

She  was  the  author  to  the  many— a 
woman  to  only  a  few,  and  this  few  of  mixed 
constituency.  For  conventional  people, 
people  of  the  polite  world  who  become 
rigid  by  conformity,  she  cared  very  little; 
they  bored  her,  though  her  sense  of  courtesy 
probably  checked  any  expression  of  it.  On 
the  other  hand,  with  people  in  humble  life, 
with  eccentric  personages  or  strong  indi- 
vidualities, with  artists,  with  earnest  work- 
ers in  any  department,  she  was  always  in  a 
pleased  and  eager  sympathy.  .  .  .  Her 
demeanor  towards  strangers  was  that  of 
an  amiable  woman  of  the  world,  fenced  with 
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a  certain  reserve,  which  thawed  in  an  in- 
stant under  the  assurance  of  sympathy,  and 
became  something  finer  than  cofddality. 
No  one  could  have  had  a  greater  dislike  of 
being  remarked  or  lionized,  and  perhaps  the 
apprehension  of  such  a  result  had  made  her 
more  than  commonly  shy  and  guarded;  but 
her  surrender  to  a  favorable  impression  was 
immediate  and  complete. — Swinburne, 
Louis,  1886,  Reminiseeneei  of  Helen  Jaek- 
ion,  New  Princeton  Review,  vol  2,  pp.  76, 77. 

RAMONA 

1884 

The  story  of  two  decaying  civilizations 
seen  in  the  light  of  a  fresher  and  stronger 
social,  political,  and  religious  development 
which  tramples  them  ruthlessly,  because  un- 
consciously, into  the  dust  of  a  new  but  half- 
appreciated  realm.  Hitherto  fiction  had 
treated  Csjifonda  only  as  the  seat  of  a  new 
civilization.  It  had  been  delineated  as  the 
gold-digger's  paradise,  the  adventurer's 
Eden,  the  speculator's  El  Dorado.  "Ra- 
mona"  pictures  it  as  the  Indian's  lost  in- 
heritance and  the  Spaniard's  desolated 
home.— TouRGBB,  Albion  Winegar,  1884, 
Eamona. 

I  have  often  thought  that  no  one  en- 
joyed the  sensation  of  living  more  than  Mrs. 
Jackson,  or  was  more  alive  to  all  the  in- 
fluences of  nature  and  the  contact  of  mind 
with  mind,  more  responsive  to  all  that  was 
exG[uisite  and  subtle  either  in  nature  or  in 
society,  or  more  sensitive  to  the  disagreeable. 
This  is  merely  saying  that  she  was  a  poet; 
but  when  she  became  interested  in  the  In- 
dians and  especially  in  the  hard  fate  of  the 
Mission  Indians  in  California,  all  her  nature 
was  fused  for  the  time  in  a  lofty  enthusiasm 
of  pity  and  indignation,  and  all  her  powers 
seemed  to  her  consecrated  to  one  purpose. 
Enthusiasm  and  sympathy  will  not  make  a 
novel,  but  all  the  same  they  are  necessaiy 
to  the  production  of  a  work  that  has  in  it 
real  vital  quality;  and  in  this  case  all  pre- 
vious experience  and  artistic  training  be- 
came the  unconscious  servants  of  Mrs. 
Jackson's  heart.  I  know  she  had  very  lit- 
tle conceit  about  her  performance;  but  she 
had  a  simple  consciousness  that  she  was  do- 
ing her  best  work,  and  that  if  the  world 
should  care  much  for  anything  she  had 
done,  after  she  was  gone,  it  would  be  for 
"Ramona."  She  had  put  herself  into  it. 
And  yet  I  am  certain  that  she  could  have 
had  no  idea  what  the  novel  would  be  to  the 
people  of  Southern  Califomia,  or  how  it 


would  identify  her  name  with  all  that  region 
and  make  so  many  scenes  in  it  places  of 
pilgrimage  and  romantic  interest  for  her 
sake.— Warner,  Charles  Dudley,  1887, 
"ff.  H."  in  Southern  California,  The  CriHe, 
p.  237. 

A  book  instinct  with  passionate  purpose, 
intensely  alive  and  involving  the  reader  in 
its  movement,  it  yet  contains  an  idyl  of 
singular  loveliness,  the  perfection  of  which 
lends  the  force  of  contrast  to  the  pathetic 
close.  A  novel  of  reform,  into  which  a 
great  and  generous  soul  poured  its  gathered 
strength,  it  none  the  less  possesses  artistic 
distinction.  Something  is,  of  course,  due 
to  the  charm  of  atmosphere,  the  beauty  of 
the  background  against  which  the  plot 
naturally  placed  it^lf ;  more,  to  the  trained 
hand,  the  pen  pliant  with  long  and  free  ex- 
ercise; most,  to  the  poet-heart.  "Ramona" 
stands  as  the  most  finished,  though  not  the 
most  striking,  example  that  what  Ameri- 
can women  have  done  notably  in  literature 
they  have  done  nobly.— Cone,  Helen 
Gray,  1890,  Woman  in  American  Literature, 
Century  Magazine,  vol.  40,  p.  927. 

This  was  the  expiring  effort  of  her  genius, 
and  is  by  far  its  most  powerful  and  memor- 
able illustration.  The  story  is  deeply  in- 
teresting, the  literary  skill  is  adequate,  and 
the  burning  purpose  of  the  book  does  not 
lead  the  writer  to  forget  the  obligations  of 
art.  It  marks  the  worthy  close  of  a  noble 
career,  and  insures  Mrs.  Jackson  a  place  in 
the  literature  of  our  country  which  few  of 
her  sex  can  be  held  to  have  attained. — 
Hawthorne,  Juuan,  and  Leicmon,  Leon- 
ard, 1891,  American  Literature,  p.  287. 

The  name  of  Helen  Hunt  Jackson  de- 
servedly stands  first  in  the  literary  world 
as  connected  with  modem  effort  by  wom- 
en for  the  deliverance  of  our  native  Amer- 
ican Indians  from  oppression  and  injustice, 
as  shameful  as  have  been  endured  in  any 
civilized  land  or  by  any  race  under  the 
guardianship  or  power  of  any  civilized  gov- 
ernment. ...  To  this  resolve  her  facile 
pen,  her  poetic  fire,  and  her  genius  for 
graphic  delineation  and  clear,  strong  state- 
ment were  given,  and  the  story  of  "Ra- 
mona,"  the  data  of  which  were  procured 
among  the  Indians  of  California  while  she 
was  a  government  inspector  among  them, 
was  given  to  idyllic,  classic  romance,  to  the 
American  conscience,  and  to  the  humane 
of  all  civilized  society.  She  poured  her 
heart  into  the  story  and  her  heart's  blood 
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out  through  its  pages.  She  put  the  labor  of 
the  working  years  of  an  average  life-time 
into  that  half-decade  of  toil  for  a  hunted 
race,  and  so  it  was  again,  as  not  infrequently 
in  this  world's  story,  that  the  righteous 
zeal  and  the  intense  compassion  of  a  quick 
spirit  "ate  up"  the  life,  and  another  con- 
secrated genius  fell,  another  great  heart 
broke.— QuiNTON,  Amelia  Stone,  1891, 
Care  of  the  Indian,  Woman's  Work  in  Amer- 
ica, pp.  374,  375. 

Pathetic  romance  is  best  t3rpified  by  the 
''Ramona"  of  Mrs.  Helen  Hunt  Jackson— a 
tale  full  of  poetic  insight  as  well  as  of  poetic 
beauty,  in  behalf  of  the  Indian.  Its  au- 
thor is  the  greatest  representative  of  a  large 
school  of  modem  writers,  characterized  by 
extreme  sensitiveness,  artistic  perception, 
poetic  aspirations,  and  a  somewhat  senti- 
mental but  a  very  genuine  love  for  the 
suffering  and  the  oppressed.  Their  chief 
fault  is,  that  while  they  soften  the  heart 
they  never  invigorate  the  will. — Mabib, 
Hamilton  W.,  1892,  The  Memorial  Story  of 
America,  p.  596. 

The  n^ost  original  and  picturesque  novel 
of  American  life  with  the  exception  of 
Hawthorne's  two  greatest  romances.  .  .  . 
She  was  too  true  an  artist  to  intrude  her- 
self into  her  picture.— Coolidqe,  Susan, 
1900,  Ramona,  Monterey  Ed.,  Introduction, 
pp.  V,  VI. 

There  was  no  need  to  employ  "artistic 
license"  in  working  up  the  sketches  for 
publication,  fact,  in  this  particular  in- 
stance, being  so  much  richer  than  fiction; 
and  in  this  shaping  and  assorting  of  ma- 
terial gathered  so  long  ago,  I  have  merely 
tried  to  follow  the  path  laid  out  by  the  au- 
thor herself;  which  was  to  handle  all  detail 
in  such  manner  as  would  best  conduce  to 
the  artistic  unison  of  the  whole.  As  for  the 
characters  themselves,  I  have  now  in  my 
possession  sketches  and  studies  made  from 
life  at  the  time  of  my  meeting  the  originals, 
—a  meeting  that  was  often  as  much  fraught 
with  meaning  for  me  as  it  was  for  Mrs. 
Jackson.  All  the  dramatic  incidents  of  the 
story  were  familiar  to  me  long  before  I  saw 
the  book,  as  they  are  either  literal  descrip- 
tions of  events  which  took  place  in  the 
course  of  our  travels,  or  they  are  recollec- 
tions of  anecdotes  told  when  I,  as  well  as 
Mrs.  Jackson,  was  among  the  group  of 
listeners.— Sandham,  Henry,  1900,  Ror 
mona,  Monterey  Ed.,  Notes  on  IUustration$, 
p.  xxxii. 


POEMS 

The  selections  from  American  writers  are 
necessarily  confined  to  the  present  century; 
but  some  of  them  have  secured  a  wide  famiB. 
Some  of  them  are  recent,  and  have  yet  to 
earn  their  laurels.  .  .  .  The  poems  of  a 
lady  who  contents  herself  with  the  initials 
H.  H.  in  her  book  published  in  Boston 
(1874)  have  rare  merit  of  thought  and  ex- 
pression, and  will  reward  the  reader  for  the 
careful  attention  which  they  require.— 
Emerson,  Ralph  Waldo,  1875,  ed.,  Par- 
nassus, p.  X. 

Mrs.  Hunt's  poems  are  stronger  than  any 
written  by  women  since  Mrs.  Browning, 
with  the  exception  of  Mrs.  Lewes's. — Dick- 
inson, Emily,  1875,  LeHers,  vol.  n,  p.  320. 

Perhaps  the  finest  recent  examples  of  ex- 
quisitely subtile  imagination  working  under 
the  impulse  of  profound  sentiment  are  to  be 
found  in  the  little  volume  entitled  "Poems 
by  H.  H.  "—Whipple,  Edwin  Percy,  1876- 
86,  American  Literature  and  Oiher  Papers, 
ed.  Whiitier,  p.  131. 

The  woman  who  has  come  nearest  in  our 
day  and  tongue  to  the  genius  of  Elizabeth 
Barrett  Browning,  and  who  has  made  Chris- 
tina Rossetti  and  Jean  Ingelow  appear  but 
second-rate  celebrities.  When  some  one 
asked  Emerson  a  few  years  since  whether 
he  did  not  think  "H.  H."  the  best  woman- 
poet  on  this  continent,  he  answered  in  his 
meditative  way,  "Perhaps  we  might  as  well 
omit  the  woman;"  thus  placing  her,  at  least 
in  that  moment's  impulse,  at  the  head  of 
all.  ...  As  the  most  artistic  among  her 
verses  I  should  class  the  "Gondoliers,"  iq 
which  all  Venice  seems  reflected  in  the 
movement  and  cadence,  while  the  thought 
is  fresh  and  new  and  strong.  Then  there  are 
poems  which  seem  to  hold  all  secrets  of  pas- 
sion trembling  on  the  lips,  yet  forbear  to 
tell  them;  and  others,  on  a  larger  scale, 
which  have  a  grander  rhythmical  move- 
ment than  most  of  our  poets  have  dared 
even  to  attempt.  Of  these  the  finest,  to 
my  ear,  is  "Resurgam;"  but  I  remember 
that  Charlotte  Cushman  preferred  the 
"Funeral  March,"  and  loved  to  read  it  m 
public.  .  .  .  "H.  H."  reaches  the  popu- 
lar heart  best  in  a  class  of  poems  easy  to 
comprehend,  thoroughly  human  in  sym- 
pathy; poems  of  love,  of  motherhood,  of  be- 
reavement; poems  such  as  are  repeated  and 
preserved  in  many  a  Western  cabin,  che»^ 
ing  and  strengthening  many  a  heart.— 
HiQGiNsoN,  Thomas  Wentworth,  1879, 
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Shofi  Studiei  of  American  Authan,  pp.  41, 

I  would  that  in  the  verse  she  loved  some  word 
Not  all  unfit  I  to  her  praise  might  frame: 
Some  word  wherein  the  memory  of  her  name 
Should  through  long  years  its  incense  still  afford. 
But  no;  her  spirit  smote  with  its  own  sword; 
Herself  has  lit  the  fire  whose  blood-red  flame 
Shall  not  be  quenched; — thb  is  her  living  fame 
Who  struck  so  well  the  sonnet's  subtle  chord. 

—Gilder,  Richard  Watson,  1885,"^.  H.," 
The  Critic,  Aug.  29. 

The  verse  of  the  brilliant  and  devoted 
''H.  H."  (the  sense  of  whose  loss  is  fresh 
upon  us)  is  more  carefully  finished,  though 
perhaps  it  sings  the  less  for  its  union  of  in- 
tellectuality with  a  subtile  feeling  whose  in- 
tenseness  is  realized  only  by  degrees.  Her 
pieces,  mostly  in  a  single  key,  and  that 
grave  and  earnest,  have  won  the  just 
encomiums  of  select  critics,  but  certainly 
lack  the  variety  of  mood  which  betokens  an 
inborn  and  always  dominant  poetic  faculty. 

— StEDMAN,  EDBfUND  CLARENCE,  1885,  PoeU 

of  America,  p.  445. 

Mrs.  Jackson  had  the  characteristics  of 
the  "Dial"  group  at  its  best;  deep  and  sin- 
cere thought,  uttered  for  its  own  sake  in 
verse  not  untinged  by  the  poetic  inspira- 
tion and  touch.  In  her  poems  the  influence 
of  the  mind  is  felt  before  that  of  the  heart; 
they  are  reflective  and  su^estive,  some- 
times concisely  argumentative.  Certain 
phases  and  senses  of  spirit,  brain,  and  nature 
lay  Ipng  in  the  poet's  thought,  and  at 
length  found  deliberate  and  apt  expression 
in  word  and  metre.  The  character  of  H. 
H.'s  product  is  explained  by  the  frequency 
with  which  she  chose  single  words— often 
abstract  nouns—as  titles.  It  is  meditative 
not  lyrical;  it  lacks  spontaneity  and  out- 
bursts; the  utter  joyance  of  the  poetry  of 
nature  and  humanity,  that  will  sing  iteelf, 
is  seldom  present,  even  when  nature  and 
man  are  the  themes.  Large  creative  im- 
pulse is  also  absent.  It  is  therefore  poetry 
that  never  rises  above  the  second  class,  but 
its  place  in  that  class  is  high.— Richardson, 
Charles  F.,  1888,  Am£rican  Literature, 
1607-1885,  vol.  U,  p.  238. 

"H.  H."  were  long  while  familiar  and 
welcome  initials  with  the  Transatlantic 
reading  public,  and  both  as  a  woman  and  a 
writer  Mrs.  Helen  Hunt  Jackson  exercised 
a  widespread  and  beneficent  influence. 
Her  "Freedom"  is  an  especially  noble  son- 
net, though  its  rhythmic  strength  unfor- 


tunately flags  somewhat  m  the  last  line. 
The  greatest  charm  of  her  work,  both  in 
prose  and  verse,  is  her  keen  sense  of  colour. 
For  flowers  she  had  what  could  not  be 
called  other  than  a  passion,  and  her  friends 
have  delighted  in  recalling  her  eagerness 
and  joy  over  every  bloom  and  blossom  in 
the  neighbourhood  of  her  home,  near 
Cheyenne  Mountam,  in  Colorado.  In  per- 
sonality she  was  the  most  poetic  of  poets, 
and  in  her  love  of  physical  beauty  more 
''Greek  than  the  Greelffl."  It  is  probable 
that  no  woman  of  her  time  exercised  such  a 
sway  over  the  admiration  and  sympathies 
of  the  younger  American  writers.  Her  "  Ra- 
mona"  is  a  prose  idyl  which  deserves  a 
place  among  the  memorable  works  of  im- 
aginative fiction.  Much  of  Mrs.  Jackson's 
poetry,  however,  is  void  of  its  subtlest 
charm  to  those  who  never  met  her;  it  has 
the  common  fault  of  Transatlantic  verse,  a 
too  nervous  facility,  a  diffuseness  which 
palls  rather  than  attracts.  When,  a  few 
years  hence,  some  sympathetic  but  sternly 
critical  hand  shall  give  us  a  selection  of  all 
that  is  best  in  the  writings  of  ''H.  H.,"  her 
name  will  rest  on  a  surer  basis.— Sharp, 
WlLUAM,  1889,  ed.,  American  Sonnets,  In- 
troductory Note,  p.  xliii. 

Nature  was  bountiful  to  her.  She  was 
what  is  called  a  natural  poet,  human  in 
sympathies,  and  with  a  fine  Ivric  touch. 
.  .  .  The  broad  human  heart  shows  itself 
from  one  end  of  her  writing  to  the  other. 
She  is  essentially  human,  and  she  has  em- 
inently the  faculty  of  creating  an  interest 
for  she  chooses  bright,  picturesque  metres, 
and  uses  picturesque  expressions.  It  was 
said  of  Longfellow  that  no  one  will  deny 
that  the  wond  is  better  for  his  having  been 
bom.  This  is  true  also  of  "H.  H."  She 
was  a  sort  of  feminine  Longfellow,  inferior 
to  him,  as  one  would  expect  a  woman  to  be, 
in  scholarship  and  learning,— like  him  in 
striidng  the  ke3mote  of  Aom«.— Sladen, 
Douglas,  1891,  ed..  Younger  American 
PoeU,  To  the  Reader,  p.  28. 

As  a  poet  Mrs.  Jackson's  range  was  not 
a  wide  one,  but  within  her  limite  she  sang 
surpassingly  well.  She  was  not  a  creator; 
she  simply  read  her  own  heart.  The  awful- 
ness  of  her  affliction  cut  her  off  for  a  time 
from  the  world,  and  like  a  great  storm  it 
cleared  the  atmosphere  about  her  so  that 
she  looked  far  into  the  mysteries  that  en- 
compass mortal  life.  It  was  her  raptness, 
her  mysticism,  that  appealed  so  strongly 
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to  Emerson.  An  intensity  of  feeling  and 
expression  characterizes  all  of  her  lyrics. 
Some  of  her  conceits  are  almost  startling 
in  their  vividness  and  originality.  .  .  .  Mrs 
Jackson  ranks  with  the  four  or  five  Ameri- 
cans who  have  succeeded  with  the  sonnet. 
Nearly  half  of  her  poems  are  written  in  this 
diflScult  measure.— Pattee,  Fred  Lewis, 
1896,  A  History  of  American  Literaiure,  pp. 
406,407. 

GENERAL 

Mrs.  Jackson  soars  to  your  estimate 
lawfully  as  a  bird.— Dickinson,  Eboly, 
1879,  Letters,  vol.  n,  p.  329. 

O  soul  of  fire  within  a  woman  *8  clay  I 
Lifting  with  slender  hands  a  race's  wrong, 
Whose  mute  appeal  hushed  all  thine  early  song, 
And  taught  thy  passionate  heart  the  loftier 
way. 

— HiGGiNSON,  Thomas  Wentworth,  1886, 
To  tiie  Memory  of  H.  H.,  Century  Magazine, 
vol.  32,  p.  47. 

Up  to  the  time  when  she  espoused  the 
cause  of  the  Indians  all  her  productions 
sprang  from  a  purely  artistic  impulse,  in- 
dependent of  any  extrinsic  force;  after- 
wards, the  plastic  sense  was  subordinated 
to  the  larger  interest  she  had  come  to  find 
in  humanity.  Thenceforward  her  simple 
delight  in  form  and  color  and  cadence  are 
regulated  by  her  moral  convictions.  It  is 
all  the  difference  there  is  between  her 
volume  of  poems  and  "Ramona."  Upon 
the  latter,  her  maturest  production,  in 
spite  of  the  spontaneity  of  its  birth,  there 
seems  to  me  the  seal  of  deliberation  and 
effort.  Yet  even  here  I  hesitate  for  fear  of 
overstating;  for  it  was  when  examining  the 
proof-sheets  of  that  charming  Indian  pas- 
toral, I  remember,  the  present  writer  ven- 
tured to  pnuse  the  purity  of  its  literary 
workmanship,  to  the  author's  evident  dis- 
tress. With  a  writer  who  was  ah-eady  a 
veteran,  she  said,  that  was  a  matter  of 


course,  and  she  proceeded  to  rebuke  him 
gently  for  his  insensibility  to  the  sad  real- 
ity which  the  picture  nearly  reflected.  It 
was  impossible  to  reply  at  that  moment 
that  the  whole  tragedy  was  made  what  it 
was  only  by  her  exquisitely  simple  and 
lucid  art  of  narration,  which  she  had  come 
to  count  second  to  her  ultimate  purpose. 
No  doubt  if  she  had  lived  her  art  and  her 
philanthropy  would  have  come  more  into 
equilibrium,  and  mingled  to  produce  a 
more  perfect  work  than  "  Ramona"  even.— 
Swinburne,  Louis,  1886,  Reminiscences  of 
Helen  Jackson,  New  Princeton  Review,  vol. 
2,  p.  80. 

The  winning  and  humorous  side  of  her 
character  appeared  in  her  prose  descriptions 
of  travel  and  phases  of  existence,  collected 
under  the  title  of  "Bits  of  Travel."  It 
would  be  difllcult  to  speak  too  highly  of  the 
style  and  spirit  of  these  narrations.  The 
humor  is  all-pervading,  and  carries  pathos 
with  it:  a  lovely,  human  light  irradiates  the 
pages,  and  makes  the  foibles  of  the  char- 
acters as  charminff  as  their  virtues.  A 
broad,  charitable,  human  mind  is  at  work, 
with  the  delicate  insight  of  a  woman,  and  a 
steady  healthfulness  of  mood  that  we  are 
more  accustomed  to  expect  from  the  mas- 
culine genius. — Hawthorns,  Julian,  and 
Lemmon,  Leonard,  1891,  American  Lilera- 
ture,  p.  286. 

Essential  charm  of  womanhood,  frank, 
generous,  passionate,  clings  to  the  poems 
of  Helen  Hunt  Jackson.  The  daughter  of 
an  Amherst  professor,  she  poured  forth  in 
song  the  heart-break  and  the  healing  of 
her  widowed  youth.  The  new  interests  of 
the  new  life  that  came  to  her  beneath  the 
majestic  beauty  of  the  Rockies  are  largely 
expressed  in  prose, — ^in  her  burning  pleas 
for  the  Indian,  ''A  Century  of  Dishonor" 
and  "  Ramona.  "—Bates,  Katharine  Lee, 
1897,  American  LUeralwre,  p.  178. 


Bicliaxd  O-rant  White 

1822-1885 
An  American  journalist,  critic  and  Shakespearean  scholar;  bom  in  New  York  dty. 
May  22, 1822;  died  there,  April  8,  1885.  His  journalistic  work  was  in  connection  with 
the  New  York  Courier  and  Enquirer  (1851-58),  and  World  (1860-61);  and  the  London 
Spectator  (1863-67),  for  which  he  wrote  "Yankee  Letters."  Among  his  published  books 
are:  "Biographical  and  Critical  Hand-Book  of  Christian  Art"  (1863);  "Shakespeare's 
Scholar"  (1854);  "National  Hymns:  A  Lyrical  and  National  Study  for  the  Times" 
(1861);  "Memoirs  of  the  Life  of  William  Shakespeare,  with  an  Essay  towards  the  Ex- 
pression of  His  Genius,"  etc.  (1865);  "Poetry  of  the  CSvil  War"  (1866);  "Words  and  their 
Uses"  (1870);  "England  Without  and  Within"  (1881);  "The  Riverside  Shakespeare," 
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with  biography,  introduction,  and  notes  (1883,  3  vols.);  an  annotated  edition  of  Shake- 
speare (1857-65, 12  vols.).  He  published  one  novel,  "The  Fate  of  Mansfield  Humphreys'' 
(1884).— Warner,  Charles  Dudley,  ed.  1897,  Library  of  tie  World's  Best  Literature, 
Biographical  Dictionary,  vol.  xxix,  p.  571. 

small  place,  we  meet  the  same  people  so 
often;  but  I  have  not  found  it  so.  The  last 
time  I  met  Mr.  White  was  at  the  Authors' 
Club  a  year  and  a  half  ago.  We  lived  within 
hailing  distance  of  each  other,  only  two 
streets  apart,  he  with  a  southern  exposure 
in  his  rooms,  I  with  a  northern  one  in  mine. 
There  was  no  reason  why  we  should  not 
have  met  often,  or  only  the  reason  that  the 
world  is  very,  very  large,— in  a  busy  crow- 
ded city  l^ke  this.— Stoddard,  Richard 
Henry,  1885,  Richard  OrarU  White,  The 
Critic,  vol  6,  pp.  181, 182. 

The  whole  life  of  Richard  Grant  White 
was  passed  in  New  York.  He  was  bom 
there  and  he  died  there,  and  in  all  the  in- 
tervening years  his  absences  from  the  town 
were  few  and  brief.  .  .  .  His  knowledge  of 
his  own  country  from  personal  observa- 
tion was  also  unusually  limited  for  an 
American  of  any  condition.  Yet,  long  as 
he  lived  in  New  York,  he  never  conceived 
any  real  affection  for  the  great  commercial 
capital.  He  was  a  stranger  in  a  strange  city. 
.  .  .  From  first  to  last  he  had  no  intimates 
among  the  writers  of  his  day.  Until  the 
establishment  of  the  Authors'  Club,  a  short 
time  before  his  death,  he  belonged  to  none 
of  the  associations  of  his  craft.  ...  He 
lived  wholly  apart  from  the  ways  and  the 
sympathies  of  the  literary  class  around 
him.  He  went  to  them  neither  for  applause 
nor  for  intellectual  stimulus.  ...  He  was 
keenly  sensitive  about  the  dignity  of  his 
profession  and  the  conduct  becoming  a 
gentleman.  He  prided  himself  on  never 
having  been  an  applicant  for  any  place  or 
favor.  He  would  not  elbow  his  way  to  a 
superior  seat;  for,  of  all  God's  creatures, 
the  being  now  described  as  a  "hustler"  was 
most  odious  in  his  eyes..  .  .  .  Mr.  White 
was  looked  upon,  by  the  younger  writers 
more  especially,  as  an  arrogant  and  con- 
ventional man,  starched,  affected,  and 
supercilious,  incapable  of  other  emotion 
than  self-admiration,— vain,  conceited,  and 
a  coxcomb.  This  impression  was  strength- 
ened by  the  formality  of  his  manners,  the 
precision  of  his  speech,  and  the  suggestion 
in  the  cut  of  his  garments  and  the  chai^ 
acter  of  his  utterance  that  he  wus  an  Anglo- 
maniac,  who  felt  himself  above  his  calling 
and  his  colleagues.    Ashe  was  two  inches 


PETtSONAL 

A  very  tall  young  man,  with  a  strong  and 
not  markedly  handsome  face,  known  as 
Richard  Grant  White.  He  talked  well, 
[1840]  and  had  a  marked  tendency  to  al- 
lude to  the  writings  of  one  Shakespeare,  of 
whom  he  appeared  to  be  a  "Scholar."  He 
had  also  some  very  pronounced  ideas  con- 
nected with  philology,  giving  promise  that 
some  day  he  might  be  heard  from  with 
reference  to  spellings,  derivations,  the  mor- 
als of  Uterature,  etc.— Morpord,  Henry, 
1880,  John  Kee9e,  His  IrUimates,  Morford's 
Magazine,  June. 

His  life  was  retired,  and  his  intimates 
were  not  numerous.  At  concerts  and  at  the 
opera  his  tall,  erect,  and  striking  figure  (he 
was  six  feet  and  three  inches),  resembling 
that  of  an  English.,  guardsman,  was  very 
familiar  to  habiiuis.  He  was  a  man  of  many 
accomplishments  and  achievements,  but 
almost  exclusively  devoted  to  literary  and 
artistic  pursuits.— Wilson,  James  Grant, 
1885,  Bryant  and  His  Friends,  p.  427. 

There  was  a  certain  whimsicality  in  his 
temperament,  as  there  was  in  the  tempera- 
ment of  Mr.  Charles  Astor  Bristed,  which 
amused  his  friends  and  enraged  his  enemies. 
A  ripe  scholar,  he  was  contemptuous  toward 
the  crass  ignorance  (for  it  could  be  nothing 
less)  which  questioned  his  dicta,  either  in  re- 
gard to  music,  of  which  he  was  a  student 
and  a  proficient;  or  language,  in  which  he 
was  acute  rather  than  learned;  or  art,  of 
which  he  was  a  skilful  connoisseiu-;  or,  worse 
than  all,  the  niceties  of  Elizabethan  erudi- 
tion. Courtly  and  polished  in  his  personal 
address,  his  pen  was  apt  to  run  away  with 
him  when  once  he  put  it  on  paper.  His 
composure  was  exasperating, — exasperat- 
ing to  his  equals,  and  maddening  to  his  in- 
feriors, which  most  of  his  assailants  as- 
suredly were.  If  he  could  have  shut  his 
eyes  to  some  of  the  foibles  of  his  country- 
men, as  the  best  of  his  countrymen  shut 
their  eyes  to  some  of  his  foibles,  he  would 
have  had  a  pleasanter  time  of  it;  and  he 
liked  a  pleasant  time.  But  he  was  like  lago 
— "nothing  if  not  critical."  ...  I  can 
hardly  say  that  I  knew  this  accomplished 
man-of-letters,  though  I  was  acquainted 
with  him  for  a  quarter  of  a  century  and  up- 
wards. .  .  .  The  world  is  said  to  be  a  very 
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upward  of  six  feet  in  height,  and  carried 
himself  with  remark&ble  outness,  he  did 
overtop  them  phyincally.  ...  He  was  in- 
capable of  malice  himself,— as  incapable  as 
he  was  of  jealousy, — and  though  he  had  a 
keen  sense  of  humor,  as  he  demonstrated 
very  conspicuously,  he  never  resorted  to  its 
use  as  a  cloak  for  envy  and  malignity.  He 
could  not  accuse  himself  of  any  lack  of 
courtesy  to  those  with  whom  he  came  in 
contact  for  he  was  always  courteous  and 
considerate  to  the  last  degree.    If  he  never 

Eermitted  obtrusive  familiarity,  neither  did 
e  himself  fail  in  showing  due  regard  for 
others.— Church,  Francis  P.,  1891,  Rich- 
ard  Orani  White,  AUantie  Manihly,  vol  67. 

QENERAL 

He  has,  for  years,  been  recognized  as  a 
thinker  and  scholar  of  singular  independ- 
ence of  character.  He  has  shown,  in  treat- 
ing every  object  he  has  discussed,  so  con- 
fident a  mastery  of  the  subject  matter  re- 
lating to  it,  and  has  been  so  bold  in  ri^^dly 
following  out  to  their  logical  conclusions 
the  novel,  and  occasionally  somewhat  ec- 
centric, trains  of  thought  he  has  started, 
that  he  has  become  a  constantly  questioned 
although  still  a  palpable  force  in  our  liter- 
ature. Perhaps  he  is  most  eagerly  read  bv 
those  who  most  vehemently  dis^jee  with 
him  in  opinion.  On  the  whole,  it  may  be 
said  that  no  other  American  man  of  letters 
has  had  his  ereat  merits  more  grudgingly 
allowed,  and  nis  minor  defects  more  assidu- 
ously ma^ified.  .  .  •  What  most  at- 
tracts us  m  his  career  as  a  professional 
American  man  of  letters  is  the  courage 
with  which  he  has  expressed  his  opinions, 
whether  popular  or  unpopular;  the  pa- 
tience with  which  he  has  investigated  the 
materials  of  literary  and  social  history  on 
which  just  opinions  regarding  such  matters 
are  founded;  and  the  acuteness,  independ- 
ence, force,  and  fertility  of  thought  he  has 
brought  to  the  discussion  of  every  debat- 
able question  which  has  attracted  his  at- 
tention as  a  critic  and  a  scholar.  We  might 
clamorously  demur  to  many  of  his  most 
confident  judgments,  but  the  spirit  which 
animates  him  as  a  thinker  and  seeker  after 
truth  appears  to  us  pure,  wise,  and  un- 
selfish.—Whipple,  Edwin  Percy,  1882, 
Riehard  Orani  WkUe,  AUaniie  ManOUy,  vol 
49,  pp.  214,  222. 

The  death  of  Mr.  White  has  left  a  blank 
in  American  letters  which  only  one  writer, 
Mr.  Horace  Howard  FumeBs,  can  be  said  to 


£11.  He  was  our  foremost  Shakespearean 
scholar,  and  was  recognised  as  such  by  all 
competent  judges  abroad,  even  by  those 
who  dissented  from  many  of  his  conclu- 
sions. ...  If  I  am  any  judge  of  English 
prose,  the  prose  of  Mr.  White,  when  at  its 
best,  is  frank,  lucid,  direct,  and  manly.— 
Stoddard,  Richard  Henrt,  1885,  Riehard 
Grant  White,  The  Critic,  vol  6,  p.  181. 

The  satirical  power  which  the  late  Rich- 
ard Grant  White  possessed  was  little  known 
to  the  public,  because  he  studiously  avoided 
the  presentation  of  his  claims  on  that  score. 
...  By  his  scholarly  attitude  and  work, 
as  well  as  by  his  frequent  anonymous  con- 
tributions to  press  criticisms  of  books,  he 
rendered  good  service  to  the  cause  of  Amer- 
ican letters.— Lathrop,  George  Parsons, 
1886,  The  Literary  Movement  in  New  York, 
Harper^e  Magazine,  vol  73,  p.  814. 

White's  faults  as  a  critic  were  a  severity 
sometimes  amounting  to  ill-nature;  an  ego- 
tistic self-assertion  that  was  unjust  to  his 
opponents;  an  inability  to  state  fairly  the 
other  side  of  a  question;  a  fondness  for 

1)etty  discussions;  and  an  occasional  pro- 
ixity.  As  a  writer  on  Shakespeare  and  an 
editor  of  his  works,  he  dwelt  with  increas- 
ing and  one-sided  force  upon  the  defects  of 
Shakespeare's  personality,  until  the  puzzle 
reader  wondered  how  Hamlet  or  Juliet 
could  be  evoked  from  the  brain  of  so  mean  a 
man.  But  White  exposed  and  shamed 
many  pretentious  ignoramuses,  Shake- 
spearean and  other;  he  ridiculed  and  routed 
thewretehed  crew  of  annotators,  '^  conject- 
ural" readers,  and  forgers  of  text;  and  hd 
made  very  clear  (especially  in  "The  Life 
and  Genius  of  Shakespeare,"  vol.  I,  of  the 
twelve-volume  edition)  the  true  and  the 
false  in  the  Shakespeare  life-legend.  Not  a 
philologist  himself,  he  promoted  the  study 
of  the  forms  and  uses  of  words;  and  in  gen- 
eral he  performed  a  sound  service  to  Amer- 
ican criticism  by  his  very  C3micism  and 
coldness.  Here  was  a  writer  who  could 
sharply  challenge  sentimentality  and  half- 
knowledge,  within  his  particular  field.  His 
notes  on  England  are  much  inferior  to 
Hawthorne's  or  Emerson's  both  in  descrip- 
tion and  in  analysis;  and  bis  one  novel,  por- 
tentously called  '"The  Fate  of  Mansfield 
Humphreys;  with  the  Episode  of  Mr. 
Washington  Adams  in  England,  and  an 
Apology,"  is  a  laughable  failure. — Rich- 
ardson, Charles  F.,  1887,  American  Liters 
atwre,  1607-1885,  vol.  I,  p.  442. 
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Ss  ''Words  and  their  Uses/'  an  ad- 
mirable and  unhackneyed  guide  to  sound 
prose  composition,  was  published  in  1870; 
his  "Every  Day  English/'  about  tra  years 
later.  During  this  period  he  also  wrote 
monthly  papers  for  ''The  Galaxy"  maga^ 
zine,  and  articles,  sometimes  critical,  some- 
times controversial.  In  the  latter,  he  was 
especially  felicitous;  few  men  were  better 


able  to  annihilate  an  opponent,  while 
maintaining  thorough  good-humor.  .  .  . 
White's  musical  criticisms  have  not  been 
rescued  from  the  periodicals  in  which  they 
originally  appeared,  yet  they  are  the  beet 
that  have  been  written  in  this  country.— 
Hawthorne,  Julian,  and  Lemmon,  Leon- 
ard, 1891,  American  LUeraiUTe,  pp.  305, 
306. 


Sir  Henry  Taylor 

1800-1886 
Bom,  at  Bishop  Middleham,  Durham,  1800.  Served  in  Navy  as  Midshipman,  1814. 
To  London,  1816.  In  CSvil  employment  for  some  years,  in  London;  at  Barbados  for  few 
months  in  1820.  Settled  in  London,  1823.  Held  post  in  Colonial  Office,  1824-72.  Mar- 
ried the  Hon.  Theodosia  Alicia  EUen  Frances  Charlotte  Spring-Rice,  1839.  Hon.  D.  C. 
L.,  Oxford,  2  July  1862,  K.  C.  M.  G.,  30  June  1869.  Died,  at  Bournemouth,  27  March, 
1886.  Warki:  "Isaac  Comnenus"  (anon.),  1827;  "Philip  Van  Artevelde,"  1834;  "The 
Statesman,"  1836;  "Edwin  the  Fair,"  1842;  "The  Eve  of  the  Conquest,"  1847;  "Notes 
from  Life,"  1847;  "Notes  from  Books,"  1849;  "The  Virgin  Widow,"  1850;  "St.  Qement's 
Eve,"  1862;  "Poetical  Works"  (3  vols.),  1864  [18631;  "A  Sicilian  Summer,"  1868;  "Crime 
considered,  in  a  letter  to  the  Rt.  Hon.  W.  E.  Gladstone,"  1868;  "Autobiomphy  .  .  . 
1800-1875"  (2 vols.),  1885  (priv.  ptd.  1874-77);  "Works"  (5  vols.),  1877-78.  FoBihumoui: 
"Correspondence,"  ed.  E.  Dowden,  1888.— Sharp,  R.  Farquharson,  1897,  A  DieHonary  oj 
English  Avikan,  p.  275. 

senses  of  that  deep-reaching  word,  and  with 
a  fine  readiness  to  apprehend  new  truth, 
and  stand  by  it.— Carltle,  Thomas,  1867, 
Southey,  Reminiiceneei,  ed.  Norton,  vol.  n,  p. 
278. 

Though  thus  intoxicated  by  solitude.  Sir 
Henry  Taylor  has  had  little  of  the  Words- 
worthian  passion  for  nature.  He  seeks  re- 
freshment and  restoration  from  the  beauty 
of  the  world,  and  has  a  peculiar  delight  in 
sylvan  recesses,  the  haunts  of  meditation; 
but  external  nature  has  not  been  for  him  a 
sibyl,  a  maenad,  a  bride,  or  an  awful  mother. 
His  wisdom  and  power  have  been  drawn 
from  human  life,  from  human  life  in  cer- 
tain oommte  fon&s,  leading  up  to  generalisa- 
tions which  are  axiomaia  media,  of  invalu- 
able service  to  the  dramatic  poet,  but 
hardly  attaining  the  rank  of  first  principles. 
.  .  .  Sir  Henry  Taylor  for  a  long  time  cared 
less  for  the  society  of  men  of  letters  than  for 
that  of  wits,  and  less  for  that  of  ^-its  than 
for  the  society  of  bright,  refined,  and  accom- 
plished women.  Half  his  pleasure  in  their 
presence  was  social,  and  haJf  was  the  poet's 
pleasure  of  the  imagination.  For  some- 
times it  was  enough  that  they  should  be* 
seen,  and  should  set  his  fancy  at  play.  Here 
is  a  gleam  of  poetry  in  the  reception-room, 
an  oasis  in  the  social  wilderness,  a  solitude, 
a  refuge,  a  delight  amid  the  monstrous 


PERSONAL 

The  two  volumes  that  I  send  you  are 
making  a  rumour,  and  are  highly  and  I  be- 
lieve justly  extolled.  They  are  written  by  a 
friend  of  mine,  a  remarkably  handsome 
young  man  whom  you  may  have  seen  on 
one  of  our  latest  Thursday  evening  con- 
versazioni.—CoLERiDGE,  Samuel  Taylor, 
1834,  To  Miu  Eliza  Nixon,  July  9;  Letten, 
ed.  E.  H.  Coleridge,  vol.  u,  p.  774. 

I  breakfasted  in  the  morning  at  Rogers's, 
to  meet  the  new  poet,  Mr.  Taylor,  the  au- 
thor of  "Van  Artevelde:"  our  company, 
besides,  being  Sydney  Smith  and  Southey. 
Van  Artevelde,  a  tall,  handsome  young 
fellow.—MooRS,  Thomas,  1835,  Diary, 
March  28;  Memoin,  Journal  and  Corret- 
pondence,  ed.  RuueU,  vol.  vu,  p.  76. 

Went  to  breakfast  with  Rogers.  Met 
Lyon,  Aubrey  de  Vere,  and  to  my  great  de- 
light, Henry  Taylor,  author  of  "Philip  Van 
.A^velde."  He  talked  much,  and  talked 
well  I  his  knowledge  of  our  poets  is  very  ex- 
tensive indeed;  he  quoted  much,  and  ex- 
cellently well.— Macreadt,  W.  C,  1846, 
Diary,  July  2;  Bemini9cence$,  ed.  Polloek, 
p.  584. 

Taylor  himself,  a  solid,  sound-headed, 
faithful,  but  not  a  well-read  or  wide-minded 
man,  though  of  marked  veracity,  in  all 
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regiment  of  dowagers  and  damozels. — 
DowDEN,  Edward,  1885,  Autobiograpky  of 
Henry  Taylor,  The  Academy,  vol.  27,  p.  268. 

Fourscore  and  five  times  has  the  gradual  year 
Risen  and  fulfilled  its  days  of  youth  and  eld 
Since  first  the  child's  eyes  opening  first  beheld 
Light,  who  now  leaves  behind  to  help  us  here 
Light  shed  from  song  as  starlight  from  a  sphere 
Serene  as  summer;  song  whose  charm  com- 
pelled 
The  sovereign  soul  made  flesh  in  Artevelde 
To  stand  august  before  us  and  austere, 
Half  sad  with  mortal  Knowledge,  all  sublime 
With  trust  that  takes  no  taint  from  change  or 

time, 
Trust  in  man's  might  of  manhood.  Strong  and 


Clothed  round  with  reverence  of  remembering 

hearts. 
He,  twin-bom  with  our  nigh  departing  age, 
Into  the  light  of  peace  and  fame  departs. 

---SwiNBURNS,  Algernon  Charles,  1886, 
On  the  Deaik  of  Sir  Henry  Taylor,  The 
Athenceum,  No.  3050,  p.  488. 

His  life  was  full  of  honour,  and  the  close 
of  it  thoroughly  to  be  envied.  In  the  midst 
of  a  loving  family  he  went,  without  a  pang 
or  a  struggle,  into  the  rest  of  death.  His 
reputation  as  a  man  of  letters,  though  per- 
haps of  slow  growth,  is  destined,  I  tlunk,  to 
endure.  Though  a  zealous  interest  in 
literature  was  the  ruling  passion  of  his 
nature,  I  know  no  one,  since  Walter  Scott, 
who  rose  above  the  ordinary  defects  of  the 
literary  character,  more  thoroughly  and 
nobly.  Jealousy  and  vanity  were  unknown 
to  him,  and  if  a  man  cannot  be  a  poet  with- 
out belonging  to  the  "genus  irritable, '^  a 
poet  he  was  not.  His  genius,  in  truth,  if 
not  of  the  highest  order,  had  nothing  in 
common  with  the  genius  of  disease;  on  the 
contrary,  it  was  braced  and  strengthened 
by  great  general  ability,  a  sound  judgment, 
and  a  masculine  good  sense.  .  .  .  He  cared 
a  great  deal  for  many  things,  but  what  he 
did  not  care  a  great  deal  for,  he  put  aside  as 
if  it  had  no  existence.  He  therefore  allowed 
sundry  subjects,  which  might  have  brought 
him,  a  dramatic  poet,  into  closer  and  more 
cordial  intercourse  with  varieties  of  men, 
to  lie  outside  his  ken,  and  this  limited  in 
some  degree  his  reach  of  imagination,  and 
his  powers  of  thought.  He  has  spoken  for 
himself  in  his  memoirs,  so  that  these  re- 
marks are  perhaps  superfluous,  but  I  could 
not  pass  over  the  loss  of  so  dear  a  friend  in 
fiilence.--DoYLE,  Sir  Francis  Hastings, 
1886,  ReminUeenees  and  Opinions,  pp. 
408,409. 


After  an  intimacy  with  him  extendmg 
much  over  forty  years,  I  never  saw  him 
once  out  of  temper  or  once  made  anxious 
about  trifles.  He  lived  m  a  large  world, 
built  up  by  justice  and  truth,  and  in  him 
there  was  no  small  world.  .  .  .  He  was  not 
only  free  from  morbidness,  but  without  a 
to^ich  of  sensitiveness.  No  criticism  pained 
him,  and  no  Mend  feared  to  speak  to  him 
with  entire  frankness.  In  his  young  days  he 
was  said  to  be  a  severe  censor;  but  as  life 
advanced,  his  judgments  became  more  in- 
dulgent without  becoming  less  just.  He 
judged  deeds  as  before;  but  not  always 
those  who  did  them.  ...  It  may  be  well 
to  add  that  by  no  virtue  was  he  more  sig- 
nally marked  than  by  humility  .--DbVers, 
Aubrey,  1897,  ReeoUeetions,  pp.  177, 178. 


PHILIP  VAN  ARTEVELDE 
1884 

I  have  been  really  cheered  and  delighted 
by  some  passages  of  a  new  work— ''Philip 
van  Artevelde"-— and  more  particularly  by 
parts  of  its  noble  preface  contained  in  the 
Athenaum  of  to-day.  I  feel  assured  that 
you  will  greet  as  gladly  as  myself  the  rising 
up  of  whskt  appears  to  be  a  majestic  mind 
amongst  us;  and  the  putting  forth  of 
strengthening  and  elevating  views  respect- 
ing the  high  purposes  of  intellectual  power. 
I  have  already  sent  to  order  the  book,  feel- 
ing that  it  wUl  be  quite  an  addition  to  the 
riches  of  my  mental  estate.— H^MAffS,  Feli- 
cu  Dorothea,  1834,  Letter,  May;  Memar-' 
ids,  ed.  Chorley,  vol.  U,  p.  311. 

Years  and  years  have  passed  ance  it 
came  in  the  way  of  our  ofllce  to  call  atten- 
tion to  the  appearance  of  a  new  English 
poem  at  once  of  such  pretensions  and  such 
execution.  If  Mr.  Taylor  should  devote 
himself  to  dramatic  composition  with  a 
view  to  the  stage,  he  must  learn  to  brace  his 
dialogue  somewhat  more  tightiy,  and  to  in- 
dulge less  in  discursive  reflection;  but  he 
has  already  done  enough  to  secure  himself 
a  place  among  the  real  artists  of  his  time. 
— LocKHART,  John  Gibs(»(,  1834,  Philip 
Van  Artevelde,  The  Qnarteriy  Review,  vol.  51, 
p.  391. 

I  have  heard  the  word  "washy"  applied 
to  the  superficial  style  of  painting,  where 
the  figures  have  no  depth,  massiveness,  sub- 
stance, and  the  epithet  seems  to  me  to 
siut  a  good  deal  of  the  fashionable  poetry 
and  fiction.  One  admirable  exception  I 
lately  met  with  in  "Philip  Van  Artevelde. *' 
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Here  I  found  myself  amidst  real  beings, 
breathing  the  breath  of  life,  and,  in  spite  of 
some  affectation  of  styloi  speaking  and  act- 
ing from  their  own  souls,  and  not  graceful 
or  sentimental  puppets,  through  whom  the 
author  shows  you  his  slall  and  nne  thoughts. 
— Channing,  William  Ellert,  1835,  To 
Mm  Aikin,  Jan.  5;  Correipondenee  o]  Will- 
iam  Ellery  Channing  and  Lney  Aikin,  ed,  Le 
Breton,  p.  234. 

The  publication  of  his  poem  in  this  coun- 
try was  preceded  by  such  high  encomiums 
from  the  leading  Reviews  of  Great  Britain, 
.that  it  was  impossible  that  its  reception 
amongst  us  should  be  unprejudiced  and 
impartial;  and  if,  notwithstanding  the  first 
feeling  of  disappointment  from  this  cause 
and  the  detection  of  some  faults  in  the 
work  which  we  were  not  prepared  to  see, 
we  have  yet  risen  from  its  perusal  with  a 
conviction  that  it  is  a  work  of  rare  beauty 
and  power,  there  can  be  no  doubt  that  it 
well  deserves  thid  character.  It  is  a  very 
daring  work,  and  risks  failure  in  every 
way  by  attempting  to  unite  every  variety 
of  composition  in  one  piece.  It  passes  from 
the  stern  to  the  tender,  from  the  lofty  to  the 
pathetic,  and  strikes  all  the  changes  of  the 
heroic,  the  lyric,  the  dramatic,  and  the  de- 
scriptive, the  didactic,  and  the  familiar. 
No  youne  author  ever  made  his  beginning 
in  a  bolder  and  more  venturesome  enter- 
prise, or  by  his  first  attempt  secured  a  more 
decided  claim  to  be  esteemed  a  writer  of 
high  and  diversified  talents,  whose  fame  is 
akeady  sure.— Ware,  Henry,  Jr.,  1835, 
Taylor's  Philip  Van  Artevelde,  Christian 
Examiner,  vol.  19,  p.  245. 

The  arguments  of  Mr.  Taylor  lead  us 
directly  to  the  question  of  why  does  he  not 
write  in  prose?  Certainly  "Philip  Van 
Artevelde"  would  have  been  as  dramatic 
and  romantic  in  prose  as  in  its  present  form. 
Its  rhythm  appears  unnecessary,  and  he 
evidently  feels  it.  After  writing  a  romance 
ID  about  ten  thousand  lines  of  verse,  which 
ought  to  have  been  three  volumes  of  elegant 
prose,  he  then  composes  a  Preface  to  justify 
the  proceeding.  He  says,  "My  critical 
views  have  rather  resulted  from  composi- 
tion than  directed  it."  Finding  he  could 
rise  no  higher,  he  strives  to  show  that  rising 
higher  would  argue  a  loss  "of  the  equipoise 
of  reason."— HoRNE,  Richard  Hengist, 
1844,  A  New  Spirit  of  the  Age,  p.  354. 

First  and  highest  in  this  list  comes 
"Philip  Van  Artevelde,"  of  which  we  can 


say  that  it  bears  new  fruit  at  the  twentieth 
reading.  At  first  it  fell  rather  coldly  on  the 
mind,  comins  as  it  did,  not  as  the  flower 
of  fuU  flushed  being,  but  with  the  air  of  an 
experiment  made  to  verify  a  theory.  It 
came  with  wrinkled  critic's  brow,  con- 
sciously antagonistic  to  a  tendency  of  the 
age,  and  we  looked  on  it  with  cold  critic's 
eye,  unapt  to  weep  or  glow  at  its  bidding. 
But,  on  closer  acquaintance,  we  see  that 
this  way  of  looking,  though  induced  by  the 
author,  is  quite  unjust.  It  is  really  a  noble 
work  that  teaches  us,  a  genuine  growth  that 
makes  us  grow,  a  reflex  of  nature  from  the 
calm  depths  of  a  large  soul.  The  grave  and 
comprehensive  character  of  the  ripened 
man,  of  him  whom  fire,  and  light,  and  earth 
have  tempered  to  an  intelligent  delegate  of 
humanity,  has  never  been  more  justly  felt, 
rarely  more  life-like  painted,  than  by  this 
author.  —  OssoLi,  Margaret  Fuller, 
1850(7),  The  Modem  Drama;  AH,  Liter- 
aiure,  and  the  Drama,  p.  124. 

Though  the  motion  is  often  quick  and  al- 
ways progressive  in  Mr.  Taylor's  plays, 
though  there  is  much  of  humour  in  them 
and  much  also  of  pathos,  he  does  not  de- 
pend on  action  only  for  his  effect;  but  lays 
bare  and  examines  the  sources  of  action, 
and  shows  the  early,  underground  springs 
of  the  mind  from  which  the  rivers  of 
thought  well  up  to  the  light  with  adndrable 
success.  I  do  not  know  that  we  have  a 
clearer  idea  of  the  inward  working  of  Ham- 
let's mind  than  we  have  of  that  of  Van 
Artevelde,  as  he  rises  through  patriotism 
from  the  contented  philosophy  of  private 
life  to  be  the  saviour  of  his  city  and  dic- 
tator of  his  countrymen;  and  afterwards 
falls  through  too  close  a  contact  with 
worldly  greatness  and  worldly  ways  into 
sin,  violence,  and  destruction.— Trollope, 
Anthony,  1865,  Henry  Taylor's  Poems, 
Fortnightly  Review,  vol  1,  p.  131. 

The  author  of  the  finest  dramatic  poem 
of  our  time.— Holland,  Sir  Henry,  1871, 
ReeoUeetioTis  oj  Past  Life,  p.  11. 

There  are  those,  the  writer  is  one,  in 
whose  life  the  first  reading  and  re-reading 
of  "Philip  Van  Artevelde"  was  an  epoch. 
The  other  writings  of  Sir  Henry  Taylor, 
both  in  prose  and  verse,  left  their  impres- 
sion, but  the  great  "Dramatic  Romance" 
has  always  stood  alone.  It  was  not  merely 
the  wonderful  thoughtfulness  and  beauty 
of  passages  beyond  number:  and  not  many 
readers  know  how  many  lines  from  "Philip 
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Van  Artevelde"  have  passed  into  stock 
quotations:  The  world  knows  nothing  of  Us 
ffreaieii  men  has  been  said  by  numbers  who 
never  read  a  play  of  Sir  Henry  Taylor's. 
But  there  was  a  strange  and  awe-inspiring 
influence  exerted  upon  youthful  readers  by 
the  stem  sobriety,  the  restrained  good 
sense,  combined  with  the  bright  gleam  of 
something  very  near  to  the  high^  poetic 
genius.  One  thought  the  author  must  be 
sixty  at  least:  we  &d  he  was  only  thirty- 
four:  though  in  the  days  of  the  first  enthu- 
siastic study  of  the  drama  that  would  have 
appeared  as  advanced  middle  age.  Good 
sense,  in  combination  with'  brilliancy, 
overawes  readers  of  twenty-two:  impresses 
them  with  the  sense  of  an  infinite  elevation 
above  their  own  standpoint. — Boyd,  An- 
drew K.  H.,  1885,  Sir  Henry  TayWs 
Autobiography,  Longman*B  Magazine,  vol. 
5,  p.  624. 

The  poem  is  remarkable  throughout  for 
its  metre,  which  cannot  be  surpassed  in 
force,  variety,  harmony,  and  dramatic 
significance.  ...  His  is  not  the  poetry 
which  contents  itself  with  raking  super- 
ficially the  loose  soil  of  the  affections.  He 
ploughs  deeply,  and  turns  up  a  substratum 
of  human  feeling  not  often  revealed  to  light 
in  the  merely  descriptive  drama  so  conmion 
in  modem  tunes.  .  .  .  Were  a  critic  to  de- 
scribe "Philip  Van  Artevelde"  in  one  word, 
he  might  say  it  was  a  solid  work.  In  its  ex- 
treme thoughtfulness  it  preserves  the  better 
characteristics  of  our  age;  but  those  who 
have  only  been  in  the  habit  of  reading 
poetry  as  a  trivial  amusement,  or  a  relaxa- 
tion from  study,  and  who  are  only  familiar 
with  works  produced  to  gratify  the  taste  of 
the  moment,  to  stimulate  the  jaded  appetite, 
to  flatter  an  abject  love  of  the  mere  orna- 
ments of  poetry,  or  an  effeminate  depend- 
ence on  its  sensual  part,— all  those  per- 
sons must  have  at  first  felt  surprised  at 
finding  themselves  confronted  with  a  work 
so  substantial  in  its  materials,  so  manly  in 
its  structure,  so  severe  in  its  style,  and  so 
gravely  impressive  in  spirit  and  general 
tendency,  as  this  remarkable  work.  It  is 
full  of  the  philosophy  of  practical  life;  and 
in  this  respect  it  is  analogous  to  many  pro- 
ductions of  an  age  which  has  occupied  itself 
with  the  philosophy  of  all  subjects. — Db 
Verb,  Aubrey,  1887,  Essays  Chiefly  on 
Poetry,  vol  I,  pp.  288,  293. 

As  a  study  of  a  group  of  characters, 
"Philip    Van  Artevelde"   stands   almost 


afone.— Japp,  Alexander  H.,  1894,  The 
Poets  and  the  Poetry  of  the  Century,  KeaU  to 
Lytion,  ed.  Milnes,  p.  314. 

"PhUip  Van  Artevelde"  is  so  clearly  Tay- 
lor's best  work  that  his  literary  faculty  may 
be  judged,  certainly  without  danger  of  de- 
preciation, from  it  alone.  It  is  a  historical 
drama,  and  the  title  sufficiently  mdicates 
the  age  and  countiy  in  which  tiie  scene  is 
laid.  The  whole  drama  is  long,  and  the 
slow  movement  adapts  it  rather  for  read- 
ing than  for  representation.  It  is  com- 
pel of  two  parts,  separated  by  "The  Lay 
of  Elena,"  a  lyrical  piece  in  which  may  be 
detected  echoes  both  of  Wordsworth  and 
Coleridge,  with  an  occasional  suggestion  of 
Scott.  .  .  .  A  man  of  talent  with  a  touch  of 
genius,  Taylor  saw  clearly  what  the  poetry 
of  his  time  needed,  but  for  want  of  the 
"passion  of  thought"  he  failed  to  supply  it. 
—Walker,  Hugh,  1897,  The  Age  of  fenny- 
son,  pp.  62,  63. 

GENERAL 

Henry  Taylor's  Tragedies  are  of  the  very 
best  kind.— SouTHET,  Robert,  1834,  To  C. 
C.  Bedford,  July  3;  Life  and  Correspondence, 
eh.  XXXV. 

I  think,  or  hope,  that  he  will  yet  write 
things  worthy  of  ungrudging  praise;  and  I 
much  approve  his  manly  style,  as  an  anti- 
dote to  the  sentimental  jargon  of  which  we 
have  so  much;  but  he  must  cultivate  moral 
refinement,  to  give  pleasure  where  he  must 
wish  to  please.  Above  all,  he  must  never 
again  make  his  hero  exclaim,  "How  little 
flattering  is  a  woman's  love!"— Aikin, 
Lucy,  1836,  To  Dr.  Channing,  March  10; 
Correspondence  of  William  EUtry  Channing 
and  Lucy  AUein,  ed.  Le  Breton,  p.  241. 

The  diligent  students  and  cultivated  ad- 
mirers of  poetry  will  assign  to  the  author  of 
"Edwin  tne  Fair"  a  rank  second  to  none  of 
the  competitors  for  the  laurel  in  his  own 
generation.  They  will  celebrate  the  rich 
and  complex  harmony  of  his  metre,  the 
masculine  force  of  his  understanding,  the 
wide  range  of  his  survey  of  life  and  man- 
ners, and  the  profusion  with  which  he  can 
afford  to  lavish  his  intellectual  resources. 
The  mere  lovers  of  his  art  will  complain, 
that  in  the  consciousness  of  his  own  mental 
wealth,  he  forgets  the  prevailing  poverty; 
that  he  levies  too  severe  a  tribute  of  atten- 
tion, and  exacts  from  a  thoughtless  world 
meditations  more  deep,  and  abstractions 
more  prolonged,  than  they  are  able  or  will- 
ing to  command.  .  .  They  will  admit  that 
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the  author  of  "Edwin  the  Fair"  can 
both  judge  as  a  philosopher,  and  feel  as  a 
poet;  but  will  wish  that  his  poetry  had  been 
less  philosophical,  or  his  philosophy  less 
poetical.  It  is  a  wish  that  will  be  seconded 
by  those  who  revere  his  wisdom,  and  de- 
light in  his  genius;  and  who,  therefore,  re- 
gret to  anticipate  that  his  labours  will 
hardly  be  rewarded  by  an  early  or  an  ex- 
tensive popularity.— ^PHEN,  Sir  James, 
1842,  TayWs  Edwin  the  Fair,  Edinburgh 
Review,  vol.  76,  p.  120. 

No  educated  person  can  read  the  works  of 
Mr.  Taylor  without  a  consciousness  that  he 
is  communing  with  a  mind  of  high  order. 
They  are  reflective  and  dignified,  and  are 
written  in  pure  and  nervous  English.  The 
dialogue  is  frequently  terse  and  mipressive, 
and  sometimes  highly  dramatic.  Mr.  Tay- 
lor has  no  sickly  sentiment,  and  scarcely 
any  pathos  or  passion;  but  in  his  writings 
there  are  pleasant  shows  of  feeling,  fancy, 
and  imagination  which  remind  us  that  he 
might  have  been  a  poet  of  a  different  sort 
had  he  been  governed  by  a  different  theory. 
His  principal  faults,  so  far  as  style  is  con- 
cerned, are  occasional  coarseness  of  expres- 
sion, and  inappropriate  or  disagreeable 
imagery.  He  exhibits  also  a  want  of  that 
delicacy  and  refinement  of  conduct  and 
feeling  in  some  of  his  characters  which 
would  have  resulted  from  a  nicer  sense  of 
the  beautifiil  and  a  more  loving  spirit  in 
himself.— Griswold,  Rufus  W.,  1844,  The 
Poets  and  Poetry  of  England  in  the  Nine* 
ieenih  Century,  p.  408. 

Taylor,  whose  noble  intellect  and  fine  con- 
structive powers  were  early  affected  by  the 
teachings  of  Wordsworth,  entered  a  grand 
protest  against  the  sentimentalism  into 
which  the  Byronic  passion  now  had  de- 
generated. He  would,  I  believe,  have  done 
even  better  work,  if  this  very  influence  of 
Wordsworth  had  not  deadened  his  genuine 
dramatic  power.  He  sdwthe  current  evils, 
but  could  not  substitute  a  potential  ex- 
cellence or  found  an  original  school.  As  it  is, 
"PhiUp  Van  Artevelde"  and  "Edwin  the 
Fair"  have  gained  a  place  for  him  in  Eng- 
lish literature  more  enduring  than  the  hon- 
ors awarded  to  many  popular  authors  of  his 
time.  —  Stedman,  Edmund  Clarence, 
1875-87,  Victorian  PoeU,  p,  237. 

His  success  in  characterisation  seems  to 
be  limited  to  the  cases  in  which  he  has 
drawn  upon  his  observation,  or  in  which 
ample  data  for  the  construction  of  types 


have  lain  at  his  disposal.  Where  he  has 
failed  it  is  evident  that  he  has  transcended 
the  range  of  sieht,  or  been  inadequately 
fiumished  with  historical  and  biographical 
material.  The  students  of  his  plays  must  be 
content  to  miss  the  shaping  forethought, 
the  definite  analysis,  the  vivid  energy,  and 
mtense  passion  of  the  great  dramatists;  but, 
in  lieu  of  these,  they  will  be  rewarded  with 
a  discriminating  selection  of  dramatic  sub- 
jects, many  truthful  portraits  and  repre- 
sentations of  historical  scenery,  much  ripe 
scholarship  and  sound  wisdom,  habitual 
dignity  and  occasional  grace  of  style,  and  a 
uniformly  high-minded  and  healthy  tone.— 
Hewlett,  Henry  G.,  1880,  The  Works  of 
Sir  Henry  Taylor,  Nineteenth  Century,  vol 
8,  p.  811. 

The  subject  of  this  Saxon  drama  abounds 
in  variety  of  interests,  political,  ecclesiastio- 
al,  personal,  and  romantic;  uid  not  less 
various  are  the  modes  of  treatment.  .  .  . 
Throughout  it  we  find  one  spirit;  the  spirit,, 
namely,  of  England  in  the  time  of  that 
struggle  which  raged  with  such  violence  be- 
tween the  "men  of  arms  and  the  men  of 
thought."  Throughout  the  whole  play  we 
trace  this  spirit  working  its  way  in  mfferent 
characters  according  to  their  constitution, 
varying  with  their  varieties,  but  every- 
where active.— DeVere,  Aubrey,  1887,, 
Essays  Chiefly  on  Poetry,  vol.  n,  pp.  3, 14. 

Sir  Henry  Taylor  was  a  man  of  sterling 
moral  worth,  intellectual  power,  sound 
wisdom,  refined  taste,  and  mature  judg- 
ment; a  man  of  thought  and  scholarship; 
and,  more  especially,  a  dramatic  poet  of 
great  and  peculiar  ability,  whose  works, 
thoroughly  English  in  character,  have  de- 
servedly given  him  an  enduring  reputation 
among  all  thoughtful  readers.— Symington, 
Andrew  Jambs,  1888,  North  Country  Poets, 
ed.  Andrews,  p.  238. 

His  chief  dramatic  poem,  "Philip  Van 
Artevelde,"  has  had  tne  good  fortune  to 
please  the  critics,  and  has  been  greatly  ap- 
plauded and  admired  in  those  circles  where 
applause  is  the  most  sweet,  but  it  cannot  be 
said  ever  to  have  caught  the  general  ear.  It 
has  not  sufficient  force  either  of  life  or  of 
poetry  to  secure  that  wider  audience,  yet 
the  place  of  the  author  among  contempo- 
rary poets  has  always  been  high,  though 
without  this  essential  basis  of  fame.  His 
other  works— "Edwin  the  Pair, "  the  "Vir- 
gin Widow,"  and  "St.  Clement's  Eve"— 
have  not,  we  think,  gained  even  this  sueeis 
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rfe»/me.— OLn>HANT,   Margaret  0.   W.,  date  himself  to  a  form  hardly  in  keeping 

1892,  The  Victorian  Age  of  English  Ldier-  with  his  spirit  and  temper.     Many  bright 

ature,  p.  242.  droplets  of  l}rriGal    verse    are    scatte^ 

Sir  Henry  Taylor,  though  the  bulk  of  his  through  the  plays,  full  of  light  and  natural 

poems  are  in  the  form  of  dramas,  was  not  Mivet6  and  brightness.   The  same  has  to  be 

par  excellence  a  dramatic  poet.     He  had  said  of  the  short  poems  printed  at  the  end 

more  regard  for  the  delicacies  of  character,  o^  the  plays.—JAPP,  Alexander  H.,  1894, 

and  the  nuances  of  thought  in  relation  to  The  Poets  and  The  Poetry  of  the  Century, 

them,   than   for   incident,  situation,  and  Keats  to  Lytton,  ed.  Milnes,  pp.  UZ,  316. 
what  would  go  towards  effect  in  representa-        There  is  alwa3rs  a  public  for  what  is  called 

tion.  In  truth,  Ms  dramas  are  overweighted  "thoughtful"  poetry,  and  Taylor's  is  more 

with  thought  and  reflection— "too  full  of  than  merely  thoughtful.     But  it  may  be 

good  things,"  as  has  been  said.  ...  Sir  suspected  by  observers  that  when  Robert 

Henry  Taylor  was  generally  too  inclined  to  Browning  came  into  fashion  Henry  Taylor 

brood  and  meditate  over  his  "men  and  went  out. — Saintsbury,  George,  1896,  A 

women"  to  present  them  with  that  force  of  History  of  Nineteenth  Century  Ldierature. 
sustained  and  convincing  reality  needful        His  work  is  like  his  life,  smooth,  calm, 

for  the  stage.  ...  He  was  a  wonderful  re-  unchargeable  with  faults;  but  it  is  not  the 

storer  of  historical  episodes;  a  romancer  kind  that  animates  mankind. — Walker, 

bom  out  of  due  time,  seeking  to  accommo-  Hugh,  1897,  The  Age  of  Tennyson,  p.  62. 


William  Barnes 

1801-1886     • 

Bom,  near  Pentridge,  Dorsetshire  [22  Feb.  ?]  1801;  baptized  20  March.  At  school  at 
Sturminster;  entered  Solicitor's  office  there,  1814  or  1815;  to  another  at  Dorchester,  1818. 
Contrib.,  verses  to  "Weekly  Entertainer,"  1820.  Took  Mastership  of  School,  at  Mere, 
Wiltshu^,  1823;  settied  at  Chantry  House,  Mere,  1827;  Married  Julia  Miles,  [summer  of 
1827?].  Contrib.  to  "Dorset  County  Chronicle,"  1827-35;  to  "Gentieman's  Mag.,"  1831- 
41.  Two  farces  by  him  performed  by  travelling  dramatic  company,  1832;  contrib.  to 
"Hone's  Year  Book,"  1832.  Wrote  first  poems  in  Dorsetshire  dialect,  1833.  Gave  up 
school  at  Mere  and  opened  one  in  Dorchester,  1835.  Entered  name  on  books  of  St.  John's 
Coll.,  Cambridge,  1837.  Intimacy  with  Sheridan  begun,  1844.  Visit  to  London,  June, 
1844.  Sec.  of  Dorset  County  Museum  at  its  foundation,  1845.  Ordained  Deacon,  28 
Feb.  1847;  Priest,  14  March  1848;  Pastor  of  Whitcombe,  near  Dorchester,  Feb.,  1847  to 
Jan.  1852.  Resided  three  terms  at  St.  John's  College,  Cambridge,  1847, 1848, 1850;  B.  D. 
degree,  Oct.,  1850.  Visit  to  London,  1851.  Wife  died,  21  June,  1852.  Contrib.  to 
"Retrospective  Review,"  1853-54.  Civil  List  Pension,  April  1861; contrib.,  to "Macmil- 
lan's  Magazine,"  1861-67.  Presented  with  Rectorship  of  Came,  Jan.  1862.  Gave  up 
school  and  removed  to  Came,  July  1862.  Friendship  with  Tennyson  and  Coventry  Pat- 
more  begun,  1862.  Contrib.  to  "  Eraser's  Magazine, "  1863 ;  to  "  Ladies'  Treasury, "  1863- 
67.  Gave  reading  of  his  poems,  1863-65.  Active  literary  life.  Severe  ilhiess,  1884. 
Died,  at  Came,  11  Oct.  1886;  buried  there.  Works:  "Orra,"  1822;  "The  Etymological 
Glossary,"  1829;  "A  Catechism  of  Government  in  General,"  1833;  "The  Mnemonic  Man- 
ual," 1833;  "A  Few  Words  on  the  Advantages  of  a  more  common  adoption  of  Mathe- 
matics as  a  branch  of  Education,"  1834;  "A  Mathematical  Investigation  of  the  principle 
of  Hanging  Doors,"  1835;  "An  Investigation  of  the  Laws  of  Case,"  1840;  "An  Arithmetic- 
al and  Commercial  Dictionary,"  1841;  "A  Pronouncing  Dictionary  of  Geographical 
Names,"  1841;  "The  Elements  of  Grammar,"  1842;  "The  Elements  of  Linear  Perspec- 
tive," 1842;  "Exercises  in  Practical  Science,"  1844;  "Sabbath  Days,"  1844;  "Po«nsof 
Rural  Life,  in  the  Dorset  Dialect,"  1844;  "Poems,  partly  of  Rural  Life,  in  national  Eng- 
lish," 1846;  "Outlines  of  Geography,"  1847;  "Se  Gefylsta,"  1849;  "Humilis  Domus," 
1849;  "A  PhUological  Granunar,"  1854;  "Notes  on  Ancient  Britain  and  the  Britons," 
1858;  "Hwomely  Rhymes :  a  second  coUection  of  poems  in  the  Dorset  dialect,"  1859;  "Views 
of  Labour  and  Gold,"  1859;  "The  Song  of  Solomon,  in  the  Dorset  Dialect"  (privately 
printed),  1859;  "Tiw,"  1862;  "A  Grammar  and  Glossary  of  the  Dorset  Dialect,"  1864; 
"Poems  of  Rural  life  in  the  Dorset  Dialect:  third  collection,"  1862;  "A  Guide  to 
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Dorchester,"  1864;  "Poems  of  Rural  life  in  Common  English,"  1888;  "Early  England  and 
the  Saxon  English,"  1869;  "A  Paper  on  Somerset,"  1869;  "An  Outline  of  English  Speech- 
craft,"  1878;  "Poems  of  Rural  Life  in  the  Dorset  Dialect"  (collections  i.>iii.  together), 
1879;  "An  Outline  of  Redecraft,"  1880;  "A  Glossary  of  the  Dorset  Dialect,"  1886.  He 
e<ftfe(f:  J.  Poole's  "Glossary  and  Some  Pieces  of  Verse  of  the  Old  Dialect,  etc.,"  1867. 
Life:  by  his  daughter,  Lucy  Baxter,  1887.— Sharp,  R.  Farquharson,  1897,  A  Dictionary 
oj  English  Aidhart,  p.  18. 


PERSONAL 

Mr.  Barnes  has  a  face  of  the  finest  Saxon 
type,  its  natural  strength  filtered,  so  to  say, 
and  refined  through  ^nerations  of  pure 
and  thoughtful  life.  His  features  are  regu- 
lar, his  forehead  high,  broad,  and  serene, 
his  mouth  wears  a  kindly  smile,  and  his 
snow-white  hair  and  beard— the  latter  fall- 
ing almost  to  his  breast— form  a  fit  frame 
for  a  countenance  at  once  venerable  and 
vivacious.  He  wears  an  antique  Dorset 
gentleman's  dress,  with  black  silk  stockings 
fastened  at  the  knee  with  buckles,  a  cos- 
tume decidedly  quaint,  and  at  first  seem- 
ing to  be  the  Episcopal  costume.  What 
most  struck  me  about  him  was  the  look  of 
spiritual  and  intellectual  health,  and  the  ex- 
pression of  these  in  his  soft  blue  ^ye&y  and  in 
his  clear  flexible  voice.  I  could  not  help 
feeling  some  surprise  that  he  should  be  a 
clergyman,  as  the  traits  and  tone  of  the 
literary  man  seemed  to  be  so  preponderant 
in  him.— Conway,  Moncure  Daniel,  1874, 
SovihrCooMt  Saunterings  in  England,  Hat' 
per^s  Magazine^  vol.  48,  p.  188. 

If  a  Dorset  man,  who  loves  his  country, 
cannot  write  of  William  Barnes  without 
affectionate  bias,  fellow-natives  will  easily 
forgive  him;  and  the  kind  alien  reader  will 
add  the  needful  grain  of  salt  to  this  brief 
notice  of  the  poet  who  has  just  closed  a  long 
and*  honoured  Ufe,  spent  wholly  in  the 
county  of  his  birth,  of  his  heart,  and  of  his 
song.  Among  my  earliest  memories  are  his 
face  and  figure,  when  he  was  master  of  a 
school  in  Dorchester,  which  he  left  some 
twenty-four  years  since  for  the  care  of  a 
neighbouring  village.  There,  in  quiet  activ- 
ity, he  passed  the  rest  of  his  days;  a  delight- 
ful neighbour  and  friend,  a  pious,  wise,  and 
kindly  clerg3rman  (not  unlike  him  that 
Chaucer  drew).  None  who  knew  him  can 
forget  the  charm  of  his  society  and  con- 
versation. He  was  enthusiastic  on  matters 
philological  and  antiquarian,  and  brought 
to  bear  on  them  abundant  originality  and 
varied  and  curious  learning.  But  no  sub- 
ject of  human  interest  came  amiss  to  him; 
only  of  his  own  poetry  he  did  not  care 
to  talk.  Talk  of  it  or  not,  however,  he  could 


not  talk  it.  His  habitual  cast  of  thought 
and  sentiment  seemed  to  be  lust  what  one 
sees,  heightened  and  rhythmic,  in  his 
poems.— MoULB,  C.  W.,  1886,  WiUiam 
Barnes,  The  Academy,  vol.  30,  p.  277. 

Notwithstanding  the  wide  appreciation 
of  his  verse  both  here  and  in  America,  so 
largely  local  were  the  poet's  interests  that 
it  may  be  questioned  if  the  enthu- 
siasm which  accompanied  his  own  readings 
of  his  works  in  the  town-halls  of  the  shire 
was  not  more  grateful  to  him  than  the  ad- 
miration of  a  public  he  had  never  seen.  The 
effect,  indeed,  of  his  recitations  upon  an 
audience  well  acquainted  with  the  nuances 
of  the  dialect— impossible  to  impart  to  out- 
siders by  any  kind  of  translation— can 
hardly  be  imagined  by  readers  of  his  lines 
acquainted  only  with  English  in  its  cus- 
tomary form.  The  poet's  own  mild  smile  at 
the  boisterous  merriment  provoked  by  his 
droll  delivery  of  such  pieces  as  "The  Shy 
Man,"  "A  Bit  o'  Sly  Coorten."  and  "Dick 
and  I"  returns  upon  the  memory  as  one  of 
the  most  characteristic  aspects  of  a  man 
who  was  nothing  if  not  genial;  albeit  that, 
while  the  tyranny  of  his  audience  demanded 
these  broadly  humorous  productions,  his 
own  preferences  were  for  the  finer  and  more 
pathetic  poems,  such  as  "Wife  a-lost," 
"Woak  Hill,"  and  "Jaay  a-past."  .  .  . 
Few  young  people  who  have  seen  him  only 
in  latter  years,  since  the  pallor  and  stoop  of 
old  age  overcame  him,  can  realize  the  ro- 
bust, upright  form  of  his  middle  life,  the 
ruddy  cheek,  and  the  bright  quick  eye.  The 
last,  indeed,  dimmed  but  slightly,  and  even 
on  his  death-bed  his  zest  for  the  subject 
of  speech-form  was  strong  as  ever.  In  one 
of  his  latest  conversations  he  became  quite 
indignant  at  the  word  "bicycle."  "Why 
didn't  they  call  it  'wheel-saddle'?"  he  ex- 
claimed. Though  not  averse  to  social  inter- 
course, his  friendships  extended  over  but  a 
small  area  of  society.— Hardy,  Thobias, 
1886,  The  Rev.  WiUiam  Barnes,  The  AOie- 
wtum,  No.  3077,  p.  502. 

So  uniformly  mild  were  his  manners  and 
language  that  he  was  often  suspected  of  be- 
ing deficient  in  determination  and  spirit;  a 
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suspicion  which  in  reality  had  no  very 
solid  justification;  but  Barnes  was  such  a 
decided  advocate  of  peace  at  any  price  that 
he  would  never,  except  when  driven  by 
sheer  necessity,  enter  any  arena  as  a  prob- 
able disputant.  .  .  .  Barnes  was  of  medium 
height,  stoutly  built,  and  his  face^  though 
instinct  with  profound  and,  as  it  were, 
quiet  intelligence,  was  composed  of  some- 
what heavy  features.  It  is  noticeable  that 
in  very  early  manhood  his  head  was  as  bald 
as  it  was  at  the  latest  period  of  his  life.  .  .  . 
Not  only  whilst  he  was  in  the  schoolroom, 
but  throughout  the  day,  Barnes  usually— 
constantly,  I  was  about  to  say— wore,  in  all 
seasons,  clement  or  inclement,  a  long,  light- 
blue,  rough-faced,  flannel-textured  dressing 
gown.  In  fact,  during  the  whole  time— four 
or  five  years— that  I  was  numbered  among 
his  pupils,  I  rarely  saw  him  otherwise  at- 
tired: and  now,  whenever  he  presents  him- 
self to  my  imagination,  he  mvariably 
wears  the  well-remembered  garment:  to  me 
that  long-flowing  gown  is  inseparably  as- 
sociated with  the  man.— Walus,  C.  J.,1888, 
Early  Manhood  of  William  Barnes,  GenUe' 
man's  Magazine,  vol.  265,  pp.  26,  28, 30. 

GENERAL 
Mr.  Barnes,  with  an  accurate  estimate,  I 
think,  not  so  much  of  his  own  powers,  as  of 
the  powers  and  resources  of  his  Dorset- 
shh%  Doric,  has  confined  himself  to  the 
lyrical  interpretation  of  such  simple  emo- 
tions as  arise  out  of  the  simple  drama  of  an 
average  country  life.  I  refer  this  absence  of 
ambitious  aim,  in  his  little  odes,  to  the 
nature  of  his  dialect,  rather  than  to  any 
deficiency  in  himself;  because  I  do  not 
choose  to  believe,  though  some  such  assump- 
tion is  constantly  made,  that  the  art  of  do- 
ing one  thing  very  weU  implies  that  you  are 
to  do  everything  else  particularly  ill.  .  .  . 
As  a  rule,  Ms  little  pieces  exhibit  a  delicate 
srace  and  a  completeness  not  unworthy  of 
Horace.  ...  At  the  time,  moreover,  when 
I  began  to  turn  tins  lecture  over  in  my  mind 
several  laudatory  articles  referring  to  him, 
which  have  recently  appeared,  were  still 
unwritten.  I  do  not,  however,  regret  the 
labour  which  I  have  given  to  the  subject; 
he  deserves,  unless  I  deceive  myself,  all 
and  more  than  all,  the  notice  which  he  has 
obtained;  and  I  am  happy  to  find  the  con- 
clusions, at  which  I  had  arrived  in  this 
matter,  fortified  by  the  unanimous  concur- 
rence of  so  many  able  critics.  It  is  surely  no 
light  praise  for  an  author,  by  one  and  the 


same  work,  to  render  valuable  services  to 
philology,  and  to  secure,  without  requiring 
a  particle  of  indulgence  on  any  ground  of 
dialect,  the  renown  of  a  distinguished  poet. 
—Doyle,  Sir  Francis  Hastings,  1868, 
Lectures  Delivered  Before  the  Universiijf  of 
Oxford,  pp.  63,  66,  75. 

His  poems  seldom  exhibit  a  very  striking 
thought,  or  perhaps  even  a  very  original  ex- 
pression; but  they  all  have  a  sort  of  atmos- 
phere of  homely  romance  which  renders 
them  genuinely  poetical.  Yet  the  reader 
cannot  help  regretting  their  faintness,  while 
he  acknowledges  their  delicacy.— Johnson, 
RossiTER,  1875,  LUOe  Classics,  Authors,  p. 
18. 

To  this  primary  daim  to  an  abiding  place 
among  such  minor  classics  as  Herbert,  Suck- 
ling, Herrick,  Bums,  and  Blake,  William 
Barnes  adds  that  of  a  sustained  perfection 
of  &rt  with  which  none  of  tbem  can  com- 
pare. His  langui^e  has  the  continual  slight 
novelty  which  Aristotle  inculcates  as  proper 
to  true  poetic  expression,  and  something 
much  higher  than  the  ewriosa  felieiias,  wUch 
has  been  absurdly  rendered  ''curious  felic- 
ity," but  which  means  the  "careful  luck" 
of  him  who  tries  many  words,  and  has  the 
wit  to  know  when  memory,  or  the  necessity 
of  metre  or  rhvme,  has  supplied  him  un- 
expectedly with  those  which  are  perhaps 
even  better  than  he  knew  how  to  desire. 
The  words  of  Barnes  are  not  the  carefully 
made  clothes,  but  the  body  of  his  thoughts 
and  feelings.  Another  still  rarer  praise  of 
his  work  is  that  he  never  stops  in  it  till  he 
has  said  all  that  should  be  said,  and  never 
exceeds  that  measure  by  a  syllable;  and 
about  this  art  there  is  not  the  slightest  ap- 
parent consciousness  either  of  its  abun- 
dant fulness  or  its  delicate  reticence.  He 
seems,  in  fact,  never  to  have  written  ex- 
cept under  the  sense  of  a  subject  that 
n^akes  its  own  form,  and  of  feelings  which 
form  their  own  words — that  is  to  say,  he  is 
always  classic  both  in  form  and  substance. 
— Patmore,  Coventry,  1886-98,  Principle 
in  AH,  p.  138. 

With  the  exception  of  a  few  pieces  by 
Tennyson,  and  the  n^ore  disputable  excep- 
tion of  one  or  two  songs  in  the  Lancashire 
dialect,  Mr.  Barnes's  "Poems  of  Rural 
Life"  are  the  only  compositions  in  any 
English  "folk-speech"  that  have  won  an 
aclmowledged  place  in  the  national  liter- 
ature. There  is  little  danger  in  predicting 
that  these  charming  idylls  will  continue  to 
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be  read  with  admiration  and  delight  when 
many  a  mere  oonspicuoiM  fNwtic  reputation 
of  the  present  day  has  long  been  forgotten. 
—Bradley,  Henry,  1886,  A  Qlouary  of 
the  Dortet  Dialect,  The  Academy,  vol  29,  p. 
214. 

Unlike  Bums,  B^ranger,  and  other  poets 
of  the  people,  Mr.  Barnes  never  assumed  the 
high  conventional  style;  and  he  entirely 
leaves  alone  ambition,  pride,  despair,  de- 
fiance, and  other  of  the  grander  passions 
which  move  mankind  great  and  small.  His 
rustics  are,  as  a  rule,  happy  people,  and 
very  seldom  feel  the  sting  of  the  rest  of 
modem  mankind— the  duproportion  be- 
tween the  desire  for  serenity  and  the  power 
of  obtaining  it.  One  naturally  thinks  of 
Crabbe  in  this  connection;  but  though  they 
touch  at  points,  Crabbe  goes  much  fur- 
ther than  Barnes  in  questioning  the  justice 
of  circumstance.  Their  pathos,  after  aU, 
is  the  attribute  upon  which  the  poems  must 
depend  for  their  endurance;  and  the  inci- 
dents which  embody  it  are  those  of  every- 
day cottage  life,  tinged  throughout  with 
that  ''light  that  never  was,''  which  the 
emotional  art  of  the  lyrist  can  project  upon 
the  commonest  things.  It  is  impossible  to 
prophesy,  but  surely  much  English  liter- 
ature will  be  forgotten  when  "Weak  Hill" 
is  still  read  for  its  intense  pathos,  "Black- 
more  Maidens,"  for  its  blitheness,  and  ''In 
the  Spring"  for  its  Arcadian  ecstasy.— 
Hardy,  Thomas,  1886,  The  Rev.  WiUiam 
Barnee,  The  Athenmum,  No.  3077,  p.  502. 

By  far  the  best  rural  poet  South  Britain 
ever  had,  followed  no  model  but  nature.— 
Garnett,  Richard,  1887,  The  Reign  of 
Queen  Victoria,  ed.  Ward,  vol  n,  p.  464. 

We  have  in  English  nothing  equal  to 
them.  Mr.  Barnes's  Lancaster  Ballads  are 
admirable,  but  they  have  not  the  easy 
truth  to  nature  of  these  sonnets  of  Belli.— 
Story,  William  Wetmore,  1890,  Conver- 
satione  in  a  Stvdio,  vol  n,  p.  550. 

The  verses  of  Barnes,  like  his  studies, 
bear  all  the  marks  of  the  English  character. 
No  English  poet,  of  first  rank,  has  ever  been 
90  free  from  foreign  influence  in  any  age.  "  I 
do  not  want,"  he  said,  "to  be  trammelled 
with  the  thoughts  and  style  of  other  poets, 
and  I  take  none  as  my  model,  except  the 
Persian  and  Italian,  on  which  I  have 
framed  some,  as  regards  only  metre  and 
rhyme."  This  is  notable.  Barnes  never  gets 
beyond  his  Dorsetshire  fields.  Many,  since 
another  English  poet  as  he,  Nicholas  of 


Guilford,  six  hundred  years  before,  wrote, 
also  in  Dorsetshire,  his  "Owl  and  tiie 
Nightingale,"  have  written  out  of  the  pure 
love  of  their  native  country,  but  none  have 
written  so  singly.  Barnes  is  Uke  one  of  our 
forest  oaks,  so  typical  of  English  landscape. 
His  verse,  like  Langland's,  is  full  of  right- 
eousness; like  Chaucer's,  it  is  filled  with  the 
joy  of  life.— More  rustic  than  Oabbe,  more 
literary  than  Clare,  there  are  no  eclogues 
in  the  English  language  which  can  com- 
pare, in  perfection  of  touch,  with  the  pro- 
totypes of  Theocritus  and  Virgil,  save  only 
those  which  are  to  be  found  in  the  poetry  of 
William  Barnes.— Sayle,  Charles,  1894, 
The  Poeti  and  the  Poetry  of  the  Century, 
Keaii  to  LytUm,  ed.  Mike,  p.  402. 

The  landscape  of  this  admirable  poet  in 
all  its  details  is  presented  to  us  simply  as  it 
presented  itself  to  his  eye  and  heart- 
simply  as  a  pleasure  to  the  mind;  perfectly 
tmthful,  yet  not  itself  dwelt  on  or  moral- 
ised. It  is  with  him  the  fit,  the  ever-pres- 
ent background  to  human  life  in  the  coun- 
try, for  Dorset  to  Barnes  forms  his  England. 
Wholly  modem,  almost  wholly  devoted  to 
his  simple  neighbours;  purely  Christian  as 
was  his  work  in  song— yet  its  tmest  parallels 
may  be  found  in  many  1  vrics  of  Horace  and 
the  Greek  "Anthology.'^  They  are  alike  m 
admirably  accurate  and  appropriate  glimp- 
ses of  Nature,  in  the  variety  of  characters 
exhibited,  in  tenderness  of  feeling,  in  ex- 
quisite simplicity,  in  perfect  poetioU  unity. 
...  We  have  no  one,  Craobe  excepted, 
who  has  approached  him  in  the  multitude 
of  his  scenes  and  characters,  taken  ahnost 
wholly  from  the  village  life  of  his  birth- 
county— pictures  which,  though  not  ex- 
cluding its  darker  aspects,  yet  often  display 
healthy  labour  and  healthy  happiness; 
whilst,  turning  to  their  qualities  as  art,  these 
endless  lyrics  never  fail  in  sweet  simple 
words,  set  to  sweet  simple  music,  in  metres 
most  skilfully  handled  or  invented;  never 
fail,  lastly,  in  a  unity  and  felicity  of  treat- 
ment which  has  been  justly  compared  to 
the  exquisite  skill  of  Horace.  Various  tests 
have  been  proposed  of  genuine  feeling  for 
poetry.  As  one,  I  would  venture  to  add 
—a  tme  appreciation  of  WUliam  Bames.— 
Palgrave,  Francis  Turner,  1896,  Landr 
eeape  in  Poetry,  pp,  269.  272. 

The  great  charm  of  his  poetry  is  its  perfect 
freshness.  The  Dorset  poems  are  eclogues, 
wholly  free  from  the  artificiality  which  com- 
monly mars  compositions  of  that  class;  they 
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are  clear,  simple,  rapid  and  natural.    There  clearly  seen  than  in  Barnes,  for  all  the  spirit 

is  no  affectation  of  profound  thought,  and  of  the  Dorset  poems  evaporates,  and  all  the 

no  straining  after  passion,  but  a  wholly  un-  colour  fades  from  the  specimens  the  poet 

affected  love  for  the  country  and  all  that  was  induced  to  publish  in  literary  English, 

lives  and  grows  there.     The  vital  impor-  —Walker,  Hugh,  1897,  The  Age  o]  Tenny- 

tance  of  language  to  poetry  is  nowhere  more  son,  p.  66. 


Richard  Chenevix  Trencli 

1807-1886 

Born,  in  Dublin,  9  Sept.  1807.  Early  education  at  Twyford;  at  Harrow,  1819-25. 
Matric.  Trin  CoU.,  Camb.  1825;  B.  A.,  1829;  M.  A.,  1833;  B.  D.,  1850;  D.  D.,  1856.  Trav- 
elled on  Continent,  1829.  Married  Hon.  Frances  Mary  Trench,  31  May  1832.  Ordained 
Deacon,  1832;  Priest,  1833.  Curate  of  Curdridge,  1835-40;  of  Alverstoke,  1840-45.  Rec- 
tor of  Itchinstoke,  1845-46.  Hulsean  Lecturer,  Camb.,  1845-46;  Chaplain  to  Bp.  of 
Oxford,  1847-64.  Professor  of  Divinity,  King's  Coll.,  London,  1847-58.  Dean  of  West- 
minster, Oct.,  1856  to  1863,  Dean  of  Order  of  Bath,  1856-64.  Archbishop  of  Dublin  and 
Bishop  of  Glendalough  and  Eildare,  Jan.  1864;  resigned,  Nov.  1884.  Chancellor  of  Order 
of  St.  Patrick,  1864-84.  D.  D.,  Dublin,  1864.  Died,  in  London,  28  March  1886.  Buried 
in  Westminster  Abbey.  Works  [exclusive  of  separate  sermons,  ecclesiastical  charges, 
etc.]:  "The  Story  of  Justin  Martyr,"  1835;  "Sabbation,"  1838;  "Notes  on  the  Parables  of 
Our  Lord,"  1841;  "Poems  from  Eastern  Scources,"  1842;  "Genoveva,"  1842;  "Five 
Sermons,"  1843;  "Exposition  of  the  Sermon  on  the  Mount,"  1844;  "Hulsean  Lectures  for 
1845,"  1845;  "Hulsean  Lectures  for  1846,"  1846;  "Sacred  Poen^s  for  Mourners,"  1846; 
"Notes  on  the  Miracles  of  Our  Lord,"  1846;  "The  Star  of  the  Wise  Men,"  1850;  "On  the 
Study  of  Words,"  1851;  "On  the  Lessons  in  Proverbs,"  1853;  "Synonyms  of  the  New 
Testament,"  1854  (2nd  edn.  same  year);  "Alma,"  1855;  "English,  Past  and  Present," 
1855;  "Five  Sermons,"  1856;  "On  some  Deficiencies  in  our  English  Dictionaries,"  1857; 
"On  the  Authorized  Version  of  the  New  Testament,"  1858;  "A  Select  Glossary  of  English 
Words  used  formerly  in  Senses  different  from  their  Present,"  1859;  "Sermons Preached  in 
Westminster  Abbey,"  1860;  "Commentary  on  the  Epistles  to  the  Seven  Churches  in 
Asia,"  1861;  "The  Subjection  of  the  Creature  to  Vanity,"  1863;  "The  Salt  of  the  Earth, 
etc.,"  1864;  "Gustavus  Adolphus,etc.,"  1865;  "Poems,"  1865;  "Studies  on  the  Gospels," 
1867;  "Shipwrecks  of  Faith,"  1867;  "Plutarch,"  1873;  "Sermons,  preached  for  the  most 
part  in  Dublin,"  1873 ; "  Lectures  on  Mediaeval  Church  History,"  1877;  "Brief  Thoughts  and 
Meditations  on  some  passages  in  Holy  Scripture,"  1884;  "Sermons,  New  and  Old,"  1886. 
Posthumms:  "letters  and  Memorials,"  ed.  by  M.  M.  F.  Trench  (2  vols.),  1888;  "Weslr 
minster  and  other  Sermons,"  1888.  He  translated:  "Life's  a  Dream,  etc.,"  from  the 
Spanish  of  Calderon,  1856;  and  edited:  "Sacred  Latin  Poetry,"  1849;  his  mother's  "Jour- 
nal" [1861]  and  "Remains,"  1862;  "A  Household  Book  of  English  Poetry,"  1868.— 
Sharp,  R.  Farquharson,  A  Dictionary  of  English  Authors,  p.  282. 

PERSONAL  books.    He  did  so,  I  put  them  in  my  trunk, 

Went  to  South  Place  to  luncheon,  and  and  did  not  open  them  till  I  got  to  America, 

m^et  Dean  Trench  there, — a  large  melan-  Fancy  my  consternation  as  well  as  amaze- 

choly  face,  full  of  earnestness  and  capacity  ment  and  delight  to  find  that  this  "Dublin" 

for  woe.— Fox,  Caroline,  1846,  Memories  was  Trench,  the  author  of  "Trench  on 

of  Old  Friends,  ed.  Pym.;  Journal,  May  18,  Words. "  Ah!  Why  didn't  he  sign  his  name 

p.  224.  Trench?  for  I  knew  the  book  almost  by 

At  "Dublin's"  breakfast,  I  met  Robert  heart.— Miller,  Joaquin,  1870,  Memarie 

Browning,  Dean  Stanley,  Lady  Augusta,  a  ^^  ^*^  P-  28. 

lot  more  ladies,  and  a  duke  or  two,  and,  I  found  his  grace  to  be  all  that  I  had 

after  breakfast,  "Dublin"  read  to  me—  pictured  him,  and  more.    In  person  he  was 

with  his  five  beautiful  daughters  grouped  large,  though  not  tall^  with  a  massive  head, 

about  —from  Browning,  Arnold,  Rossetti,  dark,  expressive  eyes,  and  deep  toned  but 

and  others,  till  the  day  was  far  spent.  When  pleasant  voice.     His  manner  was  quiet 

I  went  away  he  promised  to  send  me  his  and  unaffected.      There  was  no  show  or 
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pretension  about  hin^,  no  assumption  of  su- 
perior dignity,  no  display  of  vast  attain- 
ments; but  in  reality  he  was  as  plain  and 
simple  in  speech  as  if  he  were  not,  what  I 
Imew  him  to  be,  a  profoundly  learned  scholar 
and  divine,  and  one  able  to  pronounce 
definitive  judgement  on  numerous  ques- 
tions in  theological,  classical,  and  historical 
lore.— Spencer,  Jesse  Ames,  1890,  Mem^ 
arcMia  of  Sixty-Five  Years,  p.  203. 

Once  upon  a  time  on  that  spot,  Richard 
Trench  and  I  fell  out  over  a  game  of  quoits. 
He  lost  his  temper,  flew  into  an  Irish  rage, 
took  up  a  quoit  and  threw  it  at  my  head. 
Such  an  outrage  called  for  instant  chastise- 
ment, and  I  am  afraid  it  must  be  said  that  I 
administered  it,  as  boys  are  wont  to  do, 
rather  too  savagely ;  for  the  next  day  he  had 
to  go  to  London  to  see  a  dentist,  in  order 
to  have  his  teeth,  which  had  suffered  in  the 
fray,  put  to  rights.  Who  would  have  sup- 
posed that  such  an  encounter  could  ever 
have  taken  place  between  the  future  sedate 
and  amiable  Archbishop  and  the  future  ad- 
vocate of  reconciliation  among  Christians? 
Perhaps  it  was  desirable  for  the  formation 
and  development  of  both  our  characters.  It 
may  be  tlmt  the  former,  considering  the 
temper  that  he  often  showed  as  a  boy,  had 
need  to  undergo  some  such  experience  ere 
he  could  attain  to  the  perfection  of  mild- 
ness and  equanimity  which  he  displayed  in 
after  life.— Wordsworth,  Charles,  1891, 
Annals  of  My  Early  Life,  1806-1846,  p.  30. 

GENERAL 
From  his  "Justin  Martyr,"  through  his 
"Elegiac  Poems,"  down  to  those  from 
Eastern  sources,  his  course  towards  com- 
positional excellence  has  been  steady  and 
evident.  In  the  last-mentioned  volume 
especially  there  are  several  poems  of  ex- 
quisite beauty,  whose  music  lingers  on  the 
memory  ^nd  refuses  to  be  forgotten. — MoiR, 
D.  M.,  1851-52,  Poetical  Literature  of  the 
Past  Hdf-Century. 

Order  into  your  Book  Club  "Trench  on 
the  Study  of  Words;"  a  delightful,  good 
book,  not  at  all  dry  (unless  to  fools);  one  I 
am  sure  you  will  like.  Price  but  three  and 
sixpence  and  well  worth  a  guinea  at  least. — 
FttzGerald,  Edward,  1852,  To  George 
Crabbe,  June  2;  Letters,  ed.  Wright,  vol.  l,  p. 
217. 

I  know  of  no  books  on  language  better 
calculated  to  excite  curiosity  and  stimu- 
late inquiry  into  the  proper  meaning  and 


use  of  the  English  tongue,  than  those  in- 
teresting volumes,  "The  Study  of  Words," 
"English,  Past  and  Present,"  "The  Les- 
sons contained  in  Proverbs,"  and  the  essay 
on  the  English  New  Testament— Marsh, 
George  Perkins,  1860,  Lectures  on  the  Eng- 
lish  Language,  Lecture  XII,  p.  278,  note. 

Trench,  in  his  exegetical  writings,  so 
blends  the  offices  of  interpreter  and 
preacher,  that  it  is  not  always  easy  to 
know  in  which  sense  to  take  him.  He  is  so 
intent  on  the  multitude  of  lessons  that 
may  be  drawn  from  any  given  word,  clause, 
or  sentence,  that  he  not  unfrequently  fails 
to  designate  the  particular  sense  intended 
by  the  writer.  But  he  is  always  entertain- 
ing and  instructive.  His  is  one  of  those 
rich  minds,  which  cannot  enter  into  com- 
munion with  other  minds  without  enriching 
them.  No  matter  what  his  professed  sub- 
ject is,  it  will  be  found  either  to  contain  or 
to  suggest  materials  for  which  his  reader 
will  thank  him.— Peabody,  Andrew  P., 
1862,  Critical  Notices,  North  American  Re- 
view, vol.  94,  p.  277. 

Besides  being  a  star  of  the  first  magni- 
tude in  the  literary  and  ecclesiastical  world, 
Archbishop  Trench  has  an  honoured  name 
amongst  modem  poets  and  h3rmn-writers. 
—Miller,  Josiah,  1866-69,  Singers  and 
Songs  of  the  Church,  p.  490. 

Dr.  Trench's  poems  have  in  no  wise  de- 
pended upon  his  status  as  an  ecclesiastic; 
they  have  appealed  to  no  party  in  the 
Church;  they  have  made  their  way  by  no 
organised  praise  or  factitious  diffusion,  but 
by  slow  pervasive  contact  with  earnest 
and  lonely  minds.  His  public  has  been 
gradually  won,  and  is  gradually  increasing; 
there  are  many  for  whom  his  words  have 
mingled  themselves  with  Tennyson's  in 
hours  of  bereavement,  with  Wordsworth's 
in  hours  of  meditative  calm.  ...  It  is  by 
his  "Elegiac  Poems"  that  Dr.  Trench  has 
won  his  almost  unique  position  in  many 
hearts.  ...  A  nature  like  Dr.  Trench's, 
full  of  clinging  affections,  profound  religious 
faith,  and  constitutional  sadness,  was 
likely  to  fe^l  in  extreme  measure  both 
these  bereavements  and  these  consolations. 
The  loss  of  beloved  children  taught  him  the 
lessons  of  sorrow  and  of  hope,  and  the  words 
in  which  that  sorrow  and  that  hope  found 
utterance  have  led  many  a  mourner  in 
his  most  desolate  hour  to  feel  that  this 
great  writer  is  his  closest  and  most  con- 
soling friend.— Mters,  Frederic  Wiluam 
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Henry,  1883,  Archbishop  Trench's  Poem, 
Essays  Modem,  pp.  235, 247, 249. 

Whether  a  place  be  conceded  to  Arch- 
bishop Trench  among  the  great  men  of  the 
past  half  century  or  not,  it  must  at  least  be 
allowed  that  he  was  largely  mixed  up  with 
great  minds  and  great  matters.  The  in- 
fluence which  he  exerted  over  those  who 
had  control  in  church  and  state  was  con- 
siderable; but  we  think  the  unconscious 
influence  of  his  writings,  his  example  and— 
if  one  may  use  the  expression— his  presence 
was  even  more  considerable.  .  .  .  Tlie 
whole  cast  of  his  mind  was  reflective.  He 
was  a  man  of  thought  rather  than  of  ac- 
tion; and  probably  nothing  but  a  strong 
sense  of  duty  compelled  him  to  turn  from 
the  studies  in  which  he  delighted  and  the 
sodety  which  delighted  in  him  to  the  throne 
of  Dublin,  around  which  clouds  of  threat- 
ening storms  had  begun  to  gather.  But 
danger  never  made  him  hesitate  to  take  any 
step  he  thought  right;  and  if  his  intense 
Anglicanism  coloured  his  views  in  an  un- 
mistakable way,  his  courage,  his  patience, 
his  innate  sense  of  justice,  and  his  purity 
of  motive  combined  to  keep  him  out  of  the 
doubtful  paths  of  mere  expediency.  .  .  . 
We  have  here  as  elsewhere  evidence  of  that 
sad,  foreboding  nature  which  left  its  im- 
press upon  his  poetry,  and  showed  itself 
outwardly  in  his  somewhat  gloomy  features. 
They  were  often  lit  up  with  the  fire  of  en- 
thusiasm, just  as  his  habitual  gravity  was 
tempered  by  a  keen  appreciation  of  wit  and 
humour;  but,  both  in  his  looks  and  his  con- 
versation, sombreness  predominated.  Per- 
haps his  association  with  Ireland  may  have 
deepened  it  in  him;  but  the  tendency  to 
gloom  was  probably  inherited  from  Ins 
Huguenot  ancestors.— Robinson,  Charles 
J.,  1888,  R.  C.  Trench,  The  Academy,  vol  34, 
pp.  411,  412. 

It  was  in  1851  that  Trench  published  the 


first  fruits  of  his  researches  into  language. 
Delivered  originally  to  the  students  in  an  ob- 
scure normal  school  for  elementary  teach- 
ers, these  lectures  have  been  over  and  over 
again  reprinted;  they  have  become  a  clas- 
book  wherever  English  is  studied,  and  to- 
gether with  those  other  volumes,  "i^lish 
Past  and  Present,"  "A  Select  Glossary  of 
EngUsh  Words,"  and  ''On  Some  Defiden- 
cies  in  our  English  Dictionaries,"  are  to  be 
found  in  every  philological  library.  It  is  ui 
these  linguistic  studies  that  Trench  is  seen 
at  his  b^,  and  when  engaged  in  the  ety- 
mology, the  history,  the  morality,  or  the 
poetry  in  words  he  shows  distinct  signs 
of  a  gift  almost  akin  to  genius.  .  .  . 
His  poetry  is  penetrated  by  the  high 
purity  and  nobility  of  his  character.— Pal- 
GRAVE,  Francis  T.,  1889,  ed.  The  Treaiury 
of  Sacred  Song,  p.  356,  note. 

Dr.  Trench's  poems  fill  a  considerable 
volume,  and  possess  many  merite.  They 
manifest  true  culture  and  large  command 
of  language.  They  are  full  of  noble  aspira- 
tion, breathing  deep  and  sincere  piety;  but 
do  not  evidence  any  strongly  marked  orig- 
inality. His  verse,  beautiful  and  at- 
tractive as  it  is,  is  more  that  of  a  devout 
mind,  and  a  rare  and  fine  scholar  witii 
much  music  in  his  soul,  than  of  a  poet  by 
Divine  decree.— Gibbs,  H.  J.,  1892,  The 
Poets  and  the  Poetry  of  {he  Century,  Freder- 
ick  Tennyson  to  Clough,  ed.  Miles,  p.  137, 139. 

The  most  popular  ["Study  of  Words"] 
of  scholarly  and  the  most  scholarly  of  pop- 
ular works  on  the  subject.— Saintbbury. 
George,  1896,  A  Hietoryof  Nineteenth  Cenr 
twry,  LUeratwre,  p.  300. 

Did  great  service  to  the  study  of  the  Eng- 
lish language.  His  "  Study  of  Words"  and 
"Engli^  Past  and  Present"  have  done 
more  to  popularise  philology  than,  probably^ 
any  other  books  we  possess.- Walker, 
Hugh,  1897,  The  Age  of  Tennyson,  p.  21 1. 


Paul  Hamilton  Hayne 

1831-1886 
Bom  Charleston,  S.  C,  1  Jan.  1830;  died  "Copse  Hill,"  Grovetown,  Ga.,  6  July  188ft. 
He  was  graduated  at  the  University  of  South  Carolina,  gave  up  the  practice  of  law  for 
literature,  and  edited  successively,  "Russell's  Magazine,"  the  Charleston  "Literary  Ga- 
zette" and  "  Evening  News. "  He  was  a  colonel  in  the  Confederate  army,  and  wrote  sev- 
eral popular  Confederate  songs.  The  war  undermining  his  health  and  destroying  his  home, 
he  retired  with  his  family  to  a  cottage,  "Copse  Hill,"  at  Grovetown,  in  the  pine  barrens 
near  Augusta,  Ga.  Hayne  was  long  our  representative  Southern  poet,  honored  and  be- 
loved by  tus  colleagues  in  all  portions  of  the  United  States,  and  by  not  a  few  of  the  Mother- 
land. He  issued  "Poems,"  1855;  "Sonnets  and  Other  Poems,"  1857;  "Avolio,  a  Legend 
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of  Cos/'  1859;  ''Legends  and  Lyrics/'  1872;  "The  Mountain  of  the  Lovers,  and  Other 
Poems/'  1873.  He  wrote  a  memoir  of  Henry  Timrod,  1873;  and  lives  of  Hugh  S.  Legar^ 
and  of  his  uncle,  Robert  Y.  Hayne,  1878.  An  elegant  edition  of  his  complete  poems  ap- 
peared in  1882.— Stedman,  Edmund  Clarence,  ed.,  1900,  An  Ameriean  Anthology,  Bio- 
ffraphxed  Notei,  p.  798. 

cannot  pull  well  in  long  traces,  when  the 
draught  is  too  far  behind  me  I"  My  father 
said  more  than  once,  when  pressed  to  finish 

Cof-fiheets,  "I  will  make  it  up  at  the  last 
t."— Hatne,  Wn-UAM  H.,  1892,  Patd 
H.  Hayne'i  Methodi  of  CampoiiHon,  Lip- 
pincotet  Magazine,  vol  50,  p.  794. 


PERSONAL 

No  poet  was  ever  more  blessed  in  a  wife, 
and  she  it  is,  who,  by  her  self-renundation, 
her  exquisite  sympathy,  her  positive,  ma- 
terial help,  her  bright  hopefulness,  has 
made  endurable  the  losses  and  trials  that 
have  crowded  Mr.  Hayne's  life.  Those 
who  know  how  to  read  between  the  lines 
can  see  everywhere  tiie  influence  of  this 
irradiating  and  stimulating  presence.— 
Preston,  Margaret  J.,  1882,  Poem  of 
Paul  Hamilton  Hayne,  Biographical  Sketch, 
p.vii. 

Though  round  him  shone  the  singer's  aureole, 
Hub  mighty  heart  was  simple  as  a  boy's. 
His  pine  woods  felt  him,  and  his  loved  winds 
blow, 

For  requiem,  round  his  more  than   palace 
home. 
Dumb  the  King's  mortal  lips,  for  aye;  but,  lol 
Through  what  he  wrote  the  soul  is  never  dumbi 
Though  the  stars,  wheeling  proudly,  seem  to 
know 

That  he  who  loved  them  to  his  own  is  come- 

— Marston,  Phiup  Bourkb,  1886,  On  the 
Death  of  Paul  Hamilton  Hayne. 

In  the  earlier  years  of  his  literary  career 
he  would  frequently  awake  at  night,  get  out 
of  bed,  light  a  candle,  and  compose  many 
Unes  upon  some  poem  which  he  said  had 
''forced  itself  upon  his  mind."  He  was 
more  systematic  in  writing  prose  than  verse, 
although  many  characteristic  specimens  of 
the  former  may  be  found  in  the  fly-leaves  of 
all  kinds  of  books.  When  engaged  in  pre- 
paring an  essay,  a  book-review,  a  story, 
the  cop3dng  of  manuscript  for  tne  printer, 
or  the  claims  of  a  large  correspondence,  he 
would  usually  go  to  his  standing-desk  in  the 
morning,  soon  after  breakfast,  and  write 
for  hours.  In  reading  a  book  he  often  made 
marginal  comments  with  his  pendQ,  and 
always  marked  the  passages  that  impressed 
him  most.  These  proved  aids  to  reflection, 
and  sometimes  from  the  simplest  of  them 
the  suggestion  for  a  poem  would  be  utilized. 
As  a  rule,  perhaps,  my  father  wrote  prose 
more  rapidly  and  satisfactorily  under  pres- 
sure, and  the  same  may  be  said  of  some  of 
his  elaborate  poems.  He  became  alert 
''when  he  could  hear  the  printing-press 
clattering  behind  him,"  and  would  have 
agreed  with  Sir  Walter  Scott  in  saying,  "I 


Hayne,  though  at  times  a  partisan  where 
his  friends  were  concerned,  was  essentially 
a  noble  spirit;  the  noblest  and  most  charm- 
ing character,  with  the  exception  of  Simms, 
to  be  found  among  Southern  writers,  one  is 
almost  tempted  to  say,  among  Southern 
gentlemen.  He  wrote  the  most  deli^^tful 
letters  of  fdl  of  Simms's  correspondents.  He 
was  always  loyal,  always  frank,  always  the 
gentle  lover  of  what  seemed  to  him  to  be 
true  and  beautiful.  When  he  travelled 
from  home  his  genial  nature  won  the  love  of 
men  like  Fields  and  Longfellow.  No  more 
simple  and  refined  gentleman  was  ever 
nurtured  in  the  old  South.  If  he  lacked 
Simms's  vigor  and  powers  of  varied  accom- 
plishment, or  Timrod's  artistic  self-control, 
his  genius  was,  nevertheless,  more  recep- 
tive, more  keenly  alive  to  the  beauties  of 
nature  and  of  art.  Without  lacking  virility, 
he  charms  chiefly  by  his  possession  of  traits 
of  character  distinctively  feminine.  His 
gentleness,  his  receptivity,  his  delicacy  of 
feeling,  his  facility  in  surrendering  himself 
to  the  dominion  of  master  minds,  are  all 
feminine  traits,  some  of  which  have  im- 

E aired  the  value  of  his  poetry,  but  which 
ave  combined  to  give  a  unique  charm  to 
his  personality.— Trent,  Wiluam  P.,  1892, 
William  Oilmore  Simms  (Ameriean  Men  of 
Letters),  p.  230. 

I  shall  always  hold  pleasant  memory  of  a 
visit  I  made  to  Hayne's  lonely  home,  amid 
the  arid  pine  hills  of  Georgia,  in  November, 
1881.  ...  He  was  neither  short  nor  taU, 
five  feet  eight  I  should  say,  slender,  straight, 
with  a  well-poised  head,  a  long  face,  brown 
eyes  of  an  Oriental  cast  slightly  lifted  at  the 
outer  comers,  dark  hair  and  moustache, 
rather  thick  lips,  a  well-turned  chin,  straight 
nose,  high,  narrowish  forehead  and  bronzed 
cheeks  barely  tinged  with  a  network  of  fine 
red  veins.  There  was  a  strong  resemblance 
between  his  face  and  that  of  the  late  Robert 
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Louis  Stevenson.  I  was  surprised  that  he 
did  not  look  like  an  Invalid;  for  he  had  often 
written  me  about  his  hopeless  physical  con- 
dition. Later,  upon  closer  observation, 
some  constitutional  lesion  became  vaguely 
apparent.  —  Thomrsgn,  Maurice,  1901, 
The  Last  LiteTary  Cavalier ,  The  CritiCj  vol. 
38,  pp.  352,  353. 

GENERAL 

There  are  several  that  Tennyson  might 
have  written  without  damage  to  his  reputa- 
tion as  the  first  artist  among  English  poets. 
...  Mr.  Hayne  has  written  sonnets  very 
much  as  clever  as  any  in  English.  I  neither 
except  Stoddard,  who  has  done  well;  nor 
Boker,  whose  success  is  marked;  nor  even 
Wordsworth,  the  Magnus  Apollo  of  British 
sonneteers.  Nor  do  I  mean  any  very  great 
compliment  to  Mr.  Hayne,  in  these  com- 
parisons. ...  Mr.  UsLyne  has  an  intense 
love  of  Nature;  a  rich  imagination,  quick 
and  bold;  limited  power  of  narrative  struc- 
ture, and  a  true  sense  of  the  music  of  words. 
His  study  of  Tennyson  has  been  in  the  spirit 
of  the  true  artist.  In  the  glowing  sensuous- 
ness  of  his  imagery  one  is  sometimes  re- 
minded of  Alexander  Smith;  but  he  has  a 
refinement  and  an  art-finish  that  Smith 
could  never  have  attained.  His  poetry  is 
alive  with  pent  passion,  glowing  yet  re- 
pressed; a  tropical  wealth  of  emotion, 
touched  here  and  there  with  a  dash  of 
quaintness  or  a  flaw  of  affectation.  He  is 
fervent,  but  sometimes  feeble;  musical  and 
damty  in  phraseology;  full  of  earnestness, 
tenderness,  and  delicacy.  Over  some  of  his 
exquisite  ideal  poems  tiiere  hangs  a  veil  of 
mourning  so  vivid  and  startling,  that  in 
the  complex  beauty  of  sorrow  one  is  puzzled, 
while  charmed.— Davidson,  James  Wood, 
1869,  The  Living  Writers  of  the  South,  pp. 
243,  247. 

Hayne  exhibits  in  all  his  pieces  a  ijch 
sensuousness  of  nature,  a  seemingly  ex- 
haustless  fertility  of  fancy,  an  uncommon 
felicity  of  poetic  description,  and  an  easy 
command  of  the  harmonies  of  verse.— 
Whipple,  Edwin  Percy,  1876-86,  Ameri- 
can Liieraiure  and  Other  Papers,  ed.  WkU- 
Her,  p.  131. 

A  poem  ("Rre  Pictures")  which  in  point 
of  variety  and  delicacy  of  fancy  is  quite  the 
best  of  his  collection,  and  in  point  of  pure 
music  should  be  placed  beside  Edgar  Poe's 
"Bells.".  .  .  It  is  a  poem  to  be  read  aloud; 
a  true  reeitativo.  The  energy  of  its  move- 
ments, the  melody  of  its  metres,  the  changes 


of  its  rhythm,  the  variety  of  its  fancies,  the 
artistic  advance  to  its  climax,  particularly 
the  management  of  its  close,  where  at  one 
and  the  same  time,  by  the  devices  of  ono- 
matopeia  and  of  rhythmical  imitation,  are 
doubly  interpreted  the  sob  of  a  man  and  the 
flicker  of  a  flame  so  perfectly  that  sob, 
flicker,  word,  rh3rthm,  each  appears  to  rep- 
resent the  other,  and  to  be  used  convertibly 
with  the  other  in  such  will-o'-wisp  trans- 
figurations as  quite  vanish  in  mere  de- 
scription,— all  these  elements  require  for 
full  enjoyment  that  the  actual  music  of  the 
poem  should  fall  upon  the  ear. — Lanier, 
Sidney,  1881  (?),  Paid  H.  Hayne's  Poetry, 
Music  and  Poetry,  p.  204. 

Hayne's  vitality,  courape,  and  native 
lyrical  impulse  have  kept  him  in  voice,  and 
his  people  regard  him  with  a  tenderness 
which,  if  a  commensurate  largesse  were 
added,  should  make  him  feel  less  solitary 
among  his  pines. —Stedman,  Edmund  Clar- 
ence, 1885,  Poets  of  America,  p.  451. 

The  man  is  dead;  the  bard  shall  never  die; 
Though  clay  lie  cold  and  eloquent  voice  be 

stUled, 
The  poet  lingers;  wood  and  field  and  sky 
And  the  far  spaces  by  his  soul  are  filled. 
For  him  all  times  and  seasons  shall  remain. 
And  thv  best  name,  O  South!  shall  still  be 
Hayne. 

—Parker,  Benjamin  S.,  1886,  Paid  Ham^ 
iUon  Hayne,  The  Cabin  in  the  Clearing  and 
Other  Poems. 

Pure  was  the  fount  of  song  from  which  he  drew 
Rare  pearls  of  thought,  as  clear  as  morning  dew; 

His  was  the  heritage  of  Orphic  fires! 
The  clarion  note  his  lyric  lips  outr-blew 

Was  one  of  noble  deeds  and  high  desires. 

— ScoLLARD,  Clinton,  1886,  Threnody  in 
Memory  of  Paul  Hamilton  Hayne. 

As  the  earlier  dews  of  Spring  will  throng 
Bright  on  some  flower  that  gives  to  breexe  or 
bee 

Its  delicate  symmetries  and  fragrant  breath, 
Even  so,  for  years,  clung  shining  round  your 

song 
The  certitude  of  immortality, 
The  faith  in  resurrection  after  death! 
— Fawcett,  Edgar,  1886,  Paid  HamUion 
Hayne,  Songs  of  Doubt  and  Dream,  p.  116. 

In  estimating  Hajme's  permanent  worth 
as  a  poet,  it  is  impossible  not  to  compare 
him  with  other  typical  Southern  poets.  He 
is  certamly  not  the  equal  of  Lanier  in  shaping 
imapnation,  nor  of  Pinkney  in  lyric  charm; 
it  would  be  saying  a  great  deal  in  either  case, 
if  he  were.  When  we  compare  him  with  his 
friend  Timrod,  whose  claims  Hayne  so 


PAUL  HAMILTON  HAYNE 


693 


chivalrously  preferred  to  his  own,  it  is  evi- 
dent tiiat  Timrod  was  the  superior  in  fire, 
lyric  force,  and  a  certain  wealth  of  utter^ 
ance;  and  Hayne  in  sweetness,  dignity,  and 
self-control.  .  .  .  Hayne's  was  certainly 
the  higher  nature;  when  his  songs  were  m,ost 
nearly  red-hot,  they  did  not,  like  Tunrod's, 
caU  the  Union  armies  Goths  and  Huns,  and 
they  were  free  from  the  almost  brutal  tone 
of  wrath  and  revenge  with  which  Timrod 
rejoices  over  the  imagined  desolation  of 
New  York.  .  .  .  This  great  fineness  of 
temperament  undoubtedly  helped  Hayne's 
later  career;  it  made  it  easy  for  him  to 
strike  hands  with  old  foes;  and  nothing  can 
be  more  generous  or  impassioned  than  his 
verses  of  thanks  for  the  Northern  aid  given 
at  a  later  time  to  the  Southern  cities.  His 
longer  poems  are,  like  the  longer  poems  of 
most  bards,  unsuccessful;  and  the  reader 
turns  gladly  from  these  to  his  verses  upon 
the  two  themes  where  he  is  strong— home 
affections  and  the  enjoyments  derived 
from  external  nature.  The  beauty  and 
delicate  tenderness  of  the  former  have  been 
already  mentioned;  and  the  outdoor  poems 
have  the  merit  of  using  material  unhack- 
neyed and  often  untouched  .  .  .  Above  all 
special  merits  of  description,  there  is  in 
these  outdoor  poems  a  charm  which  comes 
from  a  certain  wild  note,  something  akin  to 
the  delicate  song  of  the  blue-bird  and  to  all 
soft  spring  scents;  the  expression  of  a  lonely 
life  amidst  virgin  woods  and  unspoiled  soh- 
tudes.  One  may  detect  something  of  the 
same  note  in  some  of  Bryant's  earlier  poems, 
but  in  Hayne's  it  is  softer,  richer,  sweeter. — 
HiGGiNSON,  Thomas  Wentworth,  1887, 
Paul  HamiUon  Hayne,  The  Chautauquan, 
vol  7,  p.  231. 

"The  Mountain  of  the  Lovers,"  the 
"Macrobian  Bow,"  "Macdonald's  Raid." 
"UnveDed,"  the  "Vengeance  of  the  God- 
dess Diana,"  and  the  "  Solitary  Lake,"  are 
works  worth  the  crown  of  an  academy.  As 
a  sonnetteer,  Hayne  was  strong,  ranking 
well  with  the  best  in  America,  and  his  de- 
scriptive verse  is  often  very  melodious  and 
full  of  warm,  harmonious  color.  His  muse 
never  was  quite  Southern,  though  the  man 
was;  and  we  feel  as  we  read,  that  Keats  and 
Shelley  and  Tennyson  and  Wordsworth 
have  influenced  him  almost  as  much  as  the 
blue  skies,  the  fiery  sun,  and  the  moaning 
pines  of  the  sub-tropic.  And  yet  what  in- 
tensely radical  Southern  sentiment  he  some- 

88F 


times  voiced!  On  the  other  hand,  too, 
what  luxury  of  Southern  sights,  sounds, 
tastes,  perfumes,  and  colors  we  enjoy 
in  his  poem,  "Muscadines,"  than  which 
no  lesser  genius  than  Shelley  or  Keats  ever 
penned  a  better  or  a  richer.— Thompson, 
Maurice,  1888,  Literature,  Sept.  22. 

His  verse  displays  the  wealth  and 
warmth  of  the  landscape  of  South  Carolina 
and  Georgia,  the  loneliness  of  the  "pine 
barrens"  where  nature  seems  unmolested, 
or  the  swish  of  the  wild  Southern  sea.  As  a 
sonnetteer,  too,  his  place  is  not  far  below 
Longfellow's ;  American  achievements  in  this 
important  division  of  verse  have  not  been 
inconsiderable.  When  Hayne,  for  a  short 
period  in  his  life,  fell  under  the  influence  of 
Morris-mediaBvalism,  the  merit  of  his  verse 
dwindled  to  that  of  occasional  lines  or  pas* 
sages;  but  when  he  sang  his  own  song  in  his 
own  land  it  was  that  of  a  true  poet,  who 
heard 

'Low  words  of  alien  music,  softly  sung, 
And  rhythmic  sighs  in  some  sweet  unknown 
tongue." 

Far  from  the  distributing  centres  of  liter- 
ature, and  unaided  by  the  stimulus  or  the 
criticism  that  come  alone  from  association 
with  brother  authors,  Hayne  wrote  too 
much,  nor  polished  with  sufficiently  pains- 
taking art.— Richardson,  Charles  F., 
1888,  American  Literature,  1607-1885,  vol. 
n,  p.  230. 

The  impassioned  but  too  impetuous,  too 
regardlessly  profuse  singer  of  the  south. — 
Sharp,  William,  1889,  ed.,  American  Sonr 
nets,  IrUroduetory  Note,  p.  xxiv. 

Hayne's  poems  are  not  all  of  equal  in- 
terest, but  every  now  and  then  one  comes 
upon  something  very  striking.  Where  he 
felt  strongly  he  had  stirring  eloquence; 
what  he  knew  familiarly  he  could  paint 
vividly.  —  Sladen,  Douglas,  1891,  ed. 
Younger  American  Poets,  To  the  Reader,  p. 

XXX. 

Hayne  has  written  war  lyrics,  but  he  ex- 
celled in  domestic  sketches  and  in  short 
pieces  of  quiet  reflection  on  the  subject  of 
natural  landscape,  having  the  feeling  of 
contentment  that  must  precede  repose  in 
poetry.  —  Simonds,  Arthur  B.,  1894, 
Ammean  Song,  p.  252. 

His  prose  works,  some  of  which  are 
idyllic  in  beauty,  have  not  been  coUected  in 
any  form.    These  things  ought  not  to  be, 
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since  his  works  are  part  of  the  heritage,  the 
treasure,  and  the  heroism  of  a  people.  In 
his  prose  more  than  in  his  poetry  he  touches 
the  transient  and  current,  sometimes  im- 
pidin^  follies  with  a  sharp  pen,  and  other 
times  with  the  touch  of  a  painter  turning 
out  sketches  of  persons  and  places  aglow 
with  life  and  dramatic  power— sketches 
which  shall  ever  be  of  increaang  interest  to 
the  historian  as  well  as  to  the  lover  of  the 
beautiful.  .  .  .  ''Poet  laureate  of  the 
South!"  Yes,  that  title  by  divine  right  be- 
longs to  Hayne.  If  the  earliest  and  most 
constant  loyalty  to  the  Muse,  a  steady 
flame  of  poetic  fervor,  and  the  production 
of  the  largest  amount  of  good  poetry  be 
the  test,  then  the  honor  of  that  uncrowned 
preeminence  goes  easily  to  the  poet  of 
"Copse  Hill."— Link,  Samuel  Albert, 
1896,  Pioneers  of  Sovihem  LUeratwre,  pp. 
47,50. 

Hayne  belongs  distinctively  to  the 
artistic  imaginative  school  of  lyrists.  Had 
he  removed  to  New  York,  he  would  without 
doubt  have  become  one  of  that  select  circle 
whose  leaders  are  now  Stedman  and  Stod- 
dard. His  ability  as  a  literary  craftsman  is 
shown  by  his  marked  success  with  the 
sonnet,  that  unfailing  indicator  of  poetic, 
skill;  his  true  lyric  power  appears  m  his 
songs  of  the  war.  He  did  for  the  South 
what  Whittier  did  for  the  North.  The 
lyrics  "My  Motherland,"  "Stonewall  Jack- 
son, "  "The  Littie  White  Glove, "  and  above 
all  "Beyond  the  Potomac,"  indicate  the 
high-water  mark  of  the  Southern  poetry  of 
the  Rebellion.  Hayne  also  had  great  suc- 
cess as  a  narrative  poet,  ranking  in  this  de- 


partment only  second  to  Bayard  Taylor. — 
Pattee,  Fred  Lewis,  1896,  A  Hilary  of 
American  Literaiure,  p.  388. 

Paul  Hamilton  Hayne,  a  gentleman  of 
South  Carolina,  his  house  burned  in  the 
bombardn^ent  of  Charleston,  his  library 
scattered,  his  store  of  family  silver  lost, 
started  life  anew,  with  enfeebled  health,  in 
a  shanty  among  the  Georgia  pines.  Over- 
coming a  thousand  obst^les,  the  faithful 
poet  "beat  his  music  out,"  but  apart  from 
the  trumpet  tone  of  his  warnsongs,  it  was 
a  music  in  the  minor  key.— Bates,  Kathar- 
ine Lee,  1897,  American  Literaiure,  p.  187. 

He  was  not  the  high-priest  of  nature  in 
the  broadest  sense.  He  does  not  disclose 
the  range  of  imagination,  the  loftiness  of 
conception,  the  profound  meditativeness 
of  the  Northern  masters,  but  he  sings  his 
notes  as  naturally  as  a  bird  carolling  in  the 
tree  tops.  So  genuine  is  his  voice,  so  true 
in  tone,  so  musical,  that  it  is  questionable 
if  he  should  be  classed  among  our  minor 
poets.  In  the  silvery  melody  of  his  verse 
he  forcibly  recalls  Poe,  of  whom  he  was 
evidently  a  sympathetic  student.  It  would 
be  difficult  to  find  in  literature  a  more  ap- 
propriate picture  of  Southern  scenery  than 
in  his  "-^pects  of  the  Pines."— Onder- 
DONK,  James  L.,  1899-1901,  Hitiory  of 
American  Verse,  p.  187. 

He  has  left  ten  times  as  much  verse  as 
Timrod,  not  all  valuable,  nor  even  natural 
and  strong.  But  in  him  too  there  is  much 
real  poetry,  much  true  local  color. — Law- 
ton,  WiLUAM  Cranston,  1902,  Introduo- 
Hon  to  tiie  Study  of  American  LUerature,  p. 
306. 


Edwin  Percy  Whipple 

1819-1886 
Bom  at  Gloucester,  Mass.,  March  8, 1819;  died  at  Boston,  June  16, 1886.  An  American 
critic  and  essayist.  He  was  employed  in  a  bank  and  in  a  broker's  ofSce  at  Boston;  and 
1837-60  was  superintendent  of  the  reading-room  of  the  Merchant's  Exchange.  He  be- 
came noted  as  a  lecturer.  His  works  include  "Essays  and  Reviews"  (2  vols.,  1848-49), 
"Literature  and  Life"  (1849),  "Character  and  Characteristic  Men"  (1866),  "Literature 
of  Uie  Age  of  Elizabeth"  (1869),  "Success  and  its  Conditions"  (1871),  "American  Liter- 
ature  and  Other  Papers"  (1887),  "Recollections  of  Eminent  Men"  (1887),  "Outlooks  on 
Society,  Literature,  and  Politics"  (1888).— Smith,  Benjamin  E.,  ed,  1894-97,  Cenivry 
Cyclopedia  of  Names,  p.  1058. 


PERSONAL 

He  was  an  essential  part  of  the  literary 
life  of  Boston  at  a  time  when  that  city 
probably  furnished  a  larger  proportion  of 
the  Uterary  life  of  the  nation  than  it  will 
ever  again  supply.    He  was  unique  among 


the  authors  of  that  time  and  place  in  his 
training,  tastes,  and  mental  habit;  the  ele- 
ment that  he  contributed  was  special  and 
valuable;  he  duplicated  nobody,  whOe  at 
the  same  time  he  antagonized  nobody,  and 
the  controversial  history  of  that  period  will 
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find  no  place  for  his  name.— Hiqginson, 
Thomas  Wentworth,  1886,  Edtoin  Percy 
Whipple,  Atlantic  MonOdy,  vol  68,  p.  345. 

Mr.  Whipple  was  an  intellectual  sym* 
pathy  incarnate.  He  Uved  to  do  honor  to 
others,  and  to  forget  himself  in  awarding  to 
everybody  else  the  meed  of  desert.  No  dra- 
matic poet,  novelist,  painter  of  likenesses 
on  the  canvas  could  be  in  his  subjects  and 
sitters  more  absorbed,  himself  unconscious 
of  having  any  claim  or  winning  a  morsel  of 
regard.  ...  He  was  meek  and  lowly  like 
his  Master,  and  the  almost  more  than  a 
woman's  delicacy  in  his  robust  manly  mind 
was  a  sort  of  continual  hint  of  the  Holy 
spirit.  A  strong  thinker  in  a  slender  frame, 
he  had  idso  the  sensibility  which  is  not  un- 
veiled, and  the  sentiment  which  cannot  be 
sentimental  or  weak.  Nobody  would  en- 
ter a  more  displeased  protest  against  who- 
ever would  set  him  forth  as  a  model  of  per- 
fection, in  any  way.  .  .  .  This  rarely 
modest  disposition  was  well  suited  in  the 
custom  of  lus  plain  and  quiet  demeanor,  in 
his  withdrawid  from  appearing  abroad  as 
his  bodily  strength  abated,  and  in  the 
peculiarly  pladd  drcumstances  of  his  la; 
mented  yet  cheerful  demise.  ...  He  had  an 
eminent  magnanimity.  Did  others  crowd 
and  push  in  the  grasp  for  riches  or  race  for 
fame?— he  stood  aside,  he  feU  back,  he  re- 
linquished to  those  who  craved  it  the  prize. 
I  never  heard  a  word  of  envy  from  his  Ups;  I 
never  saw  a  spark  of  malice  in  his  eye.  He 
rejoiced  in  his  comrade's  superiority  and 
success.— Bartol,  Cyrus  Augustus,  1886, 
RecoUeetions  of  Eminent  Men,  Introduction, 
pp.  X,  xi,  xii. 

Whipple,  with  two-storied  head,  and 
bulbous  spectacles;  keen  critic,  good  talker. 
—Underwood,  Francis  H.,  1893.  RecoUec- 
tions  and  Appreciations  of  James  Russell 
LoweU. 

GENERAL 

As  chief  among  his  mental  characteristics 
we  are  disposed  to  place  the  rectitude  which 
marks  his  critical  judgments,  and  which 
is  seen  in  the  patience  and  thoroughness  of 
his  investigation  and  in  the  precision  of  his 
analysis,  not  less  than  in  the  results  at- 
which  he  arrives.  With  the  utmost  skill  he 
penetrates  to  the  heart  of  his  subject,  and 
lays  it  bare  for  the  inspection  of  the  curious 
that  they  may  verify  for  themselves  the 
correctness  of  the  views  which  he  presents. 
.  .  .  Closely  allied  with  this  quality  of 
mental  rectitude  is  his  power  of  analytical 


criticism,  as  shown  in  his  delineations  of 
both  intellectual  and  moral  character.  He 
rarely  fails  of  reaching  the  prime  motive  of 
a  man's  acts,  and  the  principles  which  give  a 
direction  to  his  thoughts,  in  this  peculiar 
psychological  development.  .  .  .  Another 
distinguishing  feature  of  Mr.  Whipple's 
mind  is  his  fondness  for  what  he  has  denom- 
inated, in  one  of  his  lectures,  ''the  ludicrous 
side  of  life. "  This  quality,  so  rarely  found 
among  the  descendants  of  the  Puritans, 
enters  deeply  into  his  intellectual  con- 
stitution, and  may  to  a  greater  or  less  ex- 
tent be  detected  in  nearly  all  his  essays.— 
Sbiith,  C.  C,  1849,  Whipple's  Essays  and  Re- 
views,  Christian  Examiner,  vol,  46,  pp.  190, 
191. 

In  fact,  he  has  been  infected  with  that 
unmeaning  and  transparent  heresy— the 
cant  of  critical  Boswellism,  by  dint  of  which 
we  are  to  shut  our  eyes  tightly  to  all  author- 
ial blemishes,  and  open  them,  like  owls,  to 
all  authorial  nierits. — PoE,  Edgar  Allan, 
1850,  Edwin  Percy  Whipple  and  Other 
Critics,  Works,  ed.  Stedman  and  Woodberry, 
vol.  vn,  p.  128. 

To  a  large  acquaintance  with  English 
literature,  a  prompt  and  retentive  memory. 
a  lively  fancy,  and  considerable  wit,  he 
joins  the  brisk  and  smart  exuberance  of 
style  which  is  the  most  agreeable  quality 
of  the  essayist,  and  the  most  essential  to  his 
success.  His  command  of  expression  is  al- 
most marvellous;  he  showers  words  upon 
the  page  with  a  prodigality  that  astonished 
the  lean  and  bare  scribblers  who,  after 
painful  search  and  with  many  contortions, 
clothe  their  shivering  thoughts  in  scant 
and  inappropriate  garments.  He  revels  in 
the  abundance  of  his  wealth,  and  changes 
his  rich  costume  so  frequently  and  swiftly, 
that  the  reader  begins  to  think  he  is  play- 
ing tricks  with  dress,  or  is  substituting 
words  for  thought.  Yet  the  suspicion 
would  be  groundless.  The  expression, 
though  lavish  and  ornate,  is  almost  in- 
variably clear,  pointed,  and  precise.  Be- 
cause he  has  a  large  store  to  choose  from, 
the  word  selected  is  just  the  appropriate 
word,  conveying  the  precise  idea  that  the 
writer  wishes  to  impart,  without  distortion 
or  indistinctness.  Mr.  Whipple's  essays, 
therefore,  form  easy  and  luxurious  read- 
ing. ...  Of  all  the  later  English  essayists, 
Mr.  Whipple  may  most  properly  be  com- 
pared with  Hazlitt,  whom  he  closely  re- 
sembles except  in  this  very  point  of  his 
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imperturbable  good  humor.  —  Bowen, 
Francis,  1850,  Wkippl^s  Lectures  on  Liter- 
ature and  Life,  North  American  Review,  vol 
70,  pp.  153,  156. 

There  is  hardly  a  writer  in  the  country 
so  capable  of  such  a  series  of  subjects  as  the 
author  of  ''Character  and  Characteristic 
Men;''  and  it  may  safely  be  said  that 
through  this  book  more  real  insight  may  be 
had  into  the  spirit  of  that  time  than  can  be 
obtained  by  means  of  the  works  of  any  one 
other  critical  author.— -White,  Richard 
Grant,  1869,  The  Galaxy,  Oct. 

Mr.  Whipple's  mind  is  acute  and  anal3^c, 
and  his  mode  of  dealing  with  a  subject 
shows  his  mastery  of  principles,  his  sincer- 
ity of  character,  and  his  power  of  ludd 
statement.  His  style  is  not  uniformly  easy, 
although  his  vocabulary  is  ample,  and  his 
choice  of  words  is  often  very  felicitous.  At 
times  he  inclines  to  be  epigrammatic  and 
sparkling,  and  when  this  is  the  case  he  is 
apt  to  restrain  his  naturally  ample  utter- 
ance, and  to  establish  a  formal  balance  of 
terse  phrases  in  short,  pungent  sentences, 
in  place  of  the  longer  sweep  of  the  older  and 
more  melodious  style  of  English  prose, 
like  most  writers  who  have  had  their  early 
discipline  in  debate,  and  have  maintained 
an  oratorical  style  by.  long  practice  in 
lecturing,  he  sometimes  swells  his  periods 
into  sonorous  measure,  and  writes  at  his 
reader,  as  if  in  the  midst  of  a  brilliant  per- 
oration before  an  excited  audience. — 
Underwood,  Francis  H.,  1872,  A  Hand- 
Book  of  English  Literature,  American  Au- 
ihors,  p.  445. 

With  the  possible  exception  of  Lowell 
and  Matthew  Arnold,  he  was  the  ablest 
critical  essayist  of  his  time;  and  the  place 
he  has  left  will  not  be  readily  filled.  Scarcely 
inferior  to  Macaulay  in  brilliance  of  diction 
and  graphic  portraiture,  he  was  freer  from 
prejudice  and  passion,  and  more  loyal  to 
the  truth  of  fact  and  history.  He  was  a 
thoroughly  honest  man.  He  wrote  with 
conscience  always  at  his  elbow,  and  never 
sacrificed  his  real  convictions  for  the  sake 
of  epigram  and  anthesis.  He  instinctively 
took  the  right  side  of  the  questions  that 
came  before  him  for  decision,  even  when  by 
so  doing  he  ranked  himself  with  the  un- 
popular minority.  He  had  the  manliest 
hatred  of  hypocrisy  and  meanness;  but  if 
his  language  had  at  times  the  severity  of 
justice,  it  was  never  merdless.  He  ''set 
down    naught    in    malice."— WHmiER, 


John  Greenleap,  1886,  American  LOer- 
atwre  and  Other  Papers  by  Whipple,  Inr 
iroduction,  p.  xiil 

By  thQ  mere  exercise  of  these  moral  qual- 
ities, combined  with  great  keenness  of  in- 
sight, he  doubtless  did  a  great  deal  for  the 
American  criticism  of  his  day,  and  must 
rank  with  Margaret  Fuller  Ossoli  and  far 
above  Poe  in  the  total  value  of  his  work.  It 
is  certainly  saying  a  great  deal  in  his  praise 
to  admit  that  up  to  a  certain  time  in  his  life 
there  was  probably  no  other  literary  man  in 
America  who  had  so  thoroughly  made  the 
best  of  himself,  —extracted  so  thoroughly 
from  his  own  natural  gifts  their  utmost  re- 
sources. His  memory  was  great,  his  read- 
ing constant,  his  acquaintance  laiige,  his 
apprehension  ready  and  clear.  ...  In  a 
time  and  place  which  had  produced  Emer- 
son, this  narrowness  of  range  was  a  defect 
almost  fatal.  It  did  not  harm  his  imme- 
diate success,  and  he  is  said,  in  those  palmy 
days  of  lecturing,  to  have  appeared  a  thou- 
sand times  before  audiences.  But  now  that 
his  lectures— or  his  essays  which  might 
have  been  lectures— are  read  criticaUy, 
many  years  later,  we  can  see  that  the  same 
shrinkage  which  has  overtaken  the  work  of 
Bayard  Taylor  and  Dr.  Holland,  his  com- 
peers upon  the  lecture  platform,  has  also 
overtaken  his.  Whether  it  was  that  this 
platform,  by  its  direct  influence,  restricted 
these  men,  or  whether  it  was  that  a  certain 
limitation  of  intellect  was  best  fitted  for 
producing  the  article  precisely  avaOable 
for  this  particular  market,  it  is  clear  that 
these  three  illustrate  alike  the  success  and 
the  drawbacks  of  the  lecturing  profession. 
— HiGGiNSON,  Thomas  Wbntworth,  1886, 
Edwin  Percy  Whipple,  AHanHc  Monthly, 
vol  58,  p.  346. 

Great  and  exceptional  as  were  Whipple's 
early  achievements  in  letters,  it  is  easy  to 
note  why  he  did  not  accomplish  more,  and 
to  see  why  he  missed  the  points  of  excellence 
which  a  more  generous  culture  would  have 
given  him.  Heliad  not  a  creative  mind,  but 
his  purely  critical  abilities,  though  of  the 
first  order,  needed  the  discipline  of  exact 
and  long-continued  study,  and  the  widen- 
ing of  inteUectual  view,  to  make  his  later 
work  something  more  substantial  than  it 
is.  He  came  just  short  of  being  a  great 
critic  of  literature.  His  vital  defect  is 
illustrated  by  comparing  his  critical  writing 
with  that  of  Emerson.  Both  have  much  in 
common— the  same  feeling  for  vitality  in 
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the  works  of  others,  the  same  regard  for 
good  form— but  Emerson  had  the  survey 
of  the  world,  though  the  horizon  was  that  of 
Concord,  while  Whipple  seldom  saw  be- 
yond the  author  or  subject  which  he  had  in 
hand.  .  .  .  Taking  up  Whipple's  essays  to- 
day, one  is  suiprised  at  the  maturity  and 
strength  of  his  youthful  work.  ...  In 
literary  knowledge  Whipple  had  no  superior 
among  Americans,  but  when  he  undertook 
the  entertainment  of  an  audience  the  temp- 
tation drove  all  serious  ideas  out  of  his  head, 
and  the  result  is  a  display  of  rhetorical 
pyrotechnics  which  has  no  more  present  in- 
terest than  a  bundle  of  sticks.  When  he 
sat  down  to  the  dissection  of  an  author  or 
to  the  critical  discussion  of  a  subject  he 
was  another  man;  what  he  lacked  in  moral 
purpose  and  breadth  of  view  was  made  up 
in  vigor  of  style  and  in  acuteness  of  prob- 
ing. .  .  .  Dear  as  he  was  to  his  friends,  and 
delightful  as  are  our  memories  of  his  over- 
flowing wit  and  his  brilliant  conversations, 
his  writings  entirely  lack  the  elements  of  per- 
petuity. His  essays  and  criticisms  delight 
for  the  moment,  but  are  related  neither  to 
philosophy  nor  religion,  nor  to  the  inter- 
pretation of  the  life  of  humanity.  They  en- 
tertain one,  like  the  feats  of  the  athlete,  but 
make  no  permanent  impression,  and  carry 
no  one  forward  in  any  direction. — Ward, 
Julius  H.,  1887,  Edvnn  P.  Whipple  as 
Critie,  New  Princeton  Review,  vcl,  3,  pp,  98, 
99,  102,  105. 

Whipple  began  his  active  work  as  a 
writer,  in  an  article  on  Macaulay.  Ab 
a  reviewer  and  a  lecturer,  Whipple  reached 
a  public  which  Emerson  ■  never  fully 
influenced;  though  his  service  in  empha- 
sizing the  value  and  strength  of  true  char- 
acter was  in  Emerson's  own  vein.  Whip- 
ple showed  his  Americanism  by  the  em- 
phasis laid  upon  that  element  of  character 
he  called  grit;  and  he  displayed  his  Saxon 
temper  in  his  unmitigated  contempt  for 
sham  and  shoddy.— Richardson,  Charles 
F.,  1887,  American  LUeratwre,  1607-1885, 
vd.  I,  p.  436. 

Whipple  was  not  only  a  critic;  he  was  also 
a  critic  of  first-rate  ability.  His  literary 
judgments  were  as  just  as  they  were  acute, 
and  have  been  confirmed  by  the  verdict  of 
later  years.  His  mind  was  both  penetrat- 
ing and  comprehensive;  he  took  the  philo- 
sophical view,  and  showed  the  sources  and 
relations  of  existing  conditions.  The  range 
of  his  reading  was  extensive  and  its  sub- 


jects well-chosen;  he  was  familiar  with  the 
field  of  European  literature,  as  well  as  with 
American:  only  Lowell  rivalled  him  in  this 
respect,  and  he  gave  himself,  as  LoweU  did 
not,  wholly  to  the  critical  jfunction.  He 
may  fairly  be  classed  with  such  men  as 
Matthew  Arnold  in  England,  and  Taine  in 
France;  for  though  his  scope  was  less  pre- 
tentious than  theirs,  the  actual  value  of  his 
achievements  will  probably  not  be  found 
inferior.  His  gift  of  interpretation  and  ex- 
pression was  commensurate  with  his  in- 
sight; so  that  his  essays  are  not  merely  in- 
structive to  students,  but  delightful  to  the 
general  reader.*  Humor  he  possesses  in 
abundance;  eloquence;  and  the  faculty  of 
giving  charm  and  lucidity  to  subjects  ap- 
parently dry  and  intricate.  His  merits  have 
been  acknowledged  by  competent  foreipi 

1'udges,  and  many  an  English  scholar's  li- 
>rary  contains  his  books.  No  one  who 
wishes  to  acquire  a  vivid  and  trustworthy 
conception  of  eminent  American  books  and 
men,  and  of  the  conditions  of  recent  Ameri- 
can existence,  can  do  better  than  to  con- 
sult the  writings  of  Whipple.— Hawthorne, 
Julian,  and  Leboion,  Leonard,  1891, 
American  lAteratwre,  p.  208. 

His  best  essays  are  still  read  by  the 
student  of  literature  for  their  keen  analysis 
and  fine  literary  sense;  but  he  was  not  a 
great  critic,  and  his  books  lack  that  charm 
of  manner  and  richness  of  thought  which 
make  Lowell's  and  Arnold's  critical  essays 
literature.— Bronson,  Walter  C,  1900,  A 
Short  History  of  American  Literature,  p.  175. 

It  is  almost  impossible  to  understand 
the  extravagant  praise  he  received,  but  we 
can  recognize  his  earnestness,  his  insistence 
— perhaps  his  overinsistence — upon  the 
moral  element  in  literature,  his  enthusiasm 
for  his  favourite  writers,  such  as  Words- 
worth, his  wide  reading,  his  not  infrequent 
felicity  of  phrase,  and  his  ability,  some- 
what rare  at  the  time,  to  express  his  dislikes 
in  a  hearty  fashion.  We  can  understand 
also  how  his  apt  illustrations  and  his  anec- 
dotes about  famous  men  delighted  his 
audiences.  On  the  other  hand,  many  of 
lus  pages  suggest  that  he  drew  upon  his 
commonplace  book  oftener  than  upon  his 
brains,  that  his  knowledge  was  frequently 
defective  and  his  judgment  still  more  so, 
that  his  criticism  was  lacking  in  subtlety, 
and  that  his  style  was  at  times  far  from 
pleasing.— Trent,  Wiluam  P.,  1903,  A 
History  of  American  Literature,  p.  563. 
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1839-1886  ' 
An  American  priest  and  verse-writer;  bom  at  Norfolk,  Va.,  Aug.  15,  1839;  died  at 
Louisville,  Ey.,  April  22,  1886.  It  was  while  chaplain  in  the  Confederate  army  that  he 
wrote  his  well-known  poem  "The  Conquered  Banner,"  composed  shortly  after  Lee's  sur- 
render. Later  he  went  North  for  the  purpose  of  lecturing  and  publishing  his  wbsks,  which 
have  appeared  as  "The  Conquered  Banner,  and  Other  Poems"  (1880);  "Poems,  Patriotic, 
Religious,  and  Miscellaneous"  (1880);  and  "A  Crown  for  Our  Queen. "  Other  poems  of 
his  which  are  popular  are:  "The  Lost  Cause, ^'  "The  Sword  of  Lee,"  "The  Flag  of  Erin," 
and  the  epic  "  Their  Story  Runneth  Thus. "  At  the  time  of  his  death  he  was  engaged  upon 
a  "Life  of  Christ. "—Warner,  Charles  Dudley,  ed,  1897,  Library  of  the  World's  Bat 
IMeraJture,  Biographical  Dictionary,  vol.  xxix,  p.  473. 

of  a  conquered  people  for  a  lost  cause.  .  .  . 
"Sentinel  Songs"  breathes  the  same  spirit, 
as  does,  however,  everything  that  emanates 
from  the  same  pen.  This  wants  some  of  the 
fire  of  the  former,  but  its  truthfulness  and 
earnestness  are  unmistakable.  ...  All  the 
poems  I  have  seen  from  Father  Ryan's  pen 
are  pitched  in  the  same  key.  .  .  .  They 
all  breathe  the  same  spirit,  and  the  same 
fire  flashes  through  all.—DAViDSON,  James 
Wood,  1869,  The  Living  Writers  of  the 
South,  pp.  491,  493,  494. 

His  "Poems,"  written  "off  and  on,  al- 
ways in  a  hurry,"  are,  in  fact,  of  unequal 
merit.  The  author  gives  a  fair  estimate  of 
them  when  he  tells  us  in  his  Preface  that 
"they  are  incomplete  in  finish,"  but,  as  he 
thinks  "true  in  tone."  Patriotic  or  re- 
ligious, they  actually  mirror  the  fervid 
feelings  of  the  Southerner,  and  the  pious 
aspirations  of  the  priest.  -They  cannot  but 


PERSONAL 

Father  Ryan's  was  an  open,  manly  char- 
acter, in  which  there  was  no  dissimulation. 
His  generous  nature  and  warm  heart  were 
ever  moved  by  kind  impulses  and  influenced 
by  charitable  feelings,  as  became  his  priestly 
calling.  We  may  readily  believe  him  when 
he  tells  us  that  he  never  wrote  a  line  for 
hate's  -sake.  He  shrank  instinctively 
from  all  that  was  mean  and  sordid.  Gener- 
osity was  a  marked  trait  of  his  character, 
an  ennobling  principle  of  his  nature,  the 
motive  power  of  his  actions,  and  the  main- 
spring of  his  life.  Friendship  was  likewise 
congenial  to  his  taste,  if  not  a  necessity  of 
his  nature;  and  with  him  it  meant  more 
than  a  name.  It  was  a  sacred  union  formed 
between  kindred  spirits — a  chain  of  affec- 
tion whose  binding  link  was  fidelity.  Never 
was  he  false  to  its  claims,  nor  known  to  have 
violated  its  obligations.  Hence  he  was 
highly  esteemed  during  life  by  numerous 
persons  of  all  classes  and  denominations  ; 
for  his  sympathies  were  as  broad  as  human- 
ity, and  as  far-reaching  as  its  wants  and  its 
miseries.  Yet  he  was  a  man  of  deep  con- 
viction and  a  strict  adherent  to  principle, 
or  what  he  conceived  to  be  principle;  for  we 
find  him  long  after  the  war  still  clinging  to 
its  memories,  and  slow  to  accept  its  results 
which  he  believed  were  fraught  with  dis- 
aster to  the  people  of  his  section.  A  South- 
erner of  the  most  pronounced  kind,  he  was 
unwilling  to  make  any  concession  to  his 
victorious  opponents  of  the  North  which 
could  be  withheld  from  them. — Moran, 
John,  1886,  Poems:  Patriotic,  Religious, 
Miscellaneous  by  Abram  J.  Ryan,  Memoir 
'  of  Father  Ryan,  p.  30. 

GENERAL 

"The  Conquered  Banner"  may  fairly 
take  its  place  at  the  top  of  the  list  of  the 
several  exquisite  wails  that  have  gone  up 
in  verse-utterance  from  the  crushed  hearts 


exert  a  happy  influence  on  the  reader.— 
Jenkins,  0.  L.,  1876,  The  Students  Hand- 
book of  British  and  American  Literature,  p. 
600. 

Father  Ryan's  fame  is  the  inheritance  of 
a  great  and  enlightened  nation,  and  his 
writings  have  passed  into  history  to  em- 
blazon its  pages  and  enrich  the  literature 
of  the  present  and  succeeeding  ages,  since  it 
is  confidently  believed  that,  with  tiie  lapse 
of  time,  his  fame  and  his  merits  will  grow 
brighter  and  more  enduring. — Moran,  John, 
1886,  Poems:  Patriotic,  Religious,  Miscel- 
laneous by  Abram  J,  Ryan,  Menurir  of  Father 
Ryan,  p.  25. 

Seldom  has  a  poet  been  so  identified  with 
a  cause  as  this  priest-TyrtsBUs.  In  his 
poem  one  sees  the  whole  terrible  drama, 
founded  on  the  brave  old  theme  of  Cavalier 
and  Roundhead,  acted  afresh— the  grim, 
old  story  of  high  hopes  shattered,  high 
blood  poured  out  like  water,  romance  and 
chivalry  subjected  to  reality.      Ryan  has 


RYAN—BEECHER 


599 


created  a  monument  more  beautiful  and 
more  enduring  than  marble  over  the  grave 
of  the  gallant  but  ill-fated  Gray.  The 
"Conquered  Banner,"  "Sentinel  Songs," 
and  the  lines  on  his  brother,  are  among  the 
finest  war  poems  in  our  language. — Sladen, 
Douglas,  1891,  ed.,  Younger  American 
Poets,  To  the  Reader,  p,  29. 

His  poems  are  the  simplest  of  songs,  and 
their  chief  quality  is  that  they  touch  the 
heart.  An  atmosphere  of  melancholy  and 
longing,  of  weariness  and  suffering  veils 
their  meaning  from  the  gaze  of  the  practical 
mind.  Religious  feeling  is  dominant.  The 
reader  seems  to  be  moving  about  in  cathe- 
dral glooms,  by  dimly-lighted  altars,  with 
sad  processions  of  ghostly  penitents  and 
mourners  fading  into  the  darkness  to  the 
sad  music  of  lamenting  choirs.  But  the 
light  which  falls  upon  the  gloom  is  the  light 
of  heaven,  and  amid  tears  and  sighs  over 
farewells  and  crushed  happinesses  hope  sing? 
a  vigorous  though  subdued  strain.  The  re- 
ligious and  melancholy  tone  of  these  poems 
is  one  reason  of  their  general  popularity. 
.     .     .     His  poems  as  a  whole  show 


rather  what  he  was  capable  of  than  any 
particular  excellence.  .  .  .  Father  Ryan 
had  greater  poetic  genius  than  Lowell;  but 
the  art  of  the  latter  was  masterly,  his  tal- 
ents were  cultivated  to  the  utmost,  and  his 
achievement  is  so  great  that  comparison  is 
impossible. ...  To  distinguish  between  his 
artistic  success  and  his  popularity  must  not 
be  forgotten.  The  elements  of  Jus  popular- 
ity are  not  difficult  to  name.  *  Rehgious 
feeling  is  the  first.  Devotion  to  Christ  and 
Mary,  His  mother,  the  priest's  awe,  wonder, 
and  love  for  the  mass  and  the  sacraments, 
the  enthusiasm  of  the  mystic  for  the  mys- 
teries of  religion,  are  the  most  fruitful 
sources  of  his  inspirations.  His  choice  of 
subjects  is  mostiy  personal,  peculiar  to  the 
priest,  the  missionary,  the  patriot,  the 
pilgrim  weary  of  the  world,  broken  in 
heidth  and  spirit,  eager  for  the  perfect  life. 
...  He  speaks  from  his  own  heart  to  the 
hearts  of  others.  Behind  these  elements  is 
the  true  poetic  genius  upon  which  his  worth 
and  his  popularity  rest  together.— Smith, 
John  Talbot,  1894,  Father  Ryan's  Poems, 
Thirteenth  Ed.,  IntrodtLction,  pp.  xiii,  xvi. 


Henry  Ward  Beeoher 

1813-1887 
Bom  at  litchfield.  Conn.,  June  24,  1813:  died  at  Brooklyn,  N.  Y.,  March  8, 1887.  A 
noted  American  Congregational  clergjrman,  lecturer,  reformer,  and  author,  son  of  Lyman 
Beecher.  He  was  graduated  at  Amherst  College  in  1834;  studied  theology  at  Lane  Theo- 
logical Seminary;  and  was  pastor  in  Lawrenceburg,  Indiana  (1837-39),  of  a  Presbyterian 
church  in  IncKanapolis  (1839-47),  and  of  the  Plymouth  Congregational  church  in  Brook- 
lyn (1847-87).  He  was  one  of  the  founders  and  early  editors  of  the  "Independent, "  the 
founder  of  the  "Christian  Union"  and  its  editor  1870-81;  and  one  of  the  most  prominent 
of  anti-slavery  orators.  He  delivered  Union  addresses  in  Great  Britain  on  subjects  re- 
lating to  the  CivU  War  in  the  United  States  in  1863.  He  published  "Lectures  to  Young 
Men"  (1844),  "Star  Papers"  (1855),  "Freedom  and  War"  (1863),  "Eyes  and  Ears" 
<1864),  "Aids  to  Prayer"  (1864),  "Norwood"  (1867),  "Earlier  Scenes,"  "Lecture  Room 
Talks, "  "  Yale  Lectures  on  Preaching, "  "  A  Summer  Parish, "  "  Evolution  and  Preaching  " 
(1885),  etc.— Sbath,  Benjamin  E.,  ed.  1894-97,  Century  Cyclopedia  of  Names,  p.  137. 


PERSONAL 
The  forehead  is  high  rather  than  broad; 
his  cheeks  bare;  his  mouth  compressed  and 
firm,  with  humor  liu-king  and  almost 
laughing  in  the  corners:  his  collar  turned 
over  i  h  B3rron,  more  perhaps  for  the  com- 
fort of  his  ears  (as  he  is  exceedingly  short- 
necked)  than  for  any  love  for  that  peculiar 
fashion.  His  voice  is  full  of  music,  in  which, 
by  the  way,  he  is  a  great  proficient.  His 
body  is  well  developed,  and  his  great 
maxim  is  to  keep  it  in  first-rate  working 
order,  for  he  considers  health  to  be  a  Chris- 
tian duty,  and  rightly  deems  it  impossible 


for  any  man  to  do  justice  to  his  mental 
faculties  without  at  the  same  time  attend- 
ing to  Iiis  physical.  His  motions  are  quick 
and  elastic,  and  his  manners  frank,  cordial, 
and  kind,  such  as  to  attract  rather  than 
repel  the  advances  of  others.  With  chil- 
dren he  is  an  especial  favorite;  they  love  to 
run  up  to  him  and  offer  him  little  bundles  of 
flowers,  of  which  they  know  him  to  be  pas- 
sionately fond,  and  they  deem  themselves 
more  than  rewarded  by  the  hearty  "Thank 
you, "  and  the  tender  look  of  loving  interest 
that  accompanies  his  acceptance  of  their 
gift.     Add  to  this  that  his  benevolence  is 
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limited  only  by  his  means,  and  our  readers 
will  have  a  pretty  good  idea  of  his  general 
character  and  personal  appearance. — Tay- 
lor, William  M.  1859,  SeoUuh  Review, 
Oct. 

I  finished  at  my  church  to-night.  It  is 
Mrs.  Stowe's  brother's,  and  a  most  wonder- 
ful place  to  speak  in.  We  had  it  enormously 
full  last  night  (Marigold  and  Trial),  but 
it  scarcely  required  an  effort.  Mr.  Ward 
Beecher  being  present  in  his  pew,  I  sent  to 
invite  him  to  come  round  before  he  left.  I 
found  him  to  be  an  unostentatious,  evidently 
able,  straightforward,  and  agreeable  man; 
extremely  well-informed,  and  with  a  good 
knowledge  of  art. — Dickens,  CHAmjES, 
1868,  Letter,  The  Life  of  Charles  LHckeM,  ed. 
Forzter,voLm,pA16. 

My  little  room  is  quiet  enough.  Lizae  is 
at  Seabrook,  and  I  am  all  alone.  The  sweet 
calm  face  of  the  pagan  philosopher  and 
emperor,  Marcus  Antonnus,  looks  down 
upon  me  on  one  hand,  and  on  the  other  the 
bold,  generous,  and  humane  countenance  of 
the  Christian  man  of  action,  IJenry  Ward 
Beecher;  and  I  sit  between  them  as  sort  of 
compromise.  —  Whittier,  John  Green- 
leaf,  1870,  To  Cdia  Thaxter,  July  28;  Life 
and  Letters,  ed.  Piekard,  vol.  n,  p.  566. 

I  spent  some  hours  with  the  famous 
authoress's  fanaous  brother,  Henry  Ward 
Beecher,  and  heard  him  preach  at  Ply- 
mouth Church  on  Thanksgiving  Day.  Logic, 
humour,  passionate  declan^ation,  poetry, 
tender  pathos,  were  marvelously  blended, 
and  I  joined  with  the  eagerly  listening 
crowd  both  in  laughter  and  tears.-— Hall, 
Newman,  1871,  An  Autobiography,  p.  181. 

It  would  be  no  compliment  to  call  Henry 
Ward  Beecher  the  American  Spurgeon.  He 
may  be  that,  but  he  is  more.  &  we  can 
imagine  Mr.  Spurgeon  and  Mr.  John  Bright 
with  a  cautious  touch  of  Mr.  Maurice  and  a 
strong  tincture  of  the  late  F.  W.  Robertson 
—if,  I  say,  it  is  possible  to  imagine  such  a 
compound  being  brought  up  in  New  Eng- 
land and  at  last  securely  fixed  m  a  New 
York  pulpit,  we  shall  get  a  product  not  un- 
like Henry  Ward  Beecher.— Haweis,  Hugh 
Reginald,  1872,  Henry  Ward  Beeeher,  Con- 
temporary  Review,  vol  19,  p.  317. 

In  all  my  communications  with  him,  in 
five  years  of  the  encyclopasdic  work  of  an 
editor,  I  have  never  touched  a  subject  of 
current  interest  of  which  he  appeared  to  be 
ignorant.   When  he  was  unacquainted  with 


the  subject,  he  could  si^gest  a  (firection — a 
book  or  a  living  authority— to  go  to  for  in- 
formation. This  largeness  of  his  nature, 
coupled  with  its  quickness,  its  mobility, 
makes  his  serious  moods  seem  an  affecta- 
tion or  assumption  to  narrow,  sluggish 
natures.  He  will  pass  instantly,  by  a  transi- 
tion inexplicable  to  men  of  slow  mental 
movement,  from  hilarity  to  reverence  and 
from  reverence  back  to  hilarity  again;  in  a 
conversation  about  diamonds  he  will  flash 
on  you  a  magnificent  picture  of  the  apoc- 
alyptic revelation  of  the  jewelled  walb  of 
the  New  Jerusalem,  and  before  his  auditor 
has  fully  recovered  his  breath  from  the 
sudden  flight,  he  is  back  upon  the  earth 
again,  telling  some  experience  with  a  sales- 
man at  Tiffany's  or  Howard'a  He  is  catiio- 
lic,  broad,  of  universal  sympathies,  of 
mercurial  temperament,  of  instantaneous 
and  lightning-like  rapidity  of  mental  action. 
—Abbott,  Lyman,  1882,  Henry  Ward 
Beeeher,  A  Sketch  of  his  Career,  p.  190. 

This  morning  I  have  been  to  hear  Ward 
Beecher.  Places  were  kept,  and  his  man- 
agement of  his  voice  and  hold  on  his  vast 
audience  struck  me  wonderfully,  but  the 
sermon  was  poor.  They  said  he  knew  I 
was  coming,  and  was  on  Ms  good  behaviour, 
and  therefore  constrained.  At  the  end  of 
the  service  he  came  down  into  the  area  to 
see  n^e,  gave  me  the  notes  of  his  sermon, 
said  that  I  had  taught  him  much,  that  he 
had  read  my  rebukes  of  him  too,  and  that 
they  were  just  and  had  done  him  good. 
Nothing  coidd  be  more  gracious  and  in 
better  taste  than  what  he  said. — Arnold, 
Matthew,  1883,  To  Miss  Arnold,  Oct.  28; 
Letters,  ed.  Russell,  vd.  ii,  p.  263. 

His  face  and  form  and  motion  were  as  in- 
dividual as  his  nund.  For  those  who  knew 
him  well  tiiey  seemed  its  inevitable  ex- 
pression. 

"His  eloquent  blood 
Spoke  in  his  cheeks,  and  so  distinctly  wrought 
Tliat  you  might  almost  say  his  body  thought." 

His  humor  twinkled  in  Iiis  eye.  One  had 
but  to  see  his  mouth  to  know  his  nature's 
tenderness;  and  equally  his  enjoyment  of 
all  things  purely  sensuous— all  lovely 
colors,  all  beauteous  forms,  and  all  de- 
lightful sounds.  The  physical  volume  of 
the  man  was  necessary  to  tus  intellectual 
energy  and  to  his  stormy  eloquence.  His 
impassioned  outbursts  would  have  been 
ridiculous  in  a  man  of  slighter  mould.  Hia 
appearance  during  the  last  years  of  his  life, 
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if  it  did  not  ^ain  in  fineness,  acquired 
greater  impressiveness  from  his  ruddy  face 
and  flowing  silver  hair.  A  stranger  could 
not  meet  Um  on  the  street  without  know- 
ing him  to  be  no  ordinary  man;  without 
wondering  if  he  were  not  quite  extraordi- 
nary.—Chadwick,  John  Whitb,  1887, 
Henry  Ward  Beeeher,  The  NoHon,  vol.  44,  p. 
225. 

What  strikes  us  in  Beecher,  as  in  Webster, 
is  the  native  fashion,  the  way  he  was  hewn, 
the  part  God  had  in  him, — not  his  volition, 
but  his  constitution.  **  A  splendid  animal' ' 
he  was  called  by  the  examiner  of  his  body 
and  hisbumps, — his  hair,  a  mane;  his  head 
and  features  reminding  us,  though  with 
total  absence  of  the  cruel  mien,  of  that 
great  king  and  lion,  or  royal  beast,  Henry 
VIII.  But,  like  the  former  Henry,  Beecher 
was  a  synonym  for  forward,  aggressive 
motion, — Us  hand  everywhere,  with  a 
word  which  was  a  blow.  He  said,  "I  am 
positive,"  to  one  who  wanted  him  to  spare 
an  unpleasant  passage  or  pass  evasively 
over  some  delicate  point  in  his  speech.  As 
civilian,  politician,  or  theologian,  he  was 
nothing,  if  not  on  the  jump.  Never  neutral, 
he  provoked  opposite  opinions  at  his  death, 
yet  possessed  in  his  traits  the  unquestion- 
able excellence  without  which  no  man  can 
attach  to  himself  such  warm  and  so  many 
friends,  hold  a  million  watchers,  in  spirit 
with  the  actual  crowd  near  his  sick-bed, 
and  draw,  as  sun  and  moon  do  the  tides, 
abounding  praises  over  his  unshrouded  re- 
mains.—Bartol,  Cyrus  Augustus,  1887, 
Henry  Ward  Beecher,  Unitarian  Review, 
vol.  27,  p.  345. 

Aside  from  his  face,  Mr.  Beecher  would 
not  have  attracted  marked  attention  in  a 
crowd.  His  figure  was  short  and  compact. 
Although  but  five  feet  eight  inches  in 
height,  his  weight  for  several  years  had 
averaged  about  two  hundred  and  twenty- 
five  pounds.  But  his  flesh  was  so  well  dis- 
tributed that  he  did  not  appear  clumsy  nor 
obese.  His  carriage  was  erect  and  noble. 
His  complexion  was  florid,  and  his  smoothly- 
shaven  face  and  white  locks  contrasted 
finely  with  it.  His  hair  was  somewhat  thin, 
but  to  the  last  it  fully  covered  his  head.  It 
was  allowed  to  grow  to  the  collar,  and  was 
swept  behind  his  ears.  His  head  was  not 
extraordinary  in  size,  measuring  only 
twenty-three  inches  in  circumference,  but 
his  massive  face  and  features  gave  it  an  ap- 
pearance of  great  bulk.     His  forehead  was 


rather  retreating  than  bold,  except  that  the 
brow  was  full.  His  eyes  were  prominent 
and  seemed  large.  They  were  grayish  blue 
in  color,  and  so  perfect  were  these  organs  as 
to  require  no  artificial  aid,  even  for  pro- 
tracted work.  The  upper  lids  were  full  and 
overhanging— a  formation  which  has  been 
noted  as  characteristic  of  many  distinguished 
orators  and  actors.  His  nose  bore  a  fair 
proportion  to  the  rest  of  his  features,  and 
presented  no  remarked  peculiarity  of  form. 
His  mouth  was  large,  and  the  lips  neither 
full  nor  thin.  They  closed  firmly.  The 
cheeks  were  fuU,  quite  remarkably  so  be- 
neath the  ears,  which  latter  organs  were  well 
formed,  and  set  far  back  upon  the  head. 
The  chin  was  somewhat  square,  and  gave  a 
determined  look  to  his  face.  His  expres- 
sion was  exceedingly  varied.  Never  was 
there  a  more  mobUe  countenance,  nor  one 
that  more  quickly  and  decisively  responded 
to  every  emotion.— Sharle,  W.  S.,  1887, 
Beeeher'8  Personality,  North  American  Re- 
view,  vol  144,  p.  488. 

I  attended  Mr.  Beecher's  funeral  to-day 
at  his  church  in  Brooklyn,  which  was 
turned  into  a  flower  garden.  No  funeral 
just  like  it  has  taken  place  since  the  world 
began.  I  looked  upon  the  dead  body  with 
the  closed  mouth,  once  so  eloquent,  and  the 
eyes  once  flashing  with  genius.  There  were 
and  there  are  preachers  more  profound  and 
more  spiritual,  and  orators  more  weighty 
and  more  polished  than  Mr.  Beecher,  but  it 
is  doubtful  if  any  generation  has  produced 
a  more  powerful  popular  speaker  who  had 
such  complete  command  and  magnetic  hold 
of  his  audience.  His  imagination  was  as 
fertile  as  that  of  a  poet,  though  he  never 
wrote  a  poem,  or  quoted  poetry.  His  mind 
was  a  flower  garden  in  perpetual  bloom,  en- 
livened by  running  brooks  and  singing  birds. 
He  was  in  profound  sympathy  with  nature 
and  with  man,  especially  with  the  common 
people.— ScHAPF,  Phiup,  1888,  Journal, 
March;  Life,  ed,  Schajf,  p.  404. 

It  is  amusing  to  the  men  and  women  of 
this  day  to  read  that  the  most  famous  of 
modem  preachers  and  his  wife  who  was 
about  to  be,  on  their  wedding-day,  made 
their  own  wedding-cake,  he  picking 
over  and  stoning  the  raisins,  beating  the 
eggs  and  keeping  the  whole  family  in  good 
spirits  while  the  hurried  preparations  went 
on.  But  the  simplicities  and  homeliness  of 
life  in  a  Massachusetts  village,  a  half  cen- 
tury and  more  ago,  are  very  enchanting 
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compared  with  the  hardships  on  which  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Beecher  were  soon  to  enter  in  their 
Western  parish.  Beginning  housekeeping 
on  a  meager  salary,  in  two  rooms  upstairs 
over  a  stable;  calling  in  the  assistance  of  the 
paternal  household  on  Walnut  Hills,  securing 
a  cooking-stove  from  a  brother,  and  dishes 
from  a  Seminary  classmate,  and  a  variety  of 
tilings  from  ''Father  Beecher  and  Mrs. 
Stowe;"  cleaning  out  the  dirty  rooms  with 
their  own  hands,  with  indomitable  pluck 
and  the  merriest  good  nature — such  were 
the  preparations  nutde  by  this  loving  couple 
for  their  first  home.— Barrows,  John 
Henry,  1893,  Henry  Ward  Beecher  the 
Shakeipeare  of  the  Ptdpit,  p.  73. 

Good-by,  my  best  beloved  friend.  I  shall 
never  have  another  like  you.  Mr.  Beecher 
died  of  apoplexy  at  his  residence  in 
Brooklyn  on  Tuesday,  March  8,  1887, 
at  9:40  A.  M.  The  private  funeral  was 
held  at  9:30  A.  M.  on  the  following  Thurs- 
day at  his  late  home,  where  none  but  the 
members  of  the  family  were  present.  The 
public  funeral  took  place  at  Plymouth 
Church  at  1030  A.  M.  on  Friday,  the  11th. 
.  .  .  Surging  crowds  thronged  the  neigh- 
boring thoroughfares.  Business  was  sus- 
pended by  proclamation  of  the  mayor  of 
Brooklyn.  The  streets  in  all  directions  were 
filled  with  the  sorrowing  multitude,  who 
stood  in  line  for  hours  with  a  hope  of  view- 
ing once  more  the  face  of  their  departed 
friend.  When  the  funeral  pageant  entered 
Pl3rmouth  Church  the  interior  of  the  peat 
structure  was  blooming  like  animmense  bow- 
er of  flowers  and  living  things.  Evergreens 
and  roses,  smilax  and  blossoming  vines, 
greeted  tihose  who  entered.  It  seemed, 
indeed,  the  ushering  of  the  dead  into 
the  realm  of  life.  Lying  in  state  during  an 
entire  day,  the  body  was  viewed  by  thou- 
sands. The  crush  to  gain  one  glimpse  of  the 
renudns  was  terrible,  dthough  the  interior 
arrangements  were  perfect  to  secure  an 
orderly  passing  of  the  long  lines  of  people. 
The  Thirteenth  Regiment  were  the  guard 
of  honor;  and  hour  after  hour,  from  10  in 
the  morning  until  10  in  the  evening,  while 
the  great  organ  gave  forth  subdued  and 
solemn  music,  the  people  entered,  looked, 
and  passed.  It  was  estimated  in  this  slow 
but  constantly  moving  stream  over  fifty 
thousand  persons — men,  women,  and  chil- 
dren—had come  to  see  his  face  for  the  last 
time.— Pond,  James  Burton,  1900,  Eeeen^ 
tricities  of  Genius^  p,  74. 


TRIAL 
I  love  Beecher  and  believe  in  him.  He 
has  done  good  to  thousands.  If  he  has  fal- 
len into  temptation  I  shall  feel  grieved,  but 
would  be  ashamed  of  myself  were  I  less  his 
friend.  —  WfliTTiBR,  John  Greenleaf, 
1874,  To  EKzabeth  Stuart  Phdpe,  Jvly  14; 
Life  and  Letters,  ed.  Piekard,  vol  n,  p.  595. 

Mr.  Henry  Ward  Beecher  is  so  far  from 
suffering  any  diminution  of  his  popularity 
as  a  preacher  or  lecturer  from  the  defama- 
tory accusations  brought  against  him  that 
he  is  now  paid  double  what  he  formerly  re- 
ceived for  either  preaching  or  lecturing— 
the  great  attraction  of  his  eloquence  being 
enhanced  in  public  estimation  by  his  posi- 
tion as  a  martyr  to  an  infamous  slander,  or 
the  hero  of  a  scandalous  intrigue.  I  have 
been  assured  that  he  will  be  supported  and 
maintained  in  spite  of  everytlung  in  his 
own  church,  as  a  mere  matter  of  money  in- 
terest. The  church  was  built  upon  specula- 
tion by  a  body  of  gentlemen,  who  engaged 
Mr.  Beecher  to  preach  there,  expecting  an 
immense  sale  of  their  pews  at  a  very  high 
price,  as  the  result  of  his  popularity  as  a 
preacher.  Hitherto  their  speculation  has 
answered  admirably,  and  the  present  scan- 
dal has  added  to  their  profits  by  cramming 
the  church  fuller  than  ever,  and  in  the  in- 
terest of  their  pew-rents  they  will  contrive 
to  keep  their  preacher's  popularity  un- 
diminished with  the  public,  as  I  ijn  as- 
sured. The  whole  thing  esdiibits  a  moral 
tone  in  the  conimunity  where  it  is  taking 
place  so  incredibly  degraded  and  so  vul- 
garly vicious,  that  I  think  the  lapse  from 
virtue  imputed  to  one  individual,  clergy- 
man though  he  be,  far  less  shocking  and  re- 
volting than  the  whole  religious  tone  and 
condition  of  his  congregation  and  the  society 
of  which   they  form  a  part. — Eemble, 

Frances  Ann,  1874,  Letter  to  H ,  Dee. 

6;  Further  Records,  p.  54. 

Here  is  the  most  popular  Protestant 
preacher,  I  think,  that  ever  lived,  a  man 
whose  church  would  be  filled,  if  there  was  a 
bull-fight  in  the  next  street, — who  gets  a 
salary  of  twenty  thousand  dollars  and  is 
worth  it  to  his  church,— who,  as  a  lecturer, 
is  handled  by  his  impresario  as  if  he  were  a 
prima  donna, — who  has  done  more  sensible, 
effective,  good-natured  talking  and  writing 
to  the  great  middle  class  and  the  ''un- 
known public"  than  any  man  we  ever  had 
in  this  country, — with  a  good  deal  of  Frank- 
lin's sense  and  humor,  with  a  power   of 
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holding  great  assemblies  like  Whitefield,— 
the  best  known  and  most  popular  private 
citizen,  I  suppose,  we  have  ever  had,--a 
saint  by  inheritance  and  connections  of 
every  land,  and  yet  as  human  as  King 
David  or  Robert  Bums,  so  that  his  inher- 
ited theology  hangs  about  him  in  rags,  and 
shows  the  flesh  of  honest  manhood  in  a 
way  to  frighten  all  his  co-religionists,— 
here  is  this  wonderful  creature,  popular 
idol,  the  hope  of  liberal  orthodoxy,  accused 
of  reading  the  seventh  commandment  ac- 
cording to  tiie  version  that  left  out  the 
negative.  There  is  no  doubt  that  he  has 
compromised  himself  with  unsafe  persons 
and  brought  grave  suspicions  on  himself, 
but  the  hope  is  universal  that  his  defence, 
yet  to  conie,  will  show  that  he  has  been 
slandered,  and  that  his  own  assertions  of 
innocence  will  be  made  good  by  a  thorough 
sifting  of  the  testimony  that  is  brought 
against  him.  His  accuser,  Theodore  Tilton, 
appears  as  badly  as  a  man  can,  in  every 
point  of  view,  but  it  is  pretended  that 
other  witnesses  are  to  be  called,  and  sick  as 
everybody  is  of  the  monster  scandal,  it  is 
felt  that  all  must  be  known,  since  so  much 
has  akeady  been  made  public.  I  am  afraid 
you  will  turn  away  with  something  like 
disgust  from  the  pages  that  I  have  filled 
with  this  matter,  but  the  truth  is,  nothing 
ever  made  such  a  talk,  and  if  it  had  been  a 
setUed  fact  that  the  comet  was  to  hit  the 
earth  on  the  22nd  of  July,  late  on  the 
evening  of  the  21st,  people  would  have 
been  talking  of  the  great  "Beecher-TUton 
scandal."— Holmes,  Oltvbr  Wendell, 
1874,  To  John  Lotkrop  MoOey,  July  26; 
lAJe  and  Letters,  ed.  Morse,  vol.  u,  p.  209. 

My  brother  is  hopelessly  generous  and 
confiding.  His  inability  to  believe  evil  is 
something  incredible,  and  so  has  come  all 
this  suffering.  You  said  you  hoped  I  should 
be  at  rest  when  the  first  investigating  com- 
mittee and  Plymouth  Church  cleared  my 
brother  almost  by  acclamation.  Not  so. 
The  enemy  have  so  committed  themselves 
that  either  they  or  he  must  die,  and  there 
has  followed  two  years  of  the  most  dread- 
ful struggle.  Mrat,  a  legal  trial  of  six 
months,  the  expenses  of  which  on  his  side 
were  one  hundred  and  eighteen  thousand 
dollars,  and  in  which  he  and  his  brave  wife 
sat  side  by  side  in  the  court-room  and  heard 
all  that  these  plotters,  who  had  been  weav- 
ing their  webs  for  three  years,  could  bring. 
The  foreman  of  the  jury  was  offered  a  bri^ 


of  ten  thousand  dollars  to  decide  against 
my  brother.  He  sent  the  letter  containing 
the  proposition  to  the  judge.  But  with  all 
their  plotting,  three  fourths  of  the  jury 
decided  against  them,  and  their  case  was 
lost.  .  .  .  Never  have  I  known  a  nature  of 
such  strength,  and  such  almost  child-like 
innocence.  He  is  of  a  nature  so  sweet  and 
perfect  that,  though  I  have  seen  him 
thunderously  indignant  at  moments,  I 
never  saw  him  fretful  or  irritable,— a  man 
who  continuously,  in  every  little  act  of  life, 
is  thinking  of  others,  a  man  that  all  the 
children  in  the  street  run  after,  and  that 
every  sorrowful,  weak,  or  distressed  person 
looks  to'  as  a  natural  helper.  In  all  this 
long  history  there  has  been  no  circum- 
stance of  his  relation  to  any  woman  that 
has  not  been  worthy  of  himself,— pure, 
delicate,  and  proper;  and  I  know  all  sides  of 
it,  and  certainly  should  not  say  this  if  there 
were  even  a  misgiving.  Thank  God,  there 
is  none,  and  I  can  res^  my  New  Testament 
and  feel  that  by  all  the  beatitudes  my 
brother  is  blessed.  His  calmness,  serenity, 
and  cheerfulness  through  all  this  time  has 
uplifted  us  all.— Stowe,  Harriet  Beecher, 
1876,  Letter  to  Oeorge  Eliot,  March  18;  Life, 
ed,  Stowe,  pp.  478,  480. 

PREACHER  AND  ORATOR 
Among  the  many  consecrated  edifices 
which  (Uistinguish  Brooklyn  as  "the  City 
of  Churches, "  is  included  one,  individual- 
ized by  its  unusual  capacity  and  its  modest 
architecture.  .  .  .  Here  gather,  twice  on 
every  Sabbath  of  the  year,  except  during 
the  summer  solstice,  about  twenty-five 
hundred  people,  and  the  audience  some- 
times numbers  three  thousand.  It  is  not 
unusual  for  the  capacious  body  of  the 
church,  the  broad  galleries,  the  second 
elevated  gallery,  the  several  aisles,  and  all 
vacancies  about  pulpit  and  doors,  to  be 
occupied  by  eager  listeners,  and  sometimes 
hundreds  turn  away,  unable  to  find  footing 
within  the  audience-room.  And  this  is  no 
novel  fact.  It  has  been  a  fact  for  six  years. 
Its  persistence  imparts  to  it  the  dignity  of  a 
moral  phenomenon.  It  is  unprecedented  in 
the  history  of  audiences,  whether  religious, 
literary,  political,  or  artistical.  What  in 
truth  is  it?  It  is  not  that  an  orator  attracts 
a  crowd.  That  is  of  ten  done.  But  it  is,  that 
twice  on  each  Sabbath  for  six  years,  from 
two  to  three  thousand  people  centre  to  an 
unchanged  attraction.  No  dramatic  genius, 
no  melodious  voice,  no  popular  eloquence 
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has  ever  done  so  much  as  that.  Neither 
Macready,  nor  Garrick,  nor  Jenny  lind, 
nor  Rachel,  nor  Gough,  nor  Clay,  nor 
Choate  has  done  it.  The  theatre  must 
change  its  ''Star"  monthly,  the  singer  must 
migrate  often,  the  orator  must  make  "angel 
visits"  to  concentrate  three  thousand  peo- 
ple. And  the  phenomenon  is  the  more  re- 
markable, in  that  this  gathering  is  around 
the  Pulpit,  where  no  Art  wins,  and  no 
Pleasure  stimulates;  and,  furthermore,  it 
occurs  when  hundreds  of  other  audience- 
rooms  are  opened  for  the  same  purpose, 
with  pulpits  suitably  supplied;  while  com- 
petition must  be  banished,  before  the  Stars 
of  Art  can  fill  three  thousand  se&ts  for  a 
single  evening.  And  though  a  difference  of 
expense  has  its  effect,  yet  it  is  far  from  ex- 
plaining the  difference  of  fact.— Fowler, 
Henry,  1856,  The  American  PulpU,  p.  141. 

We  cross  the  ferry  to  Brooklyn,  and  hear 
Ward  Beecher  at  the  Plymouth  Church.  It 
was  a  spectacle, — and  himself  the  Preacher, 
if  preacher  there  be  anywhere  now  in  pul- 
pij^.  His  auditors  had  to  weep,  had  to 
laugh,  under  his  potent  magnetism,  while 
his  doctrine  of  justice  to  all  men,  bond  and 
free,  was  grand.  House,  entries,  aisles, 
galleries,  all  were  crowded.  Thoreau  called 
it  pagan,  but  I  pronounced  it  good,  very 
good,— the  best  I  had  witnessed  for  many  a 
day,  and  hopeful  for  the  coming  time. — 
Alcott,  Amos  Bronson,  1856,  Letter,  Nov. 
9;  FamilioT  Letters  of  Henry  David  Thoreau, 
ed,  SarAom,  p.  348. 

Beecher  preached  the  most  dramatic  and, 
in  one  sense,  most  effective  sermon  I  ever 
heard  from  him,  but  in  all  the  philosophy  of 
it  unspeakably  crude  and  naturalistic;  and 
yet  I  was  greatly  moved  notwithstanding, 
and,  I  trust,  profited.    The  close  was  elo- 

auent  enou^  to  be  a  sermon  by  itself. — 
iUSHNELL,  HORACE,  1858,  Letter  io  his  Wife, 
Life  and  Letters,  ed.  Cheney,  p.  413. 

No  minister  in  the  United  States  is  so 
well  known,  none  so  widely  beloved.  He 
is  as  well  known  in  Ottawa  as  in  Broad- 
way. He  has  the  largest  Protestant  con- 
gregation in  America,  and  an  ungathered 
parish  which  no  man  attempts  to  number. 
He  has  church  members  in  Maine,  Wis- 
consin, Georgia,  Texas,  California,  and  all 
the  way  between.  Men  look  on  him  as  a 
national  institution,  a  part  of  the  public 
property.  Not  a  Sunday  in  the  year  but 
representative  men  from  every  State  in  the 
Union  fix  their  eyes  on  him,  are  instructed 


by  his  sermons  and  uplifted  by  his  prayers. 
He  is  the  most  popular  of  American  lectur- 
ers. In  the  celestial  sphere  of  theolo^cal 
journals,  his  papers  are  the  bright  particu- 
lar star  in  that  constellation  called  the  "  In- 
dependent:" men  look  up  to  and  bless  the 
useful  light,  and  learn  therefrom  the  signs  of 
the  times.  .  .  .  He  speaks  for  the  ear  which 
takes  in  at  once  and  understands.  He  never 
makes  attention  painful.  He  illustrates  his 
subject  from  daily  life;  the  fields,  the  streets, 
stars,  flowers,  music,  and  babies  are  his 
favorite  emblems.  He  remembers  that  he 
does  not  speak  to  scholars,  to  minds  dis- 
ciplined by  long  habit  of  thought,  but  to 
men  with  common  education,  careful  and 
troubled  about  many  things;  and  they 
keep  his  words  and  ponder  them  in  their 
hearts.  .  .  .  His  dramatic  power  makes  his 
sermon  also  a  life  in  the  pulpit;  his  audt- 
iorium  is  also  a  theatrum,  for  he  acts  to  the 
eye  what  he  addresses  to  the  ear,  and  at  once 
wisdom  enters  at  the  two  gates.— Parker, 
Theodore,  1858,  Henry  Ward  Beecher, 
AUanHc  Monthly,  vol.  1,  pp.  865,  869. 

It  may  be  safely  said,  indeed,  that  as  a 
pulpit  and  a  platform  orator  he  has  no 
superior.  Nothing  is  studied,  nothing  arti- 
ficial, about  his  oratory:  all  is  natural, 
frank,  cordial,  hearty,  fearless.  One  great 
secret  of  his  power  is,  that  he  feels  deeply 
himself  the  great  truths  that  he  utters,  and 
therefore  makes  his  audience  feel  them  too. 
—Cleveland,  Charles  D.,  1859,  A  Comr 
pendium  of  American  Literature,  p.  679. 

It  is  not  clear  to  the  distant  spectator  by 
what  aperture  Mr.  Beecher  enters  the 
church.  He  is  suddenly  discovered  to  be 
present,  seated  in  his  place  on  the  platform, 
— an  under-sized  gentleman  in  a  black 
stock.  His  hair  combed  behind  his  ears, 
and  worn  a  little  longer  than  usual,  im- 
parts to  his  appearance  something  of  the 
Puritan,  and  calls  to  mind  his  faUier,  the 
champion  of  orthodoxy  in  heretical  Boston. 
In  conducting  the  opening  exercises,  and, 
indeed,  on  all  occasions  of  ceremony,  Mr. 
Beecher  shows  himself  an  artist, — both  his 
language  and  his  demeanor  being  marked 
by  the  most  refined  decorum.  An  elegant, 
finished  simplicity,  characterizes  all  he  does 
and  says:  not  a  word  too  much,  nor  a  word 
misused,  nor  a  word  waited  for,  nor  un- 
harmonious  movement,  mars  the  satisfac- 
tion of  the  auditor.  The  habit  of  living  for 
thirty  years  in  the  view  of  a  multitude  to- 
gether with  a  natural  sense  of  the  becoming, 
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and  a  quick  sympathy  with  men  and  cir- 
cumstances, has  wrought  up  his  public  de- 
meanor to  a  point  near  perfection.  A  can- 
didate for  public  honors  could  not  study  a 
better  model.  This  is  the  more  remarkable, 
because  it  is  a  purely  spiritual  triumph. 
Mr.  Beecher's  person  is  not  imposing,  nor 
his  natiu-al  manner  graceful.  It  is  his  com- 
plete extirpation  of  the  desire  of  producing 
an  Slegitimate  effect;  it  is  his  sincerity  and 
genuineness  as  a  human  being;  it  is  the 
dignity  of  his  character,  and  hs  command 
of  his  powers,— which  give  him  this  easy 
mastery  over  every  situation  in  which  he 
finds  himself.— Parton,  James,  1867,flenry 
Ward  Beeehefs  Chvreh,  Atlantic  Monthly, 
vol.  19,  p.  42. 

The  sermon  entitled  "Sin  against  the 
Holy  Ghost,"  is  one  of  the  most  powerful 
and  instructive  doctrinal  discourses  upon 
that  solemn  and  mysterious  theme  that  we 
have  read;  and  few  sermons  that  have  ever 
been  written  have  less  of  the  husk  of  dogma 
and  more  of  the  sweet  fruit  of  spiritual  doc- 
trine in  them,  than  his  discourse  on  ''The 
Comforting  God."  But  it  is  not  as  a  doc- 
trinal, it  is  as  a  moral  preacher,  that  he 
excels.  As  a  moral  pathologist  he  is  won- 
derfully subtle  in  his  perception  of  purpose 
and  motive,  understanding  the  bad  ten- 
dencies as  well  as  the  nobler  instincts  of  the 
human  heart,  following  out  a  moral  truth 
that  another  preacher  would  give  in  some 
dry  formalistic  husk  of  statement  into  its 
living  issues  in  character,  enlarging,  de- 
veloping, showing  how  it  works  in  red  life, 
in  the  family,  the  street,  the  church,  track- 
ing meanness  to  its  hiding  places,  unearth- 
ing concealed  selfishness,  rousing  the  in- 
dolent and  sensual,  encouraging  the  meek 
heart,  helping  the  doubting,  seeing  good 
where  others  would  see  only  evil,  and  striv- 
ing to  build  up  a  true  manhood  in  the  erring, 
imperfect,  and  lost.— Hoppin,  J.  H.,  1870, 
Henry  Ward  Beecher,  New  Englanaerj  vol. 
29,  p.  430. 

Of  all  the  living  pulpit  orators  of  An^er- 
ica,  Henry  Ward  Beecher  is  confessedly 
one  of  the  most  brilliant.  The  son  of  a 
great  pulpit  orator,  endowed  with  the  rarest 
and  most  versatile  abilities,  he,  if  any  man 
could  do  so,  might  dispense,  one  would  sup- 
pose, with  a  tedious  and  protracted  train- 
ing in  the  art  of  speaking.  But  what  do  we 
find  to  have  been  his  education?  Did  he 
shun  the  professors  of  elocution,  believing, 
as  do  many  of  his  brethren,  that  oratory, 


like  Dogberry's  reading  and  writing,  comes 
by  nature?  No,  he  placed  himself,  when  at 
college,  under  a  skillful  teacher,  and  for 
three  years  was  drilled  incessantly,  he  says, 
in  posturing,  gesture,  and  voice-culture. 
.  .  .  Later,  at  the  theological  seminary, 
Mr.  Beecher  continued  his  drill.  There 
was  a  large  grove  between  the  seminary  and 
his  father's  house,  and  it  was  the  habit,  he 
tells  us,  of  his  brother  Charles  and  himself, 
with  one  or  two  others,  to  make  the  night, 
and  even  the  day,  hideous  with  their  voices, 
as  they  passed  backward  and  forward 
through  the  wood,  exploding  all  the  vowels 
from  the  bottom  to  the  very  top  of  their 
voices.— Mathews,  Wiluam,  1878,  Oror 
tory  and  Orators,  pp.  442,  443. 
.  Personally  I  have  no  doubt  that  Mr. 
Beecher's  power  is  not  a  little  enhanced  by 
his  almost  imique  gift  of  language.  He 
could  fill  two  octavo  pages  with  the  descrip- 
tion of  a  cobweb,  and  yet  there  would  be 
much  more  than  mere  words  in  the  descrip- 
tion. There  is  a  subtle  color  in  his  words, 
so  that  they  mass  up  into  very  striking  im- 
pressiveness,  however  poor  or  contracted 
the  subject  itself  may  be.  Mr.  Beecher 
would  be  as  imquotable  a  speaker  as  Mr. 
Gladstone  but  for  the  innumerable  figures 
which  crowd  to  his  help.  Mr.  Gladstone  has 
no  rhetorical  imagination;  he  expounds — 
unravels— and  anatomizes  his  subjects 
with  a  precision  and  fulness  tridy  amazing, 
and  with  an  eloquence  as  pellucid  as  it  is 
massive  and  forceful,  but  there  are  no 
flowers,  no  figures,  no  hii\ts  of  an  infinite 
background.  Mr.  Beecher  is  just  as  copious 
in  mere  language,  but  then  how  tropical  is 
the  luxuriance  of  his  imagination!  When 
he  concludes  it  is  rather  out  of  deference  to 
custom  or  convenience  than  because  the 
subject  is  exhausted.  My  sober  impression 
is  that  Mr.  Beecher  could  preach  every  Sun- 
day in  the  year  from  the  first  verse  in 
Genesis,  without  giving  any  sign  of  intel- 
lectual exhaustion,  or  any  failure  of  im- 
aginative fire.— Parker,  Joseph,  1882, 
Henry  Ward  Beecher,  A  Sketch  of  his  Career, 
ed.  AbboU,  p.  299. 

Mr.  Beecher  has  been  one  of  the  most 
popular  platform  orators  and  lecturers  of 
his  time.  He  has  taken  an  active  part  and 
exerted  his  great  influence  in  behalf  of  all 
the  great  moral  reform  n^ovements  of  the 
past  forty  years.  He  was  one  of  the  boldest 
and  most  advanced  public  thinkers  and 
speakers    on    the    antinslavery    question. 
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During  the  dark  days  of  the  war  he  made  a 
journey  to  Europe.  He  found  the  popular 
sentiment  in  England  running  strongly 
against  the  North.  He  undertook  to  stop 
that  current,  and  in  a  course  of  public 
addresses  in  the  larger  cities  of  that  country, 
he  corrected  the  popular  misapprehension 
of  the  questions  at  stake,  and  tiu-ned  the 
tide  to  flowing  strongly  in  favor  of  tus 
cause.  He  has  done  noble  woric  for  the 
temperance  cause,  and  has  given  his  mite 
towards  advancing  the  cause  of  woman 
suffrage.— Whitman,  C.  M.,  1883,  American 
Orators  and  Oratory,  p,  1095. 

I  know  that  you  are  still  thinking  as  I 
speak  of  Uie  great  soul  that  has  passed 
away,  of  the  great  preacher,  for  he  was  the 
greatest  preacher  in  America,  and  the 
greatest  preacher  means  the  greatest  power 
in  the  land.  To  make  a  great  preacher, 
two  things  are  necessary,  the  love  of  truth 
and  the  love  of  souls;  and  surely  no  man 
had  greater  love  of  truth  or  love  of  souls 
than  Henry  Ward  Beecher.  Great  services, 
too,  did  he  render  to  theology,  which  is 
making  great  progress  now.  It  is  not  that 
we  are  discovering  new  truths,  but  that 
what  lay  dead  and  dry  in  men's  souls  has 
awakened.  The  Spirit  of  the  Lord  has  been 
poured  into  humanity,  and  no  one  more 
than  Mr.  Beecher  has  helped  to  this,  pour- 
ing his  great  insight  and  sympathy  and 
courage  out  upon  the  truths  which  God 
gave  him  to  deliver.  A  ^eat  leader  in  the 
theological  world,  believing  in  the  Divine 
Christ  and  in  eternal  hope  for  mankind, 
foremost  in  every  great  work  and  in  all 
progress,  one  of  that  noble  band  of  men 
whose  hands  clutched  the  throat  of  slavery, 
and  never  relaxed  their  hold  till  the  last 
shackle  fell  off;  inspiring  men  to  war,  speak- 
ing words  of  love  and  reconciliation  when 
peace  had  come,  standing  by  the  poor  and 
oppressed,  bringing  a  slave  girl  into  his 
pulpit  and  making  his  people  pay  her  ran- 
som. A  true  American  like  Webster,,  a 
great  preacher,  a  great  leader,  a  great 
patriot,  a  great  man. — Brooks,  Phillips, 
1887,  Sermon;  Life  and  Letters,  ed,  AUen, 
vol.  n,  p.  645. 

He  regarded  preaching  as  specially  his 
vocation,  and  in  his  judgment  it  ranked 
highest  of  all  earthly  pursuits.  Nowhere 
else  was  he  so  happy  as  in  this  chosen  work. 
As  a  preacher  he  was  most  widely  known, 
and  for  his  labors  in  this  sphere,  we  doubt 
not,  he  will  be  the  longest  remembered. 


His  field  was  broader  than  was  ever  before 
given  to  any  preacher,  and  no  man  that 
ever  lived  preached  continuously  to  so 
large  and  influential  audiences.  During  his 
foi^  years  in  Plymouth  pulpit  men  from 
every  part  of  the  civilized  world  came  to 
hear  him,  and  to  every  part  of  the  civilized 
world  did  his  published  sermons  find  thar 
way,  bringing  instruction,  inspiration,  and 
comfort  to  multitudes.  Of  his  rank  as  a 
preacher,  it  is  not  for  us  to  speak  dogmatic- 
ally. We  stood  too  near  him — perhaps  all 
men  of  the  present  time  stand  too  near  him 
—to  be  impartial  judges.  Many  letters  and 
reports  of  sermons  have  come  to  us  in  which 
he  is  given  the  first  place  among  the  preach- 
ers of  this  age,  and  a  few,  among  them  some 
men  who  themselves  hold  the  first  rank, 
place  him  before  all  preachers  since  the 
Apostle  Paul.  Which  of  these,  or  whether 
either,  is  the  true  estimate  or  not,  it  does 
not  belong  to  us  nor  to  any  living  man  to 
decide;  but  we  believe  that  the  latter  judg- 
ment will  in  time  largely  prevail.— Beecheb^ 

WiLUAM  C,  AND  SCOVILLE,  SaMUEL,  1888, 

A  Biography  of  Henry  Ward  Beecher,  p.  588. 

Mr.  Beecher  was  not  only  the  most  popu- 
lar but  the  most  influential  preacher  that 
this  country  has  produced.  He  did  more 
than  any  other  man  to  liberalize  religious 
sentiment— to  lift  orthodox  theology  out 
of  the  ruts  in  which  it  had  been  running 
from  the  days  of  the  Puritans.  His  ser- 
mons were  very  rarely  doctrinal.  He  was  in 
no  respect  a  theologian.  He  cared  little 
for  creeds.  Belief  with  him  was  a  matter  of 
secondary  importance;  conduct  was  every- 
thing.—McCulloch,  Hugh,  1888,  Memories 
of  Some  Contemporaries,  Scrxbrufs  Magor 
zine,  vol.  4,  p,  281. 

Henry  Ward  Beecher  was  a  great  man- 
one  of  the  greatest  and  most  remarkable 
men  of  his  day.  His  personality  was  so 
large,  his  gifts  so  varied,  his  mental  and 
moral  con^position  so  multiform,  that  a 
volume  would  be  needed  to  give  a  com- 
plete character  sketch  of  the  man.  ...  His 
heart  was  as  great  as  his  brain.  He  was  in- 
tensely human.  Artificiality  he  hated, 
and  dissembling  and  deception  he  could  not 
understand.  He  was  sometimes  called  a 
great  actor,  but  sincerity  was  his  very 
breath  of  life.  .  .  .  Of  the  wonderful  powers 
that  made  his  preaching  so  remarkable  in 
its  effectiveness  and  so  world  wide  in  its 
fame  it  is  hard  to  give  a  precise  analyas. 
Among  the  component  elements  were  a 
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vividly  creative  imagination,  a  mind  richly 
stocked  by  reading  and  observation,  a  ripe 
judgment,  a  deep  sympathy,  a  remarkable 
adaptability  to  occasions  and  situations, 
and  an  unfailing  earnestness  and  enthu- 
siasm. He  was  an  accomplished  elocutionist 
with  the  natural  advantages  of  a  command- 
ing presence  and  a  voice  of  great  power  and 
flexibility.— TiTHBRiNQTON,  R.  H.,  1891, 
Brooklyn* s  Statue  of  Beecher,  Mumey's  Maga- 
zine,  vd.  6,  pp.  30, 31. 

One  minister  I  have  known,  who,  though 
always  preaching,  was  always  fresh,  was 
Henry  Ward  Beecher.  His  ideas  were  in- 
exhaustible. The  Rev.  Hugh  Price  Hughes' 
definition  of  the  essential  requisites  of 
modem  preaching  are  "simplicity,  flexibil- 
ity, spontaneity  and  earnestness"— -quali- 
ties of  his  own  preaching,  aided  by  a  voice 
which  travels  like  a  bird  over  the  audience 
and  along  the  galleries.  Ward  Beecher  had 
the  four  qualities  above  named,  with  the 
addition  of  imagination;  always  bright  and 
often  poetical,  when  every  sentence  was 
tinted  with  a  hue  of  its  own.— Holtoake, 
George  Jacob,  1897,  Pvblie  Speaking  and 
DebaU,  p.  193. 

GENERAL 

The  author  of  "Norwood"  is  less  of  an 
artist  than  his  sister,  Mrs.  Stowe,  and  under 
the  relation  of  art  his  novel  is  below  criti- 
cism. It  contains  many  just  observations 
on  various  topics,  but  by  no  n^eans  original 
or  profound;  it  seizes  some  few  of  the  ^ts 
of  New  England  village  life;  but  its  char- 
lEicters,  with  the  exception  of  Judge  Bacon, 
Agate  Bissell,  and  Hiram  Beers  are  the  ab- 
stractions or  impersonations  of  the  author's 
theories.  The  author  has  little  dran\atic 
power,  and  not  much  wit  or  humor.  The 
persons  or  personages  of  his  book  are  only 
so  many  points  in  the  argument  which 
he  is  carrying  on  against  Calvinistic  ortho- 
doxy for  pure  naturalism.  The  sid)stance 
of  his  volume  seems  to  be  n^ade  up  of  the 
fag-ends  of  his  sermons  and  lectures.  He 
preaches  and  lectures  all  through  it,  and 
rather  prosily  into  the  bargain.  His  Dr. 
Wentworth  is  a  bore,  and  his  daughter 
Rose,  the  heroine  of  the  story,  is  a  species  of 
blue-stocking,  and  neither  lovely  nor  lov- 
able. As  a  t3rpe  of  the  New  England  cul- 
tivated and  accomplished  lady  she  is  a 
failure,  and  is  hardly  up  to  the  level  of  the 
New  England  school-ma'am.  The  sensa- 
tional incidents  of  the  story  are  old  and 
worn  out,  and  the  speculations  on  love  in- 


dicate very  little  depth  of  feeling  or  knowl- 
edge of  life,  or  of  the  human  heart.  The 
author  proceeds  on  a  theory  and  so  far 
shows  his  New  England  birth  and  breeding, 
but  he  seldom  touches  reality.  As  a  picture 
of  New  England  village  life  it  is  singularly 
unfortimate,  and  still  more  so  as  a  picture 
of  village  life  in  the  valley  of  the  Connecti- 
cut, some  twenty  miles  above  Springfield, 
in  Massachusetts,  where  the  scene  is  laid, 
and  where  the  tone  and  n^anners  of  society 
in  a  village  of  five  thousand  inhabitants, 
the  number  Norwood  is  said  to  contain, 
hardly  differ  in  refinement  and  polish  from 
the  tone  and  manners  of  the  better  classes 
in  Boston  and  its  vicinity.—BROWNSON, 
Orestes  A.,  1869,  BeeehefsNortDood,Worki, 
ed,  Brovnuon,  vol.  xix,  p.  534. 

As  a  theological  scholar,  or,  indeed,  as  a 
trained  and  accurate  writer,  nobody  would 
think  of  comparing  him  with  Francis  Way- 
land,  or  Leonard  Bacon,  or  Edwards  A. 
Park,  or  Frederick  H.  Hedge.  In  depth  of 
spiritual  insight,  though  not  in  depth  of 
spiritual  emotion,  he  is  inferior  to  Horace 
Bushnell,  Cyrus  A.  Bartol,  and  many  other 
Anierican  divines.  He  feels  spiritual  facts 
intensely;  he  beholds  them  with  wavering 
vision.  But  his  distinction  is  that  he  is  a 
formidable,  almost  irresistible,  moral  force. 
...  An  impartial  student  of  character, 
accustomed  to  penetrate  into  the  souls  of 
those  he  desires  inwardly  to  know,  to  look 
at  things  from  their  point  of  view,  and  to 
interpret  external  evidence  by  the  internal 
knowledge  he  has  thus  obtained,  would  say 
that  Mr.  Beecher  was  exactly  the  heedless, 
indiscreet  man  of  religious  genius  likely  to 
become  the  subject  of  such  a  scandal  as 
has  recently  disgusted  the  country,  and  yet 
to  be  perfectly  innocent  of  the  atrocious 
crimes  with  which  he  was  charged.— WfflP- 
PLE,  Edwin  Percy,  1876-86.  Ameriean 
Literature  and  Other  Papers,  ed.  Whittier,  pp. 
134,  135. 

Suppose  that  Mr.  Beecher  had  been  con- 
fined to  the  city  during  all  his  young  life. 
The  result  would  have  been  that  we  should 
not  have  had  Mr.  Beecher  at  all.  We  should 
have  had  a  strong,  dranaatic  man,  notable 
in  nxany  respects— but  he  would  have  been 
so  shorn  of  his  wonderful  power  of  illustra- 
tion, that  his  pulpit  would  have  been  but  a 
common  one.  It  is  quite  safe  for  us  to  say 
that  he  has  learned  more  of  that  which- has 
been  of  use  to  him,  as  a  public  teacher, 
from  nature,  than  from  his  theological 


608 


HENRY  WARD  BEECHEB 


schools  and  books.  He  has  recognized  the 
word  which  God  speaks  to  us  in  nature  as 
truly  divine— just  as  divine  as  that  which 
he  speaks  in  revelation.  His  quick  appre- 
hension of  the  analogies  that  exist  between 
nature  and  the  spiritual  world  has  been  the 
key  by  which  he  has  opened  the  door  into 
his  wonderful  success.— Holland,  Josiah 
Gilbert,  1876,  Every-Day  Topk8,  p.  29. 

In  his  death  the  pulpit  has  lost  one  of  its 
most  gifted  orators,  and  the  country  its  best- 
known  citizen.  Mr.  Beecher's  place  in  his- 
tory is  that  of  a  fixed  star  of  the  first  magni- 
tude. His  genius,  his  character,  and  his 
career  will  form  notable  and  instructive 
studies  in  all  the  future.  He  was  many- 
sided,  with  a  vigorous,  keen,  versatile  in- 
tellect, most  gigantic  in  his  attainments, 
magnetic  in  power  and  influence,  progres- 
sive in  thought  and  action,  a  grand,  genial, 
large-hearted,  naanly  man.  The  cnief  ele- 
ment of  his  marvelous  success,  however, 
was  his  devotion  to  study.  With  aU  his 
rare  endowments  he  would  never  trust  him- 
self to  speak  on  any  subject  that  he  had  not 
previously  made  his  own  through  the 
closest  analysis.  In  his  Christian  work  he 
was  a  careful  student  of  ministerial  helps. 
He  studied  other  preachers,  he  studied  men, 
he  studied  himself.  In  his  lectures  on 
varied  topics  he  was  thoroughly  informed, 
his  mind  a  perfect  store-house  of  exact 
knowledge,  not  accidentally  so,  but  through 
careful,  painstaking  research  and  observa- 
tion. His  brain  was  never  idle,  and  he 
esteemed  it  an  imperative  duty  to  keep 
abreast  with  all  themes  of  current  interest. 
Thus  critics  have  rarely  been  able  to  prove 
him  at  fault  in  any  important  fact,  whether 
stated  as  an  argument  or  used  as  an  illus- 
tration wherever  he  has  spoken  even  though 
a  conibatant  in  the  most  heated  contro- 
versies.—Lamb,  Martha  J.,  1887,  Henry 
Ward  BeeeheTf  Magazine  of  American  His- 
tory, vol.  17,  p.  307. 

Beecher's  "life  Thoughts,"  when  I  was 
fourteen,  tended  to  mellow  the  Calvinism 
of  North  Country  Congregationalism,  and 
Spurgeon's  Sermons  acted  as  an  astringent 
in  the  opposite  direction. — Stead,  W.  T., 
1887,  Books  which  Have  Influenced  Me,  p.  87. 

Mr.  Beecher's  place  as  a  writer  falb  be- 
low his  oratorical  rank.  The  man's  presence 
was  so  mighty,  and  his  passions  even  over- 
whelming, that,  being  gone,  he  is  like  Tal- 
bot in  Shakespeare's  play  without  his 
troops,  and  leaves  but  a  remnant  of  him- 


self on  the  printed  page  behind.  What  but 
genius  suffers  no  privation  in  the  cold  types? 
Predominant  talent,  transcendent  faculty 
for  an  occasion,  and  apt  fancy  to  illustrate 
a  point  are  published  at  a  loss.  Nothing 
save  power  of  original  thought  or  a  divine 
vision,  with  command  of  beautiful  expres- 
sion, can  constitute  literature, — books  that 
will  endure.  There  are  infinite  wit  and  re- 
source, but  lack  of  whole  and  vital  organ- 
ism, in  all  the  volumes  Beecher  has  put 
forth.  Every  essay  or  sermon  of  his  is  a 
fragment,  with  the  glitter  in  it  as  of  crushed 
crystal  or  broken  spar.  He  spoke  or  wrote 
to  serve  a  purpose,  well  and  bravely,  but 
not  for  all  time.— Bartol,  Cyrus  Augus- 
tus, 1887,  Henry  Ward  Beecher,  Unitarian 
Review,  vol.  27,  p.  355. 

"Norwood"  showed  him  in  no  new  light. 
There  was  nothing  in  it  which  was  not  in 
his  sermons  in  a  better  form.  His  "Life  of 
Christ "  is  without  any  critical  value,  and  its 
discontinuance  is  not  a  matter  for  regret. 
It  was  a  brilliant  paraphrase  of  the  New 
Testament  narration,  in  which  Mr.  Beecher 
spoke  ten  times  from  his  emotion  to  once 
from  his  reason.  That  he  did  not  sooner  re- 
solve to  write  his  autobiography,  and  carry 
out  his  purpose,  is  a  great  pity. — Chad- 
wick,  John  White,  1887,  Henry  Ward 
Beecher,  The  Nation,  vol.  44,  pp.  225, 226. 

Henry  Ward  Beecher  will  be  remem- 
bered as  a  preacher,  and  not  as  a  writer. 
He  wrote  niuch,  but  he  was  not  in  any 
measure  a  man  of  letters.  Most  of  his 
pieces  are  fugitive;  some  at  least  would 
hardly  have  been  printed  if  a  less  famous 
man  had  written  them.  His  heart  was  in  his 
numsterial  work,  especially  in  his  preach- 
ing; for  he  does  not  appear  to  have  been 
an  ideal  pastor.  His  powers  were  not  very 
various,  but  he  was  too  strong  a  man  in  his 
own  place  to  need  any  excessive  eulogy. 
Admitting  his  limitations,  we  cannot  fail  to 
recognise  and  to  admire  the  excellent  ser- 
vice he  rendered  within  them.  He  was  a 
parson  of  this  world,  concerned  with  this 
world's  movements,  and,  at  heart,  more 
eager  about  fitting  people  for  citizenship  of 
the  United  States  than  for  citizenship  of  the 
New  Jerusalem.— Lbwin,  Walter,  1889, 
Biography  of  Henry  Ward  Beecher,  The 
Academy,  vol.  35,  pp.  215, 216. 

How  much  of  Mr.  Beecher's  literary 
work  will  survive?  A  great  deal  of  it  has 
that  peculiar  quality,  imagination,  which 
Lowell  calls  "the  great  antiseptic. "    He  is 
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one  of  the  most  quotable  of  men,  as  quot- 
able as  Marcus  Aurelius,  Montaigne,  Bacon, 
or  Emerson.  Five  or  six  volumes  from  his 
sermons,  speeches,  and  essays,  would  con- 
tain too  much  wit  and  wisdom  for  posterity 
to  willingly  let  die.  He  had  Franklin's  and 
Lincoln's  homely  way  of  saying  things,  and 
much  of  Thon^  &  Kempis's  spirituality 
and  power  of  bringing  consolation  to  bruised 
hearts.  Poet,  moralist,  humorist,  and 
master  of  pithy  proverbs,  why  should  not 
Mr.  Beecher  be  anxong  the  immortals  in 
literature?  A  hundred  years  hence,  when 
the  Republic  has  become  ''the  most  power- 
ful and  prosperous  community  ever  de- 
vised or  developed  by  man,"  and  the  his- 
torian reviews  the  critical  years  of  the 
nineteenth  century,  in  which  Mr.  Beecher 
had  so  conspicuous  a  part,  he  will  then  be  a 
larger  and  loftier  figure  than  now.— Bar- 
rows, John  Henry,  1893,  Henry  Ward 
Beecher  the  Shakespeare  of  the  Pulpit,  p.  527. 

Mr.  Beecher  was  too  busy  a  man  to  give 
more  than  his  spare  moments  to  general 
literature.  His  seriqons,  lectures,  and  ad- 
dresses were  reported  for  the  daily  papers 
and  printed  in  part  in  book  form;  but  these 
lose  greatly  when  divorced  from  the  laige, 
warm,  and  benignant  personality  of  the 
man.  His  volumes  made  up  of  articles  in 
the  Independent  and  Ledger,  such  as  ''Star 
Papers, "  1855,  and  "  Eyes  and  Ears, "  1862, 
contain  n^any  delightful  moreeaux  upon 
country  life  and  similar  topics,  though  they 
are  hardly  wrought  with  sufficient  close- 
ness and  care  to  toke  a  permanent  place  in 
letters.— Beers,  Henry  A.,  1895,  Initial 
Studies  in  American  Letters,  p,  182. 

Mr.  Beecher's  style  was  not  artificial;  its 
faults  as  well  as  its  excellences  were  those  of 
extreme  naturalnesss.  He  always  wrote 
with  fury;  rarely  did  he  correct  with  phlegm. 
His  sermons  were  published  as  they  fell  from 
his  lips, — correct  and  revise  he  would  not. 
The  too  few  editorials  which  he  wrote,  on 
the  eve  of  the  Civil  War,  were  written  while 
the  press  was  impatiently  waiting  for  them, 
were  often  taken  page  by  page  from  his 
hand,  and  were  habitually  left  unread  by 
him  to  be  corrected  in  proof  by  others. 
.  .  .  But  while  his  style  was  wholly  un- 
artificial,  it  was  no  product  of  mere  careless 
genius;  carelessness  never  gives  a  product 
worth  possessing.  The  excellences  of  Mr. 
Beecher's  style  were  due  to  a  careful  study 
of  the  great  English  writers;  its  defects  to  a 
temperament  too  eager  to  endure  the  dull 
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work  of  correction.  ...  In  any  estimate 
of  Mr.  Beecher's  style,  it  must  be  remem- 
bered that  he  was  both  by  temperament 
and  training  a  preacher.  He  was  brought 
up  not  in  a  literary,  but  in  a  didactic  at- 
mosphere. If  it  were  as  true  as  it  is  false 
that  art  exists  /)nly  for  art's  sake,  Mr. 
Beecher  would  not  have  been  an  artist.  His 
art  always  had  a  purpose;  generally  a  dis- 
tinct moral  purpose.  An  overwhelming  pro- 
portion of  his  contributions  to  literature 
consists  of  sermons  or  extracts  from  ser- 
mons, or  addresses  not  less  distinctively 
didactic.  His  one  novel  was  written  avow- 
edly to  rectify  son^e  comm^on  misappre- 
hensions as  to  New  England  life  and  char- 
acter. Even  his  lighter  papers,  products  of 
the  mere  exuberance  of  a  nature  too  full  of 
every  phase  of  life  to  be  quiescent,  indi- 
cated the  intensity  of  a  purposefid  soul, 
much  as  the  sparls  in  a  blaclsmith's  shop 
come  from  the  very  vigor  with  which  the 
artisan  is  shaping  on  the  anvil  the  nail  or 
the  shoe.— ABBorr,  Lyman,  1897,  Library 
of  the  World's  Best  Literature,  ed.  Warner, 
vol,  in,  pp.  1714, 1715, 1716. 

The  style  of  Henry  Ward  Beecher,  for  ex- 
ample, is  remarkable  for  the  number,  apt- 
ness, and  beauty  of  the  figures  of  speech  he 
uses.  .  .  .  His  oratory  is  distinguished  by 
the  qualities  of  fervid  eloquence,  great 
abundance  and  variety  of  illustration,  start- 
ling independence  of  statement,  and  bril- 
liant humor.  He  was  an  original  thinker, 
and  many  of  his  sermons  are  models  of  per- 
suasive argimient,  combining  close  logical 
thought  with  beautiful  imagery.— Noble, 
Charles,  1898,  Studies  in  American  Liter- 
ature,  pp.  26,  341. 

For  years  his  printed  sermons  were  the 
main  source  of  my  instruction  and  delight. 
His  range  and  variety  in  all  that  kind  of 
observation  and  subtlety  of  which  I  have 
just  spoken;  his  width  of  sympathy;  his 
natural  and  spontaneous  pathos;  the  wealth 
of  illustration  and  metaphor  with  which  his 
sermons  were  adorned,  and  which  were 
drawn  chiefly  from  natural  objects,  from 
his  orchard,  his  farm,  his  garden,  as  well  as 
from  machinery  and  from  all  kinds  of 
natural  processes;  his  naturalism  and  ab- 
sence of  theological  bias;  his  knowledge  of 
average  men  and  their  ways  of  looking  at 
things;  in  a  word  his  general  fertility  of 
thought,  filling  up  as  it  did  the  full  horizon 
of  my  mind,  and  running  over  and  beyond 
it  on  all  ffldes,  so  that  wherever  I  looked  he 
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had  been  there  before  me, — all  this  de- 
lighted and  enchanted  me,  and  made  him 
for  some  years  my  ideal  of  intellectual 
greatness.— Crozier,  John  Bsattie,  1898, 
My  Inner  Life,  p.  ISi. 

For  many  years  he  ponred  forth  from  the 
pulpit  of  "Plymouth  Church"  sermons 
brilliant  in  thought,  full  of  poetic  beauty, 
rich  and  warm  witii  the  love  of  God  and 
man.— Bronson,  WaiaxrC.,  1900,  A  Short 
Hiitory  of  American  Liieraiure,  p.  274. 

For  ahnost  half  a  century  Henry  Ward 
Beecher  was  one  of  the  most  conspicuous 


persons  in  American  life.  The  product  of 
nis  brain  during  all  that  time  was  oiorm* 
ous  and  exceedingly  varied.  That  he 
moulded  the  opinions  of  men  there  is  no 
doubt;  that  he  urged  an  intelligent  and 
devoted  adherence  to  Christianity,  there 
can  be  no  question;  that  he  entered  deeply 
into  the  politics  of  his  time  is  evident;  and 
through  all  his  activity  he  was  unfailing  in 
the  use  of  his  voice  and  pen  for  what  he 
considered  the  advancement  of  human 
society.— Addison,  Daniel  Dulanby,  1900, 
The  Clergy  in  American  Life  and  Letten. 


Emma  Lazams 

1849-1887 
A  Hebrew-American  poet;  bom  in  New  York  city,  July  22,  1849,  died  there  Nov.  19, 
1887.  She  labored  diligently  in  behalf  of  her  race  and  devoted  her  pen  largely  to  Hebrew 
subjects,  publishing  a  much-discussed  article  in  The  Century  on  "Russian  Christianity 
versus  Modem  Judaism. "  Her  first  volume  was  composed  of  "Poems  and  Translations" 
(1866),  written  between  the  ages  of  fourteen  and  seventeen.  This  was  followed  by  "  Ad- 
metus"  (1871);  "AHde:  an  Episode  of  Goethe's  life"  (1874);  "Songs  of  a  Semite"  (1882), 
all  of  which  are  marked  by  naturalness  of  sentiment,  vivid  effect,  and  artistic  reserve  of 
expression.— Warnsr,  Charles  Dudley,  ed.  1897,  Library  of  the  World'e  Best  Liieraiure, 
Biographical  Dictionary,  vol  xxix,  p.  330. 

nature,  and  her  friendships  were  most  valu* 
able  to  those  on  whom  she  conferred  them. 
To  the  courage  and  logic  of  a  man  she  added 
the  delicate  and  varying  subtlety  of  a 
womanly  intelligence.  To  have  possessed  in 
any  degree  the  friendship  of  such  a  person 
is  a  consolation  in  the  struggles  and  dis- 
appointments of  life,  and  the  sense  of  loss 
wMch  comes  from  her  death  is  amply  re- 
paid by  the  consciousness  that  sne  has 
lived.— Dana,  Charles  Anderson,  18S7, 
Emnui  Lazarus  Memorial,  The  Ameriean 
Hebrew,  vol.  33,  p.  70. 


PERSONAL 
When  on  thy  bed  of  pain  thou  layest  low 
Daily  we  saw  thy  body  fade  away, 
Nor  could  the  love  wherewith  we  loved  thee 

stay 
For  one  dear  hour  the  flesh  bom  down  by  woe; 
But  as  the  mortal  sank,  with  that  white  glow 
Flamed  thy  eternal  spirit,  night  and  day, — 
Untouched,  unwasted,  thou^  the  crumbling 

clay 
Lay  wrecked  and  ruined!  Ah,  is  it  not  so, 
Dear  poet-comrade,  who  from  sight  hast  gone, — 
Is  it  not  so  that  spirit  hath  a  life 
Death  may  not  conquer?  But,  O  dauntless  one! 
Still  must  we  sorrow.    Heavy  is  the  strife 
And  thou  not  with  us, — thou  of  the  old  race 
That  with  Jehovah  parleyed,  face  to  face. 

—Gilder,  Richard  Watson,  1887,  Cen- 
tury Magazine,  vol.  35,  p.  581. 

During  the  last  fifteen  years  it  has  been 
my  good  fortune  to  meet  her  often,  and  to 
have  opportunities  of  conversation  with  her 
upon  subjects  of  every  kind,  especially  those 
relating  to  literature,  philosophy  and  uni- 
versal religion.  These  conversations  were 
always  deeply  interesting  to  me,  and  often 
exceedingly  instructive.  Her  knowledge 
was  extensive,  her  appreciation  unhack- 
neyed and  sympathetic,  her  wit  and  humor 
delightful,  her  taste  catholic,  and  her  judg- 
ment substantial  and  impressive.  Narrow- 
ness and  bigotry  were  unknown  to  her 


I  think  no  one  could  see  her  casuaOy 
without  bdngstronglyimpressedby  her  per- 
sonality. Immediately  I  knew  that  here 
was  a  wonum  of  pure  mind,  ancere  heart, 
capacity  for  friendship  and  of  unselfish  en- 
thusiasm—if one  were  worthy  of  her  friend- 
ship he  n^ght  trust  her  to  the  end.  Interest- 
ing as  was  the  fine  play  of  her  inteDectual 
faculties  in  society,  I  am  not  sure  but  her 
greater  charm  was  in  the  sincerity  and 
goodness  which  evervone  felt  in  her.  Her 
fiterary  work  bore  the  stamp  of  her  abso- 
lutely unaffected,  character.  It  was  aD 
genuine,  she  never  posed.  But  bemdes  aO 
this  her  poems  wore  the  indefinable  note  of 
genius,  the  quality  which  one  instantly 
recognized,  which  makes  the  world-wide 
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difference  between  veree  and  poetry.— 
Warnbr,  Charles  Dudley,  1887,  Emma 
Lazanu  Mefnarid,  The  American  Hebrew, 
vd.  33,  p.  68. 

While  thorougUy  feminine,  and  a  mis- 
tress of  the  aociid  art  and  charm,  she  was-— 
though  without  the  slightest  trace  of  ped- 
antry—the natural  companion  of  scholars 
and  thinkers.  Her  emotional  nature  kept 
pace  with  her  intellect;  as  she  grew  in  learn- 
ing and  mental  power,  she  became  still 
more  earnest,  devoted,  impassioned.  .  .  . 
That  she  was  aglow  with  the  Jewish  spirit, 
proud  of  her  race's  history  and  character- 
istics, and  consecrated  to  its  freedom  from 
oppression  throughout  the  world,— all 
thiis  was  finely  manifest;  yet  her  inteUectual 
outlook  was  so  broad  that  I  took  her  to  be  a 
modem  Theist  in  religion,  and  one  who 
would  not  stipulate  for  absolute  mainte- 
nance of  the  barriers  with  which  the  Mosaic 
law  isolated  the  Jewish  race,  in  certain  re- 
spects, from  the  rest  of  mankind.  Taking 
into  account,  however,  the  forces  of  birth 
and  training,  I  could  understand  how  our 
Mriam  of  to-day,  filled  with  the  passion  of 
her  cause,  should  return  to  the  Pentateuchal 
faith— to  the  Mosaic  ritual  in  its  hereditary 
and  most  uncompromising  form.  Nor  would 
any  lover  of  the  heroic  in  life  or  literature, 
if  such  had  been  her  course,  desire  to  have 
it  otherwise.— Stedman,  EnmrND  Clar- 
ence, 1887,  Emma  Lazarus  Memorial,  The 
American  Hebrew,  vol.  33,  p.  68. 

The  personality  of  Emma  Lazarus  is  one 
that  has  done  much  to  ^noble  womanhood. 
.  .  .  The  home  in  which  Emma  Lazarus 
grew  up  was  remarkable  for  its  atmos- 
phere of  culture  and  refinement.  All  the 
aids  to  social  interchange,  all  the  accom- 
plishments which  can  give  a  charm  to  daily 
life,  softening  little  anxieties  and  turning 
the  thoiights  to  constant  aspiration,  were 
present  there  in  a  very  marked  degree.  One 
felt  the  influence  of  the  fine  picture,  the 
choice  book,  the  elegant  instrument,  not  as 
an  outdde  addition  to  the  furniture,  but  as 
an  inner  factor  in  determining  the  eleva- 
tion of  taste,  the  trend  of  thought,  the  en- 
trance of  the  spirit  into  pure  harmony.  Her 
life  as  a  woman  was  comparatively  re- 
tired. Her  quiet,  unpretentious  manner 
gave  strangers  very  little  indication  of  the 
mind  contained  within  that  unobtrusive 
iigure.  She  had  many  devoted  Mends,  was 
passionately  fond  of  Nature,  and  almost 
equally  allured  by  art.    Mr.  Emerson  cor- 


responded with  her  for  a  number  of  years; 
and  Miss  Lazarus  probably  drew  from  this 
friendship  as  much  benefit  in  the  womanly 
part  of  her  nature  as  she  derived  stimulus 
from  the  mental  contact  with  the  dis- 
tinguished author.  She  was  fond  of  the 
th^ttre,  and  particularly  appreciated  the 
splendid  impersonations  of  Sfllvini.  She 
was  much  sought  after  in  cultured  society 
in  New  York.— Cohen,  Mart  M.,  1893, 
Emma  Lazanu:  Woman,  Poet,  Patriot,  Poet- 
lore,  vol.  5,  pp.  320,  321. 

GENERAL 
Down  the  strange  past  you  saw  the  fl— Kfaig 

sword 
Of  MaocabflBus,  and  your  dender  hand 
Brandished  the  Banner  of  the  Jew;  your  wand 
On  selfish  Greeks  a  magic  numbness  poured: — 
Sibyl  Judaical  from  out  our  land 
You  scourged  that  beast  by  lofty  souls  ab- 
horred. 

^DeKat,  Charles,  1887,  To  Emma  Laz- 
arus,  The  Critic,  vol  2,  p.  293. 

Her  songs  of  the  Divine  unity,  repeated 
on  the  lips  of  her  own  people  in  aU  zones 
and  continents,  have  been  heard  round  the 
world.  With  no  lack  of  rh3rthniic  sweetness, 
she  has  often  the  rugged  strength  and  ver- 
bal audacity  of  Browning,  ^nce  Miriam 
sang  of  deUveranoe  and  triumph  by  the 
Red  Sea,  the  Semitic  race  has  had  no  braver 
singer.  —  Whittier,  John  Greenleaf, 
1887,  Emma  Lazanu  Memorial,  The  Amer- 
ican Hebrew,  vol  33,  p.  67. 

Nowhere  among  our  writers  was  there  a 
talent  more  genuine  and  substantial,  a  de- 
votion to  art  for  its  own  sake  and  for  the 
sake  of  high  principles,  more  earnest  and 
singleminded.  From  the  very  beginning  of 
her  literary  life,  her  poetic  faculty  showed 
a  constant  and  regular  growth  in  strength 
and  depth;  her  la^  writings  were  the  rich- 
est and  most  attractive  fruits  of  her  genius. 
—Hay,  John,  1887,  Enmd  Lazarus  Mentr 
orial.  The  American  Hebrew,  vol.  33,  p.  70. 

To  me  Emma  Lazarus  seemed  one  of  the 
most  notable  of  women.  Her  genius  com- 
bined in  a  rare  way  a  capacity  for  large- 
ness of  view  with  intensity  of  illumination 
and  emotion.  She  was  capable  of  high  en- 
thusiasm, without  any  alloy  of  religious 
bigotry;  and  it  was  the  good  fortune  of  her 
mental  constitution  that  she  was  also  free 
from  moral  intolerance  to  a  degree  not 
often  found  in  one  so  wholly  earnest.— 
Eqgleston,  Edward,  1887,  Emma  Lazarus 
Memorial,  The  American  Hebrew,  vol  33, 
p.  70. 
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It  wiD  not  be  questioned  that  Emma 
Lazarus  represented  the  most  intellectual 
type  of  Jewish  womanhood  in  this  country. 
Her  latter  years  were  marked  by  a  lofty, 
noble,  religious  spirit,  which  was  full  of  love 
for  her  race,  and  which  breathed  the  life  of  a 
Judaism  higher  and  more  elevating  than 
that  which  passes  current  with  many  as 
Judaism.  Her  later  writings  such  as  the 
"Epistle  to  the  Hebrews, "  published  in  Tht 
American  Hebrew ^  certainly  had  a  marked 
effect  upon  many  young  men  and  women 
in  our  community,  who  thereby  became  in- 
spired in  working  in  the  cause  of  their  un- 
fortunate brethren,  and  strongly  encour- 
aged others  in  the  same  direction.  This 
effort  powerfully  exhibited  the  intense  Jew- 
ish feeling  of  this  noble  woman  in  lo-ael, 
and  the  keen  desire  which  animated  her  to 
arouse  the  apathy  existing  among  many  of 
our  coreligionists  m  communal  work.  Emma 
Lazarus,  in  a  few  of  her  Jewish  writings, 
was  a  preacher  to  the  intellectual  Jewish 
young  men  and  women,  whose  eloquence 
and  sentiments  touched  the  hearts  of  her 
flock  much  more  powerfully  and  effectively 
than  scores  of  sermons  delivered  to  listless 
audiences  in  chilly  temples  and  synagogues. 
— Greenbaum,  Samuel,  1887,  Emma 
Lazarus  Memorial,  The  American  Hebrew, 
vol  33,  p.  71. 

How  shall  her  memory  best  be  honored 
by  the  Jewish  world  and  the  literary  world 
to  each  of  which  she  belonged?  The  Jewish 
world  may  do  her  honor  by  active  encour- 
agement of  those  purposes  which  were  dear 
to  her^the  technical  education  of  immi- 
grants, the  establishment  and  assistance  of 
agricultural  colonies,  and  such  other  meth- 
ods as  are  acknowledged  to  be  the  remedy 
of  the  disagreeable  sociological  phase  of  the 
Jewish  question.  And  if  the  literary  world 
in  fact  honors  her  memory  and  would 
keep  it  green,  there  can  certainly  be  no 
better  way  than  by  continuing  the  work 
she  undertook.  Literature  makes  public 
sentiment  and  the  makers  of  literature  can 
pay  no  higher  tribute  to  Emma  Lazarus 
than  if  each  in  his  way,  following  the  path 
trodden  by  her  and  by  George  Eliot,  will 
add  his  quota  to  make  anti-Semitism  hate- 
ful and  despised  among  men. — Sulzberger, 
Ctrus  L.,  1887,  Emma  Lazarus  as  a  Jew, 
The  American  Hebrew,  vol,  33,  p,  79. 

How  Jewish  patriotism  was. a  passion 
that  thrilled  her  can  be  judged  by  her  writ- 
ings.   No  aimless  or  va^ue  emotion  was  it 


with  her.  To  her,  Jewish  patriotism  meant 
a  response  to  the  highest  and  noblest  calls 
that  can  wake  the  Jewish  heart,  and  wake 
it  to  love,  not  the  Jew,  but  the  world.  .  .  . 
Her  epistles  to  the  Hebrews  will  remain  a 
monimaent  to  her  deep  Jewish  sentim,ent, 
and  her  suggestions  therein  prove  her  far- 
reaching  wisdom;  for  she  accentuated 
technic^  education  as  a  feature  in  the 
American  Jewish  system,  and  proposed  to 
carry  American  Jewish  energy  to  attack 
the  evil  at  the  root  by  working  among  the 
East  European  Jews  who  are  t^day 
counted  by  millions.  For  them  she  sug- 
gested "internal  reform  based  on  higher 
education,"  ''emigration  to  more  enlight- 
ened and  progressive  countries,"  and  "re- 
patriation and  auto-emancipation  in  Pales- 
tine."—Mendes,  Pereira,  1887,  Emma 
Lazarus,  The  Critic,  vol  11,  p.  295. 

In  dead,  duU  da3r8 1  heard  a  ringing  cry 
Borne  on  the  careless  winds — a  nation's  pain 
A  woman's  sorrow  in  a  poet's  strain 
Of  noblest  lamentation.    Clear  and  high 
It  rang  above  our  lowlands  to  a  sky 
Of  purest  psalmody,  tiU  hearts  are  fain 
To  say :     "In  this  sweet  singer  once  agun 
The  powers  of  prophet  and  of  psalmist  lie." 
Rachel  of  Judah  I  ever  mournful,  sad 
Must  be  the  heart  which  thy  lamenting  hears; 
Singer  of  Israeli  ever  proud  and  glad 
We  hail  a  nation's  hope  that  thus  appean; 
Sad  mourners  by  the  waters!  ye  have  had 
A  poet's  sweetest  solace  for  your  tears. 

—Cross,  Allen  Eastman,  1887,  To  Emma 
Lazarus,  The  Critic,  May  14. 

Has  the  distinction  of  being  the  foremost 
latter-day  poet  of  Israel.  Her  poetry  has  a 
singular  loftiness  and,  if  the  seeming  para- 
dox be  permitted,  a  passionate  serenity, 
which  distinguish  it  from  the  great  bulk  of 
contemporary  minor  verse.  It  is  by  such 
lyrics  as  "The  Banner  of  the  Jew"  that  she 
will  no  doubt  be  longest  remembered,  but 
her  poetic  dramas,  particularly  "The  Dance 
to  Death,"  are  ren^arkable  in  the  best 
sense.  Perhaps  to  the  majority  of  readers 
she  appeab  most  by  her  renderings  from 
the  mediaBval  Hebrew  poets  of  Spain, 
...  by  those  from  Petrarch  and  Dante, 
and  from  Heine  and  A.  de  Musset.  For 
translation  she  had  a  faculty  scarce  short 
of  genius.  Miss  Lazarus  is  not  always  at  her 
ease  in  the  sonnet,  but  her  "Success," 
"Venus  of  the  Louvre,"  and  "Love's  Pro- 
tagonist, "  are  fine  examples  of  this  form. — 
Sharp,  Wiluam,  1889,  ed.,  American  jSov- 
nets,  Introductory  Note,  p.  xlv. 
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Echoes  ihou  didst  thy  noble  venes  name, 
The  Legacy  thou  leav'st  to  time  and  fame. 
Not  so:  O  sated,  modem  mind,  rejoice! 
Here  sound  no  echoes,  but  a  living  voice. 

— <Jrosby,  Margaret,  1890,  TAe  PoevM  of 
Emma  Lazarus,  Century  Magazine,  vol.  39, 
p.  522. 

Was  a  woman  of  the  Hebrew  faith,  of 
great  sweetness  and  depth  of  character,  and 
of  lofty  imaginative  genius.  She  made  it 
her  theme  and  mission  to  appeal  through 
the  medium  of  verse  to  the  highest  in- 
stincts of  her  race,  to  recall  to  them  their 
sublime  history,  and  to  foreshadow  a  glori- 
ous future.     The  bulk  of  her  writings  was 


not  great;  but  before  she  died  she  was  recog- 
nized as  a  poet  of  the  first  rank.— Haw- 
thorns, JXTIJAN,  AND  LeIIONN,  LEONARD, 
1891,  American  Literature,  p.  282. 

Our  women  poets  of  the  century  usually 
have  written  from  the  heart;  none  more  so 
than  Emma  Lazarus,  whose  early  verse  had 
been  that  of  an  art-pupU,  and  who  died 
young— but  not  before  die  seized  the  harp 
of  Judah  and  made  it  give  out  strains  that 
all  too  briefly  renewed  the  ancient  fervor 
and  inspiration.— Stedman,  Edmund  Clar- 
ence, 1892,  The  Nature  and  Elements  of 
Poetry:  Imagination,  Century  Magazine,  vol. 
44,  p.  861. 


Mark  Hopkins 

1802-1887 
An  American  educator,  grandnephew  of  the  theologian  Samuel  Hopkins,  and  brother 
of  the  astronomer  Albert  Hopkins.  He  was  bom  at  Stockbridge,  Mass.,  was  educated  at 
Williams  College,  was  tutor  there  for  two  years,  and  after  studying  medicine  and  practicing 
for  a  short  time  in  New  York,  became  professor  of  moral  philosophy  in  Williams  in  1830, 
and  president  of  the  institution  in  1836.  He  resigned  the  position  in  1872,  but  remained 
college  preacher  and  incumbent  of  the  chair  of  n^oral  philosophy.  In  1857  he  had  become 
president  of  the  American  Board  of  Foreign  Missions.  Undoubtedly  one  of  the  greatest  of 
American  educators  of  his  day,  Hopkins  did  much  to  build  up  the  prestige  of  Williams 
College  and  much  more  to  develop  the  individual  student.  He  was  a  powerf d  preacher  and 
a  successful  lecturer.  He  published:  "The  Influence  of  the  Gospel  in  Liberalizing  the 
Jfind"  (1831);  "The  Connexion  Between  Taste  and  Morals"  (1841);  his  Lowell  Lectures, 
"The  Evidences  of  Christianity"  (3d  ed.  1875);  "Miscellaneous  Essays  and  Reviews" 
(1847);  a  second  series  of  Lowell  Lectures,  "Moral  Science"  (1862);  "The  Law  of  Love 
and  Love  as  a  Law"  Oast  ed.  1881);  "An  Outline  Study  of  Man"  (last  ed.  1893);  "Strength 
and  Beauty"  (1874;  in  1884  under  the  title  "Teachings  and  Counsels")  and  "The  Script- 
ural Idea  of  Man"  (1883).— Oilman,  Peck,  and  CTolbt,  eds.,  1903,  The  New  International 
Encydoptzdia,  vol,  ix,  p.  547. 


PERSONAL 
It  is  becoming  customary  for  the  head  of 
a  college  to  do  Uttle  or  no  work  of  instruc- 
tion, but  it  is  doubtful  whether  the  office 
of  president,  important  and  honorable  as  it 
is,  woidd  have  had  much  attraction  for  Dr. 
Hopkins  separated  from  the  duties  of  the 
class-room.  For  the  general  adminisfara- 
tive  duties  he  had  no  special  taste.  During 
the  first  year  of  his  presidency  he  said  he 
would  willingly  give  up  half  his  salary  if  he 
had  nothing  to  do  but  teach.  Teaching  was 
his  great  work.  He  could,  indeed,  do  all 
things  well.  His  quickness  of  perception,  his 
excellent  judgment,  his  conscientious  fideli- 
ty, enabled  him  to  succeed  in  all  the  work  of 
college  administration;  but  he  felt  that  his 
place  was  in  the  class-room.  He  was  truly 
a  prince  among  teachers.  Probably  no 
college  president,  no  college  teacher,  has 
ever  impressed  young  men  more  strongly. 


.  .  .  In  all  respects  he  was  a  laige  man.  He 
was  fonued  in  a  large  mold.  In  person  he 
was  tall  and  of  imposing  presence.  His 
mind  was  large  and  strong.  He  took  broad 
views  of  every  subject.  His  mind  was 
philosophical  and  yet  practical.  He  grasped 
a  subject  in  its  principles.  Hence  he  was 
never  a  partisan.  There  was  nothing  small 
or  petty  about  him.  Blended  with  his 
breath  and  greatness  there  was  the  charm 
of  simplicity.  In  all  his  writings,  in  all  his 
addreffies,  there  is  no  striving  after  effect. 
...  In  no  great  man  has  there  been  a 
finer  blending  of  traits.  With  great  virtues 
there  are  sometimes  great  faults.  Strength 
in  some  points  is  counterbalanced  by  weak- 
ness in  others.  Dr.  Hopkins  was  symmetri- 
cal, and  that  on  a  large  scale.  With  all  his 
ability,  he  trusted  nothing  to  genius.  He 
believed  in  discipline  and  culture,  and  his 
life  was  devoted  to  helping  young  men 
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prepare  themselves  for  the  most  efficient 
service  for  God  and  for  man.— Andrews, 
I.  W.,  1887,  Preddent  Mark  Hopkins,  Edu- 
cation, vol  8,  pp.  119,  120,  121. 

To  the  last  hour  of  his  life  Dr.  Hopkins 
was  eagerly  seeking  for  truth,  and  in  the 
search  was  imding  larger  tolerance  and 
deeper  faith.  His  works  have  long  been 
in  the  hands  of  students  who  have  found 
his  "Moral  Philosophy,"  his  "OutUne 
Study  of  Man,"  his  "Law  of  Love,  and 
Love  as  a  Law,"  and  his  "Strength  and 
Beauty"  full  of  a  deep  and  adequate  phi- 
losophy of  life.  And  yet  these  books  give 
but  a  faint  impression  of  the  greatness  of  a 
man  whose  personality  was  his  source  of 
power  and  who  illustrated  in  his  own  ample 
and  elevated  life  the  range  and  inspiration 
of  his  thought.  ...  Dr.  Hopkins  was  pre- 
eminently a  teacher  and,  therefore,  a  great 
ethical  force.  No  truth  was  really  mastered 
in  his  view  until  it  had  been  carried  to  its 
consummation  in  character.  It  was  the 
constant  appeal  to  obligation  which  gave 
his  teaching  such  immediate  and  final  effect 
on  all  who  sat  in  his  class-room.  Clear, 
open-minded,  impatient  of  obscurity  and 
pretense  of  all  kinds,  he  seemed  instinctively 
to  find  the  heart  of  the  question  and  to  set 
it  in  large  and  right  relation  to  the  whole  of 
things.— Mabib,  HAMiuroN  Wright,  1887, 
Mark  Hopkins,  The  Book  Buyer,  vol.  4,  p. 
220. 

President  Hopkins  was  an  exceptionally 
tall  n^an,  and  rather  thin,  but  he  was  wiry 
and  quick  in  motion.  His  shoulders  were 
broad,  but  slighUy  bent,  and  his  forehead 
ample,  rising  above  a  pair  of  mild  hazel 
eyes.  He  spoke  with  reasonable  deliber- 
ation, in  clear,  full  tones,  which  commanded 
instant  respect;  every  one  felt  at  once  that 
some  word  of  wisdom  ^ich  he  would  not 
willingly  lose  was  about  to  fall  from  those 
eloquent  lips.  He  did  not  gesticulate  much ; 
it  was  unnecessary  to  the  expression  of  his 
thought.  He  did  not  grow  exdted.  Each 
thought  carried  its  own  weight.  Gently  but 
powerfully  his  own  mind  was  working,  and 
well  he  knew  it  would  leave  an  indelible  im- 
pression upon  the  mind  of  each  hearer. — 
Kasson,  Frank  H.,  1890,  Mark  Hopkins, 
New  England  Magazine,  N.  8.,  vol.  3,  p.  6. 

It  was  the  peculiarity  of  this  teacher  that 
he  gave  this  stamp  of  universal  relations 
in  conditions  largely  provincial,  and  thus 
struck  the  keynote  for  many  noble  careers. 
For,  whatever  was  provincial  in  any  feature 


of  our  college  life  when  I  was  a  student  at 
Williams,  there  was  nothing  prcmncial 
about  Dr.  Hopkins.  Wherever  he  went,  he 
was  and  he  looked  a  citissen  of  the  world, 
one  might  rather  say  a  king  of  men,  and 
this  was  preeminently  true  in  the  class- 
room. Whether  he  spoke,  or  prayed,  or 
was  silent,  the  observer  knew  that  Uiat 
massive  head  carried  wisdom;  and  those 
eyes  had  looked  into  secrets  of  the  widest 
range  and  application. — Carter,  Frank- 
lin, 1892,  Mark  Hopkins  (American  £e- 
ligious  Leaders),  p.  147. 

Mark  Hopkins  is  by  general  consent  re- 
garded as  the  typical  American  college 
president.  James  A.  Garfield,  the  second 
martyr  President  of  the  United  States,  and 
at  one  time  a  pupil  of  Mark  Hopkins,  is  re- 
ported to  have  said  that  a  stu<lent  on  one 
end  of  a  log  and  Mark  Hopkins  on  the 
other  would  make  a  university  anywhere. 
.  .  .  President  Hopkins  was  an  accurate 
scholar,  a  great  thinker,  a  remarkably  able 
administrator,  a  noble  man.  As  a  writer, 
as  an  orator,  as  a  teacher,  he  was  eminently 
successful.  In  character  and  influence  he 
was  as  nearly  ideal  as  can  be  expected  of  a 
man.— WiNSHip,  Albert  Edward,  1900, 
Oreai  American  Educators,  pp.  187,  188. 

GENERAL 
In  treating  of  natural  religion,  Ve  are 
highly  gratified  to  observe  that  Dr.  Hop- 
kins pursues  ["Evidences  of  Christianity"] 
a  happy  line  between  the  extremes  of  those 
on  the  one  hand  who  almost  deify  reason, 
and  those  on  the  other  hand  who  deny  that 
any  thing  is  discoverable  in  morals  and  re- 
ligion without  the  Bible.  So,  in  respect  to 
ethics,  we  equally  rejoice  in  his  dear  asser- 
tion, that  ''the  utility  of  an  action  is  one 
thing,  and  its  rightness  another,''  and  in 
his  teaching  that  "tihe  affections  are  not 
under  the  immediate  control  of  the  will." 
Indeed,  we  cannot  recall  an  instance  in 
which  this  profound  thinker  and  accom- 
plished scholar  has  vented  a  paradox,  or 
given  forth  a  single  oracle  which  can  be 
relished  by  the  recent  boastful  improvers  of 
our  philosophy.  In  such  a  station  as  that 
which  he  adorns,  a  severe  reserve  of  this 
nature  is  of  good  augury  for  the  coming 
race  of  scholars.  .  .  .  Every  page  be- 
speaks the  thinker  and  the  scholar.  Dr. 
Hopkins  is  altogether  full  of  the  thought, 
which  is  let  alone;  and  the  result  is  a 
translucent  style,  such  as  one  admires  in 
Southe/s  histories.    If  we  were  desired  to 
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characterize  the  work  in  a  sinde  word,  that 
word  should  be  deamess.  We  have  never 
hesitated  for  an  instant  as  to  the  meaning 
of  a  single  sentence.  In  saying  this,  we  say 
enough  to  condemn  the  book  with  a  cer- 
tain school.  .  .  .  The  author  has  so  cul- 
tivated the  habit  of  looking  at  things  in 
broad  daylight,  that  his  representations 
ofPer  nothing  to  divert  or  distract  the  mind. 
Tihe  necessary  result  is  beauty  of  diction; 
the  style  is  achromatic.  ...  In  the  true 
acceptation  of  the  term,  he  is  an  original 
writer.— Albxander,  J.  W.,  1846,  Ledures 
an  the  Evidences  oj  ChristianUy,  Princeton 
Reoiew,  vol  18,  pp.  368,  374,  375. 

It  ["Evidences  of  Christianity"]  pos- 
sesses great  merits.  The  style  is  clear,  for- 
cible, not  infrequently  rising  into  eloquence 
and  always  marked  by  a  business-like  char- 
acter, proceeding  by  the  shortest  way 
towards  the  main  point,  as  if  the  writer 
were  too  much  in  earnest  to  waste  either 
his  own  or  other's  time  on  matters  of  secon- 
dary importance.  Having  at  the  outset 
stated,  with  the  good  sense  that  character- 
ises the  whole  volume,  the  precise  object 
which  he  purposes  to  accomplish,  he  ex- 
amines the  question  of  the  antecedent 
improbability  of  miraculous  communication 
from  God,  and  then  shows  how  far  miracles 
are  susceptible  of  proof,  and  how  far  they 
are  the  fitting  evidence  of  a  Divine  revela- 
tion.—Pbabody,  E.,  1846,  Hopkins'i  Leet- 
tires,  Christian  Examiner,  vol.  41,  p.  218. 

Ws  peculiar  tact  in  imparting  instruc- 
tion,— his  powerful  influence  over  young 
men,  exciting  both  their  reverence  and  their 
love, — his  dignified  yet  affable  manners, 
his  kind  and  S3rmpathiang  heart,  make 
him  peculiarly  fitted  for  the  position  he 
occupies.  And  when  to  these  character- 
istics is  added  an  intellect  of  great  strength, 
as  well  as  great  t>readth  of  view,  combined 
with  a  rare  fertility  of  illustration,  we  can 
readily  conceive  what  an  influence  he  must 
exert  in  giving  ''form  and  pressure"  to 
hundreds  of  minds  that  are,  in  their  turn,  to 
take  a  leading  part  in  moulding  and  direct- 
ing public  opinion.  — Cleveland,  Charles 
D.,  1859,  A  Compendium  of  American  Liter- 
ature,  p.  491. 

Through  and  through  Hopkins  is  a  trans- 
cendentalist  and  anti-agnostic.  EQs  teach- 
ings illustrate  the  yieldng,  in  America,  of 
Reid  and  "common-sense"  philosophy  to 
the  influence  of  Germany  and  spiritual 
intuitions.    In  Hopldns,  a  Trinitarian  Con- 


gregational minister,  in  nuiny  ways  a  con- 
servative, and  sometimes  following  the 
Edwardsian  statements,  appears  an  optim- 
ism not  less  serene  than  tnat  of  Emerson 
himself.— Richardson,  Charles  F.,  1887, 
American  Literature,  1607-1886,  vol.  i,  p. 
316. 

There  have  been  few  Americans  worthier 
of  praise  than  Mark  Hopkins.  He  built 
himself  intot  the  mental  fabric  of  two  genera- 
tions of  men.  They  hold  him  in  gentle, 
loving  and  grateful  remembrance.  He 
erected  in  their  hearts  the  ''monument 
more  enduring  than  brass."  .  .  .  Many 
great  eulogiums  will  yet  be  pronounced 
upon  the  work  and  character  of  President 
Hopkins;  touching  pictures  will  be  drawn 
of  his  person,  his  manner  and  his  inspiring 
companionship;  historians  will  dwell  upon 
his  gentle  but  mighty  influence  in  helping 
forward  and  upward  the  intellectual  activi- 
ties of  the  nineteenth  century.— Kasson, 
Frank  H.,  1890,  Mark  Hopkins,  New  Eng- 
land Magazine,  N.  S.  vol.  3,  p.  3. 

The  lectures  on  the  "Evidences  of  Chris- 
tianity" delivered  in  January,  1844,  the 
first  important  book  of  Dr.  Hopldns,  bear 
clear  marks  of  the  great  influence  that 
Bishop  Butler  had  exercised  upon  his 
mind.  It  seems  at  first  thought  singular 
that  the  "Analogy,"  which  was  written 
with  special  reference  to  the  unbelief  of  the 
last  century,  and  had  been  published  over  a 
hundred  years  when  Dr.  Hopkins  delivered 
these  lectures,  should  have  kept  so  firm  a 
pasp  on  religious  thought,  and  should  leave 
its  indelible  marks  on  minds  so  different  as, 
for  instance,  that  of  Cardinal  Newman  and 
that  of  Dr.  Hopkins.  .  .  .  The  one  was  in- 
deed a  Puritan,  the  other  a  Romanist.  The 
one  believed  in  the  smallest  amount  of 
machinery  in  religious  things  and  in  the 
fuUest  liberty  for  a  local  church.  The  other 
was  carried  by  his  processes  of  thought  to 
the  acceptance  of  authority,  to  a  profound 
hatred  of  schism,  and  to  a  fervent  attach- 
ment to  what  he  held  as  the  one  original 
Christian  church.  When  Dr.  Hopkins  in 
conversation  with  one  of  the  college  pro- 
fessors regarding  Robert  Browning  said,  "I 
too  am  a  mystic, "  he  expressed  the  affinity 
that  he  had  with  all  the  great  spiritual 
teachers  of  the  age;  and  though  he  would 
have  rejected  with  disdain  much  of  New- 
man's sacramentalism,  he  accepted  him  as  a 
brother  in  the  higher  region  of  spiritual 
thought,  and  with  him  emphasized  always 


616 


HOPKINS— SAXE 


the  immediate  relation  of  the  soul  to 
the  things  unseen.  No  work  of  Newman's 
shows  more  plainly  or  more  beautifully  the 
far-reaching  effect  of  the  great  "Analogy" 
than  these  lectures  by  Dr.  Hopkins  on  the 
"Evidences  of  Christianity."  —  Carter, 
Frankun,  1892,  Mark  Hopkins  (American 
Religious  Leaders),  pp.  136, 137. 


He  wrote  eighty-two  books,  pamphlets, 
and  articles  of  very  considerable  merit,  but 
the  two  which  were  most  widely  used  and 
most  influential  were  the  "Outline  Study 
of  Man"  and  "The  Law  of  Love  and  Love 
as  a  Law. "  These  are  great  works.— Win- 
ship,  A.  E.,  1900,  Oreai  Aineriean  Edwcor 
tars,  p.  200. 


John  Godfrey  Saxe 

1816-1887 
Poet  and  humorist;  bom  at  Highgate,  Vt.,  June  2, 1816;  graduated  at  Middlebury  Col- 
lege 1839;  was  admitted  to  the  bar  at  St  Albans  1843;  practiced  law  in  Franklin  County 
1843-50;  was  editor  of  the  Burlington  SenHnel  1860-56;  was  State's  attorney  of  Vermont 
one  year,  after  which  he  devoted  himself  chiefly  to  literature  and  to  popular  lecturing;  was 
Democratic  candidate  for  Governor  1859  and  1860.  Author  of  several  volumes  of  hu- 
morous poems,  the  longest  of  which  were  delivered  at  college  commencements  and  other 
anniversary  occasions.  His  published  works  include  "  Progress  "  (1846) ;  "  New  Rape  of  the 
Lock;"  "The  Proud  JCss  McBride;"  "The  Money  King"  (1859);  "Clever  Stories  of  Many 
Nations;"  "The  Masquerade"  (1866);  and  "Leisure  Day  Rhymes"  (1875).  More  than 
forty  editions  of  his  collected  poems  have  been  issued  in  the  U.  S.  and  in  England.  Died 
at  Albany,  N.  Y.,  Mar.  31, 1887.— Beers,  Henry  A.,  rev,,  1897,  Johnson's  Universal  Enr 
cydopcBdia,  vol,  vn,  p.  330. 

and  is  now  living  with  his  son  on  State 
Street,  though  few  of  the  good  people  €t 
Albany  know  of  his  presence  in  thar  midst. 
Sickness  has  bowed  the  rugged  frame  and 
enfeebled  his  step.  Lines  of  care  are  fur- 
rowed across  his  brow,  and  age  has  sprinkled 
the  silver  in  his  hair.  He  sees  no  visitors 
and  rarely  leaves  his  room.  Longfellow, 
Emerson,  and  other  of  the  writers  of  his 
day  lived  to  a  ripe  age  and  died  in  the 
midst  of  their  work,  but  Saxe  stOl  lives  on 
at  the  age  of  seventy,  though  dead  to  the 
world,  dead  to  literature,  and  dead  to  the 
thousands  of  friends  whose  hearts  yearn  to 
comfort  and  cheer  the  man  whose  genius 
and  wit  have  lightened  so  may  homes  as,  in 
his  declining  years,  he  nears  the  evening 
sunset.— Howe,  John  A.,  Jr.,  1886,  John 
0,  Saxe,  Fort  Orange  Monthly,  July. 

Saxe  was  the  author  of  some  poems  as 
witty  as  any  ever  written  by  Dr.  Holmes, 
and  some  of  his  punning  pieces  are  not  ex- 
celled even  by  anything  of  Tom  Hood's.  In 
his  younger  days,  as  he  began  to  be  iq>- 

Ereciated  in  sodety,  he  not  infrequently  ex- 
ibited  something  of  natural  conceit.  A 
friend  met  him  one  morning  as  he  was  com- 
ing from  the  sanctum  of  the  " Boston  Po8t»'' 
to  which  paper  he  was  a  frequent  contributor 
as  well  as  to  the  "Knickerbocker,"  and 
upon  asking  him  as  to  what  he  was  doing, 
got  this  reply:  "I  have  just  left  witti 
Colonel  Greene  the  finest  sonnet  that  has 


PERSONAL 

O  genial  Saxe,  whose  radiant  wit 

Flashed  like  the  lightning  from  the  sky, 
But,  though  each  flash  as  keenly  hit, 

Wounded  but  what  deserved  to  die — 
Alasl  the  cloud  that  shrouds  thy  day 

In  gathering  darkness,  fold  on  fold, 
Serves  not  as  background  for  the  play 

Of  those  bright  gleams  that  charmed  of  old. 

Yet  charms  not  now  his  blithesome  lay, 
Nor  flowery  mead  "in  verdure  dad." 

The  world  that  laughed  when  thou  wast  gay, 
Now  weeps  to  know  that  thou  art  sad. 
— Percival,  C.  S.,  1886,  To  John  0.  Saxe, 
Century  Magadne,  vol.  32,  p.  248. 

One  of  the  first  things  he  did  after  moving 
to  Brooklyn  was  to  purchase  a  lot  for 
family  burial.  At  that  time  he  was  sur- 
rounded by  an  interesting  family—a  loving 
wife,  one  of  the  noblest  women  that  ever 
lived,  two  sons,  and  three  daughters.  His 
fame  was  fast  increasing  and  he  was  every- 
where lionized  and  courted.  life  to  him 
then  was  all  sunshine  and  smiles,  but  the 
shadows  settled  fast  over  that  happy  home, 
and  to-day  the  mother  and  her  three  daugh- 
ters sleep  side  by  side  in  that  Greenwood 
lot,  and  a  son  rests  in  our  own  Rural  Ceme- 
tery. Sorrowing  and  suffering  did  their 
work,  and  the  loved  poet  is  now  ending  his 
days  apart  from  the  world,  a  broken- 
hearted man.  He  came  back  to  this  dty 
alone,  in  1881,  shortly  after  his  wife's  death. 
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been  written  since  the  days  of  Sir  John 
Suckling."— Morrill,  Justin  S.,  1887, 
Sdf-Conseiaumess  of  Noted  Persms,  p.  42. 

GENERAL 

The  two  principal  poems  ["The  Money 
King  and  Other  Poems"]  .  .  .  have  the 
characteristic  merits  and  faidts  of  the  class 
of  poems  to  which  they  belong.  Their  ver- 
sification is  smooth  and  easy,  their  humor 
is  genial,  and  is  good-natured.  If  they  un- 
fold only  simple  and  obvious  truths,  they 
enforce  those  truths  by  well-chosen  illus- 
trations, and  their  tone  ia  always  healthful. 
—Smith,  C.  C,  1860,  Critical  NoHea,  North 
American  Review,  vol.  90,  p.  273. 

Mr.  Saxe  writes  with  facility,  is  intent 
n^nly  on  jests  and  epigraiqs,  and  amuses 
himself  and  his  readers  by  clever  hits  at  the 
fashions  and  follies  of  the  time.  His  good- 
natured  satire  does  not  cleave  to  the  depths, 
nor  is  his  humor  of  that  quality  which 
reaches  to  the  sources  of  feeling,  and  which 
gives  us  the  surprises  of  an  Apnl  day.  But 
he  is  level  with  the  popular  apprehension, 
and  has  made  his  name  more  familiarly 
known,  in  all  parts  of  the  country,  than 
that  of  any  of  ourcomic  versifiers.— Under- 
wood, Francis  H.,  1872,  A  Hand-Book  of 
Engliih  Liieratvre,  American  AtUhortf  p.  406. 

Until  his  fame  was  somewhat  over- 
shadowed by  Artemus  Ward,  he  might 
have  been  called  the  most  popular  humor- 
ous writer  of  America.  ...  Mr.  Saxe  ex- 
cels in  light,  easy  verse,  and  in  unexpected, 
if  not  absolutely  punning,  turns  of  expres- 
sion. His  n^ore  elaborate  productions  are 
not  so  successful.  In  the  general  style  and 
effect  of  certain  of  his  comic  pieces  he 
strongly  ren^inds  one  of  Thomas  Hood. 
Saxe,  it  must  be  observed,  is  one  of  the 
very  few  thoroughly  national  poets,  in  this 
sense,  that  his  themes  and  the  atmosphere 
of  his  verse  are  almost  exclusively  Ameri- 
can.—Hart,  John  S.,  1872,  A  Manual  of 
American  LUeraiure,  p.  341. 

John  G.  Saxe  owes  his  wide  acceptance 
with  the  public  not  merely  to  the  elasticity 
of  his  verse,  the  sparkle  of  his  wit,  and  the 
familiarity  of  his  topics,  but  to  his  power  of 
diffusing  the  spirit  of  his  own  good  humor. 
The  unctuous  satisfaction  he  feels  in  put- 
ting his  mood  of  merriment  into  rh3rme  is 
conin^unicated  to  his  reader,  so  that,  as  it 
were,  they  laugh  joyously  together. — 
Whipple,  Edwin  P.,  1876-86,  American  Liir 
eraiwe  and  Other  Papers,  ed.  Whittier,  p.  131. 


The  abundant  verse  of  Mr.  Saxe  belongs 
almost  exclusively  to  the  least  poetical  of 
the  several  orders  into  which  poetry  is 
sometimes  classified— trie.,  the  satirical  and 
homiletic,  which  is  made  palatable  only  by 
natural  l}rric  flow  and  grace,  and  by  the 
frolic  and  gentle  humor  of  its  begetter.  He 
ranked  below  Tom  Hood  and  Dr.  Holmes 
as  a  maker  of  light,  often  comic,  ballads, 
pentameter  satires,  etc.,  and  he  had  no 
claims  as  their  rival  in  the  more  serious 
and  imaginative  composition  of  higher 
moods,  on  which  somethii^;  more  than  a 
passing  reputation  is  founded.  A  few  of  his 
ditties,  such  as  the  "Rhyme  of  the  Rail'' 
and  ''The  Briefless  Barrister,"  will  long  be 
found  in  the  collections.  For  the  most  part 
he  was  a  popular  specimen  of  the  college- 
society,  lecture-room,  dinner-table  rhym- 
ster,  that  may  be  set  down  as  a  peculiarly 
American  type  and  of  a  generation  now  al- 
most passed  away.  His  unsophisticated 
wit,  wisdom,  and  verse,  were  understood 
and  broadly  relished  by  his  audiences;  his 
n^ellow  personality  nvade  him  justly  a  fav- 
orite; and  his  printed  poems  obtained  a 
large  and  prolonged  sale  an^oiig  American 
readers.  That  this  should  have  been  the 
case,  when  poetry  of  a  higher  class— like 
Dr.  Parsons's  for  example— failed  of  a  gen- 
eral market,  shows  that,  while  good  wme 
in  the  end  may  need  no  bush,  its  dispenser 
often  must  wait  till  the  crowd  have  filled 
up  the  hostel  that  has  the  gayest  sign. — 
STBa)MAN,  Edmund  Clarence,  1887,  John 
Godfrey  Saxe,  The  Critic,  April  9,  p.  79. 

John  Godfrey  Saxe  is  a  genius  by  him- 
self. .  .  .  The  verses  by  Saxe  excel  by 
virtue  of  plain,  honest  statement,  and  are 
even  sometimes  wanting  in  literary  finish^ 
— Simonds,  Arthur  B.,  1894,  American 
Song,  p.  171. 

A  poet  who  wrote  society  verse  of  not  a 
little  sparkle,  although  not  equal  to  the  best 
in  that  kind  by  Halleck  and  by  Holmes. — 
Matthews,  Brander,  1896,  An  Intodue- 
Hon  to  the  Study  of  American  Literature,  p. 
224. 

He  came  far  behind  Hood  and  his  other 
British  models,  but  it  was  not  discreditable 
to  his  countrymen  that  they  should  have 
bought  and  laughed  over  his  numerous 
volumes.  "The  Proud  Miss  McBride," 
"Rhyme  of  the  Rail,"  and  "The  BUnd 
Men  and  the  Elephant"  have  not  lost  their 
sprightliness.— Trent,  Wiluam  P.,  1903, 
A  History  of  American  Literature,  p.  531. 
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Riohard  Jefferies 

1848-1887 

Bom^  at  Coate  Farm,  Wilts,  6  Nov.  1848.  Educated  at  schools  at  Sydenham  and 
Swindon.  Ran  away  from  home,  11  Nov.  1864,  but  was  soon  afterwards  sent  back.  Con- 
trib.  to  "North  Wilts  Advertiser"  and  "Wilts  and  Gloucester  Herald."  On  staff  of 
"North  Wilts  Herald"  as  reporter,  March  1866  to  1867.  Ill-health  1867-68.  Visit  to 
Belgium,  1870.  Contrib.  to  "Eraser's  Mag., "  and  other  periodicals,  from  1873.  Married 
Miss  Baden,  July  1874.  lived  first  at  Coate;  afterwards  at  Swindon  till  Feb.  1877.  Re- 
moved to  Surbiton,  1877.  Contrib.  to  "PaU  MaU  Gaz.,"  "Graphic,"  "St.  James's  Gaz.," 
"  Standard, "  "  World, "  etc.  Severe  ill-health  began,  1881.  Removed  to  West  Brighton, 
1882;  to  Eltham,  1884;  afterwards  lived  at  Crowborough;  and  at  Goring,  Sussex.  Died,  at 
Goring,  14  Aug.  1887.  Buried  at  Broadwater,  Sussex.  Warki:  "Reporting,  Editing, 
and  Authorship"  [1873];  "A  Memoir  of  the  Goddards  of  North  Wilts"  11873];  "Jack 
Brass,  Emperor  of  England,"  1873;  "The  Scarlet  Shawl"  1874;  "Restless  Human  Hearts" 
(3  vols.),  1875;  "Suez^de,"  1876;  "World's  End,"  (3  vols.),  1877;  "The  Gamekeeper  at 
Home"  (under  initials,  R.  J.;  from  "Pall  Mall  Gaz."),  1878;  "Wild  Life  in  a  Southern 
County"  (under  initials,  R.  J.;  from  "Pall  Mall  Gaz."),  1879;  "The  Amateur  Poacher" 
(under  initials,  R.  J.),  1879;  "Greene  Feme  Farm, "  1880;  "Round  about  a  Great  Estate," 
1880;"Hodge  and  his  Masters,"  (2  vols.),  1880;  "Wood  Magic,"  1881;  "The  Story  of  My 
Heart,"  1883;  f  Nature  Near  London"  (from  "Standard"),  1883;  "The  Dewy  Mom" 
(2  vols.),  1884;  "Red  Deer,"  1884;  "The  Life  of  the  Melds,"  1884;  "After  London,"  1885; 
"The  C^n  Air,"  1885;  "Amaryllis  at  the  Fair,"  1887.  PoiOiumaus:  "Field  and  Hedge- 
row, ?'  ed.  by  his  wife,  1889; "  History  of  Swindon, "  ed.  by  G.  Toplis,  1897 ; "  Early  Fiction," 
ed.  by  G.  Toplis,  1897.  He  edited:  Gilbert  White's  "Natural  History  of  Selbome, "  1887. 
Life:  "The  Eulogy  of  Richard  Jefferies,"  by  Sir  W.  Besant,  1888.— Sharp,  R.  FabquhaBt 
SON,  1897,  A  LHeHonary  of  English  AtUhors,  p.  148. 


PERSONAL 

Do  you  know  Goring  churchyard?  It  is 
one  of  those  dreary,  over-crowded,  dark 
spots  where  the  once-gravelled  paths  are 
green  with  slimy  moss,  and  it  was  a  hor- 
ror to  poor  Jefferies.  More  than  once  he  re- 
peated the  hope  that  he  might  not  be  laid 
there,  and  he  chose  the  place  where  his 
widow  at  last  left  him — amongst  the  brighter 
grass  and  flowers  at  Broadwater.  He  died 
at  Goring  at  half -past  two  on  Sunday  morn- 
ing, August  14, 1887.  His  soul  was  released 
from  a  body  wasted  to  a  skeleton  by  six 
long  weary  years  of  illness.  For  nearly  two 
vears  he  has  been  too  weak  to  write,  and  all 
his  delightful  work,  during  that  period, 
was  written  by  his  wife  from  his  dictation. 
Who  can  picture  the  torture  of  these  long 
years  to  him,  denied  as  he  was  the  strength 
to  walk  so  much  as  one  hundred  yards  in 
the  world  he  loved  so  well?  What  hero  like 
this,  fighting  with  Death  face  to  face  so 
long,  fearing  and  knowing,  alas!  too  well, 
that  no  stniggles  could  avaO,  and,  worse 
than  all,  that  his  dear  ones  would  be  left 
friendless  and  penniless.  Thus  died  a  man 
whose  name  will  be  first,  perhaps  for  ever, 
in  his  own  special  work. — NORTH,  J.  W., 
1888,  The  Etdogy  of  Richard  Jefferies  by 
Sir  Wdtter  BesarU,  p.  359. 


At  the  last,  during  the  long  communingiB  of 
the  night  when  he  lay  sleepless,  happy  to  be 
free,  if  only  for  a  few  moments,  from  pain, 
the  simple  old  faith  came  back  to  him.  He 
had  arrived  long  before  as  we  have  seen,  at 
the  grand  discovery:  that  the  perfect  soul 
wante  the  perfect  body,  and  that  the  per- 
fect body  must  be  inhabited  by  the  perfect 
soul.  To  this  conclusion,  you  have  seen, 
he  was  led  by  Nature  herself .  Now  he  be- 
held clearly— perhaps  more  clearly  than 
ever— the  way  from  this  imperfect  and 
fragmentary  life  to  a  fuller,  happier  life  be- 
vond  the  grave.  He  had  no  need  of  priest; 
he  wanted  no  other  assurance  than  the  voice 
and  words  of  Him  who  swept  away  all 
priests.  The  man  who  wrote  the  ^' Story  of 
My  Heart;"  the  man  who  was  filled  to  over- 
flowing with  the  beauty  and  order  of  God's 
handiwork;  the  man  who  felt  so  deeply  tlie 
shortness,  and  imperfections,  and  dis- 
appointments of  life  that  he  was  fain  to 
cry  aloud  that  all  happens  by  chance;  the 
man  who  had  the  vision  of  the  Full^  Soul, 
died  listening  with  faith  and  love  to  the 
words  contained  in  the  Old  Book. — Bb- 
SANT,  Sir  Walter,  1888,  The  Eulogy  of 
Richard  Jefferies,  p.  355. 

There  is  that  most  striking  fact  about 
Jefferies— the  reserve  and  solitude  in  which 
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be  shrouded  his  life ;  a  man  of  retired  habits, 
of  few  friends,  he  stood  outside  and  apart 
from  the  whole  circle  of  literary  sodety. 
This  aloofness  is  f uUy  reflected  in  his  writ- 
ings, for  in  his  general  manner  of  thought 
and  expression  he  resembles  no  other 
author,  and  appears  to  be  indebted  to  no 
other;  his  faults  and  his  merits  are  equaUy 
peculiar  and  distinctive.— Salt,  H.  S., 
1891,  RiekaTd  Jejferies,  Temple  Bar,  vd.  92, 
p.  223. 

Reposing  in  one  of  the  double  transcepts 
of  the  most  symmetrical  of  English  cathe- 
drals, the  ancient  fane  at  Salisbury,  is  a 
marble  bust  typifying  a  face  remarkable  for 
its  strength  and  charm  in  repose, — at  once 
the  effiey  of  a  poet,  artist,  and  thinker,  in 
whom  the  perceptive  quality  of  beauty  and 
inherent  love  for  the  beautiful  are  revealed 
by  every  feature.  Calm  and  majestic, 
thoughtful  and  serene,  it  is  a  countenance 
that  arrests  the  beholder,  and  haunts  him, 
like  some  sweetiy  cadenced  strain,  lone 
after  the  richly  dight  spire  and  hallowed 
Close  of  Salisbury  have  receded  from  the 
view.  Upon  the  pedestal  is  graven  this 
inscription:— 

Ho  tife  Amorg  of  Xtelrarik  irffiniftf* 

Sam  at  €Mit»  tii  ttft  iUurtrfy  viiBiftulhm  attb 

aUttmlii  of  WIVttM.  6|||  IS^abmbn.  1848.' 

BM  at  <Kiirlii||  la  Hit  ilUnmttf  of  ^nwx, 

14tl|  Atqiiut  1887. 

Wn^a  WanWtt^  ttft  Moth  of  AbtHgl|ta  i$ab 

iBitii  a  lliitt'ii  lEgr. 

Ifu  Carfdytft  Hit  Sitrratnrt  af  Ifia  Cmnitni, 

Aa2i  tnmt  fat  Ifiiiuf  If  a  ]IUirf  Amiwgit 

mmw  Ittlfii  Ifaftt  AOi*  MUtt 

To  those  who  know  his  work  and  the  char- 
acter and  history  of  the  man,  this  tribute 
must  appear  as  touching  as  the  epitaph  of 
''The  Elegy."  And  perhaps  its  modest 
sentiment,  reflecting  his  own  modest  nature, 
is  sufficient,— his  work  lives  after  him  and 
speaks  more  potentiy  than  any  memorial 
that  man  may  frame.  —  Ellwanger, 
George  H.,  1896,  IdyUists  of  the  Cauniry 
Side,  p.  124. 

OENERAL 
It  is  not  many  weeks  since  one  of  the 
most  fascinating  of  all  the  writers  who  have 
ever  set  themselves  to  describe  the  sights, 
sounds,  and  occupations,  the  ''Works  and 
Days"  of  tiie  English  country-dde  was  re- 
moved from  us  by  death.  The  remarkable 
merits  of  Mr,  Bichard  Jefferies,  both  as  an 


observer  of  Nature  and  as  a  literary  artist, 
have  received  many  tributes  since  his  de- 
cease. He  has  been  praised,  in  fact,  like 
probtioB  in  the  well-known  line  of  Juvenal, 
and  unhappily  it  would  seem  with  much  the 
same  result.  ...  Of  the  real  meaning  and 
the  real  charm  of  "The  Gamekeeper"  and 
"Wild  Life"  it  appears  to  me  that  the  class 
of  readers  I  am  speaking  of  have  never  got 
so  much  as  an  inkling.  To  make  anything 
of  these  books  than  mere  collections  of 
"Stories  about  Animals"  or  "Wonders  of 
the  Woods,"  or,  at  any  rate,  to  get  their 
full  value  out  of  them,  and  to  recognize  them 
as  books  to  be  kept  by  us,  and  read  again 
and  again,  as  we  I^p  and  read,  or  are  sup- 
posed to  keep  and  read,  the  works  of  our 
favourite  poets,  it  is  necessary  that  the 
reader  should  study  them  in  that  peculiar 
posture  of  the  mind  and  will  which  ...  is 
the  sole,  the  indispensable,  condition  of 
finding  an  enduring  charm  in  the  country. 
—Traill,  Henry  Duff,  1887,  In  Praise  of 
the  Country,  Contemporary  Review,  vol  52, 
pp.  477,  480. 

In  Jefferies'  later  books  the  whole  of  the 
country  life  of  the  nineteenth  century  will 
be  found  displayed  down  to  every  detail. 
The  life  of  the  farmer  is  there;  the  hfe  of  the 
labourer;  tiie  life  of  the  gamekeeper;  the 
life  of  the  women  who  work  in  the  fields, 
and  of  those  who  work  at  home.  ...  He 
revealed  Nature  in  her  works  and  ways;  the 
flowers  and  the  fields;  the  wild  English 
creatures;  the  hedges  and  the  streams;  the 
wood  and  coppice.  .  .  .  But  this  is  not  all. 
For  next  he  took  the  step— the  vast  step-^ 
across  the  chasm  which  separates  the  poetic 
from  the  vulgar  mind,  and  began  to  clothe 
the  real  with  the  colours  and  glamour  of  the 
unreal;  to  write  down  the  response  of  the 
soul  to  the  phenomena  of  nature:  to  in- 
terpret the  voice  of  Nature  speaking  to  the 
sold.  Unto  this  last.  And  then  he  died; 
his  work,  which  might  have  gone  on  forever, 
cut  off  almost  at  the  commencement. — 
Besant,  Sir  Walter,  1888,  The  Eulogy  of 
Richard  Jefferiee,  pp.  228,  229. 

The  truth  is  that  Bichard  Jefferies's 
work,  his  wonderful  descriptive  faculty,  his 
minute  and  sympathetic  observation  of 
nature,  can  only  appeal  to  a  small  circle. 
The  general  public  will  probably  continue 
to  hiury  past  him.  But  his  place  in  Eng- 
lish literature  may  be  considered  assured; 
and,  of  the  small  band  of  English  writers 
who  have  laboured  in  the  same  field,  he  not 
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only  understood  but  can  teach,  above  all 
otherS;  the  wisdom  of  the  field  and  of  the 
forest.  Mr.  Besant  associated  him  with 
Thoreau  and  Gilbert  White.  But  Jefferies 
was  not  so  conscious  a  m3rstic — to  use  a 
much  abused  word—as  the  American  re- 
cluse, though  he  wanders  into  mystic  rever- 
ies in  the  "Story  of  my  Heart;"  and  he  is 
less  primarily  a  naturalist,  and  also  a  far 
greater  literary  artist,  than  the  simpler  his- 
torian of  Selborne.  The  author  of  ''The 
Pageant  of  Summer"  lived  in  a  different 
literary  tradition.  He  became  a  great 
master  of  that  art  of  word-painting  which 
is  at  once  the  distinctive  excellence  and 
principal  danger  of  modem  English  style. 
JefFeries's  accurate  observation  kept  him 
free  from  the  danger.— Dawkins,  C.  E., 
1888,  The  Eulogy  of  Richard  Jefferies  by 
Walter  BesatU,  The  Academy,  vol.  34,  p. 
316. 

I  love  to  think  of  Jefferies  as  a  kind  of 
literary  Leather-stocking.  His  style,  his 
mental  qualities,  the  field  he  worked  in, 
the  chase  he  followed,  were  peculiar  to  him- 
self, and  as  he  was  without  a  rival,  so  was 
he  without  a  second.  Reduced  to  ite  simp- 
lest expression,  his  was  a. mind  compact  of 
observation  and  of  memory.  He  writes  as 
one  who  watches  always,  who  sees  every- 
thing, who  forgets  nothing.  As  his  lot  was 
cast  in  country  places,  among  wood  and 
pasturage  and  com,  by  coverts  teeming 
with  eame  and  quick  with  insect  life,  and 
as  withal  he  had  the  hunter's  patience  and 
quick-sightedness,  his  faculty  of  looking 
and  listening  and  of  noting  and  remember- 
ing, his  readiness  of  deduction  and  insist- 
>  ence  of  pursuit — there  entered  gradually 
into  his  mind  a  greater  quantity  of  natural 
England,  her  leaves  and  flowers,  her  winds 
and  skies,  her  wild  things  and  tame,  her 
beauties  and  humours  and  discomforts, 
than  was  ever,  perhaps,  the  possession  of 
writing  Briton.— Henley,  Wiluam  Ern- 
est, 1890,  Views  and  Revievs,  p,  177. 

Jefferies,  above  all  other  writers,  was  the 
high-priest  of  Summer;  his  warm,  sensuous, 
southem  nature  breathed  intense  reverence 
for  the  "alchemic,  intangible,  mysterious 
power,  which  cannot  be  supplied  in  any 
other  form  but  the  sun's  rays. "  Who  else 
could  have  described  as  he  has  described, 
the  glare,  the  glamour,  the  multitudinous 
hum,  the  immense  prodigality  of  a  high 
summer  noon?  .  .  .  The  volumes  which 
furnish  the  most  notable  instances  of  tlds 


side  of  Jefferies'  genius  are  perhaps  the  four 
by  which  he  is  at  present  very  generally 
Imown— the  "Gamekeeper  at  Home,"  the 
"Amateur  Poacher,"  "Wild  life  in  a 
Southern  County,"  and  "Round  About  a 
Great  Estate, "  in  all  of  which  he  mamfestB 
the  same  extraordinary  knowledge  of  the 
fauna  and  flora  of  his  native  (Ostrict,  a 
knowledge  based  on  an  exceptionally  keen 
habit  of  observation,  and  strengthened  by  a 
powerful  memory  and  a  diligent  course  of 
journal-keeping.  .  .  .  That  a  permanent 
historical  value  will  attach  to  writings  of 
this  kind  can  hardly  be  doubted;  they  wQl 
be  studied,  centuries  hence,  along  with 
White's  Selborne  and  a  few  similar  works, 
as  a  chronicle  of  natural  history— a  museum 
to  which  artist  and  scientists  will  repair  for 
instruction  and  entertainment.  I  cannot, 
however,  at  all  agree  with  those  of  Jefferies' 
admirers  who  consider  these  volumes  (to 
wit,  the  "Gamekeeper  at  Home,"  and  the 
rest  of  the  same  class)  to  be  his  literary 
masterpieces,  and  who  speak  of  them  as  ex- 
hibiting, in  contrast  with  his  later  books, 
what  they  call  his  "simpler  and  better 
style;"  I  believe,  with  Mr.  Walter  Besmt, 
that  Jefferies'  word-pictures  of  the  coun- 
try life  are  "far  from  being  the  most  con- 
siderable part  of  his  work."  .  .  .  An  innate 
distrust  of  all  the  precepts  of  custom  and 
tradition  was  one  of  Jefferies'  n^ost  notice- 
able characteristics;  Thoreau  himself  was 
scarcely  more  contemptuous  of  conven- 
tional usages  and  restraints. — Salt,  H.  S., 
1891,  Richard  Jefferies,  Temple  Bar,  vol.  92, 
pp.  215,  216,  217,  219. 

Still  as  the  page  was  writ 
Twas  nature  held  his  hand  and  guided  it: 
Broadcast  and  free  the  lines  were  sown  as 

meadows  kingcup  lit. 
Vague  longings  found  a  tongue; 
Things  dim  and  ancient  into  speech  were  wrung ; 
The  epic  of  the  rolling  wheat,  the  lyric  hedge- 
row sung  I 
He  showed  the  soul  within 
The  veil  of  matter  luminous  and  thin. 
He  heard  the  old  earth's  undersong  piercing  the 

modem  din. 
He  opened  wide  to  space 
The  iron  portals  of  the  conunonplace: 
Wonder  on  wonder  crowded  through  as  star  on 

star  we  trace. 
Others  might  dully  plod 
Purblind  with  custom,  deaf  as  any  clod — 
He  knew  the  highest  heights  of  heaven  bent 
o'er  the  path  he  trod. 

—Geoghegan,  Mary,  1892,  Richard  Jeffer- 
ies,  Temple  Bar,  vol.  94,  p.  28. 
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Since  Gilbert  White  wrote  of  his  beloved 
Selbome,  there  has  perhaps  hardly  be^n  a 
more  delightful  writer  on  natural  history 
than  Richard  Jefferies,  author  of  the 
''Gamekeeper  at  Home/'  and  of  other 
charming  works,  such  as  have  made  the 
tQwn-bred  boy  bewail  the  fortune  that  did 
not  oast  his  lines  among  those  pleasant 
places,  and  the  careless  country  lad  curse 
the  negligence  which  has  made  him  over- 
look the  beautiful  things  that  others  can 
find  everywhere  to  see.— Ouphant,  Mar- 
garet 0.  W.,  1892,  The  Victorian  Age  of 
Engliih  Literature,  p.  389. 

This  is  a  book  ["The  Toilers  of  the  Field"] 
to  be  deplored  and  deprecated,  a  desperate 
atten^pt  to  make  hay  while  the  sun  shines, 
out  of  weeds,  rushes,  and  rubbish,  old  and 
new.  The  only  scrap  of  fresh  matter  we 
find  is  a  "True  Tale  of  the  \TiltBhire  La- 
bourer, "  written  years  ago  for  a  local  news- 
paper, but  somehow  never  printed.  It  is  a 
powerful,  one-sided  sketch,  after  the  man- 
ner of  La  Terre,  but  frequent  imitation  of 
this  manner  has  since  reduced  its  direct- 
ness to  a  suspicion  of  brutality.  With  this 
exception  the  book  is  entirely  made  up  of 
reprints,  or  reprints  of  reprints,  under  a 
capital  fancy  titie  "The  Toilers  of  the 
field,"  which  suggested  a  separate,  au- 
thentic, homogeneous  book.  The  work  has, 
however,  a  cerUdn  curious  value.  It  is  in 
two  parts.  .  .  .  Jefferies  in  his  prime  is  to 
me  as  yet  but  a  name;  free  from  the  glam- 
our of  his  genius,  I  am  therefore  able  to 
judge  caln^y  these  bye-blows  of  his  pen. 
The  sole  notice  they  call  for,  the  sole  feeling 
they  rouse,  is  one  of  astonishment  that  their 
writer  ever  became  famous.  In  themselves 
tiiey  are  just  the  harmless,  amateur,  ordi- 
nary stuff  to  which  one  is  indulgently  in- 
different. — PURCBLL,  E.,  1892,  Literature, 
The  Academy,  vol.  42,  p.  599. 

If  the  critics  really  enjoy,  as  they  pro- 
fess to,  all  this  trivial  country  lore,  why  on 
earth  don't  they  come  into  the  fresh  air  and 
find  it  out  for  themselves?   There  is  no  im- 

Erative  call  for  their  presence  in  London, 
k  will  stain  paper  in  the  country  as  well 
as  in  town,  and  the  Post  will  convey  their 
articles  to  their  editors.  As  it  is,  they  do 
but  overheat  already  overheated  clubs. 
.  .  .  These  books  are  already  supplying  the 
club-novelist  with  his  open-air  effects;  and, 
therefore,  the  club-novelist  worships  them. 
From  tiiem  he  gathers  that  "wild  apple- 
trees,  too,  are  not  uncommon  in  the  hedges," 


and  straightway  he  informs  his  public  of 
this  wonder.  But  it  is  hard  on  the  poor 
countryman  who,  for  the  benefit  of  a  street- 
bred  reading  public,  must  cram  his  books 
with  solemn  recitals  of  his  A,  B,  C,  and  im- 
pressive announcements  that  two  and  two 
n^^e  four  and  that  a  hedge-sparrow's  egg  is 
blue.— QuiLLBR-CoucH,  A.  T.,  1893,  Rich- 
ard Jefferiee,  The  Speaker. 

But  for  a  certain  repugnance  to  using  the 
literary  slang  of  tiie  day  I  would  caU  him  an 
impressionist;  although,  by  those  who  mis- 
name themselves  impressionists,  he  is  per- 
sistently misrepresented  as  addicted  to  cata- 
logue-making. Yet  it  need  hardly  be 
pointed  out  that  he  never  made  a  system- 
atic study,  never  a  complete  list  of  any- 
thing. From  the  scientific  student's  point 
of  view  he  was  an  idler  in  the  land,  sensu- 
ous, and  therefore  sensitive  to  nature's 
choicest  colours  and  sounds  and  fragran- 
dea;  passionate,  and  so  given  to  dreams 
and  musings  and  speculations.  When  he 
one  by  one  enumerates  the  birds  and  flowers 
and  weeds  of  an  English  hedgerow,  you  feel, 
in  the  end,  that  his  object  has  been  neither 
botanical  nor  ornithological,  but  poetical. 
It  is  not  into  the  study  of  a  zoologist  you 
have  gone,  but  to  the  presence  of  an  artist 
who  has  transferred  a  mood  from  his  own 
mind  into  yours.  The  reader  carries  away 
little  new  knowledge,  but  many  pleasant 
memories.  ...  He  is  an  enchanter  who, 
at  will,  transports  you  into  the  midst  of  a 
green  English  landscape,  where  the  swal- 
lows skim  the  cornfields,  and  the  butter- 
flies flutter  among  the  wildflowers,  where 
the  chaflSnch  chirps  from  the  expanding 
oak-leaves,  and  the  water  sparkles  to  the 
sunshine.  The  result  differs  from  that  pro- 
duced by  GUbert  White  as  night  differs 
from  day.  One  man  pleases  by  his  love  of 
facts,  and  by  ministering  to  our  thirst  for 
knowledge;  the  other  by  adding  to  our 
aesthetic  pleasures.— Graham,  P.  Ander- 
son, 1893,  Round  About  Coaie,  Art  Journal, 
vol.  45,  p.  16. 

Few  people  have  a  reputation  at  once  so 
limited  and  so  wide.  When  his  bust  was 
unveiled  in  Salisbury  Cathedral  not  long 
ago,  there  was  enough  stir  in  the  papers  to 
make  one  imi^ne  his  celebrity  to  be  wider 
than  it  really  is.  One  has  only  to  read  how 
he  lived  in  penury  through  his  latter  troub- 
lous days,  because  his  books  would  not  sell, 
to  get  a  truer  insight  into  the  extent  of  his 
popularity;  and  even  now,   when  he  is 
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better  known  and  appreciated  than  ever 
before,  those  to  whom  he  is  but  the  shadow 
of  a  name  are  sufficiently  numerous  to 
make  all  mention  of  him  as  a  celebrity 
savour  of  irony.  It  is,  in  fact,  with  the  few 
and  not  with  the  many  that  Jefferies  must 
be  content  to  hold  the  place  that  he  de- 
serves; to  those  to  whom  he  appeals  he  is 
of  such  value,  that  were  reputation  judged 
by  depth  of  admiration  rather  than  by 
number  of  admirers,  he  were  famous  be- 
yond measure  already.  .  .  .  His  power  of 
expression  is  not  connected  with  an  easy 
and  polished  literary  style.  His  construc- 
tions are  often  loose  and  his  sentences  bald 
and  unfinished.  The  more  one  reads  his 
essays,  the  more  obvious  it  becomes  tiiat  he 
could  write  only  because  he  could  feel,  be- 
cause Earth  was  his  passion;  and  one  is 
tempted  to  think  that  this  passion  which 
was  the  cause  of  his  imique  power  of  de- 
lineating her  features,  was  due  in  turn  to 
an  acute  sensitiveness  of  perception,  a  cer- 
tain intense  sosthetidsm  that  is  visible  in 
all  his  works.  —  MuNTO,  Irving,  1894, 
Richard  Jefferies  as  a  Descriptive  Writer, 
OenUeman's  Magazine,  N.  S.  vol.  53,  pp. 
516, 519. 

Speaking  generally,  the  language  is  per- 
fectly simple  and  direct;  there  is  no  savour 
of  bookishness;  upon  everything  is  the 
stamp  of  sincerity— a  sincerity  bom  of 
loving  intercourse  with  the  objects  de- 
scribe. The  chief  defect  is  a  sense  of  dis- 
continuity, occasionally  felt  in  some  essays 
in  which  Jefferies,  contrary  to  his  usual 
practice,  presents  us  with  ''bushel  baskets 
full  of  facts,"  the  whole  not  being  fused 
together  by  any  unifying  power  of  the  im- 
agination. But  when  at  Us  best,  his  style 
is  impassioned  and  throbs  with  emotion;  it 
is  imaginative  as  only  fine  poetry  can  be. 
He  displays,  too,  a  euriosa  fdicitas  in  the 
choice  of  apt  words  and  images  which  con- 
dense for  us  the  life  and  movement  of  a 
whole  scene.  ...  Of  Jefferies'  style  at  its 
best  the  ''Pageant  of  Summer"  is  the  most 
sustained  example.  Taken  as  a  whole,  it 
may  be  said  to  form  one  grand  hymn  in 
praise  of  the  fulness  and  beauty  of  life 
which  culminates  in  the  crowning  glory  of 
the  summer.  There  is  a  purely  human 
quality,  too,  about  this  essay  which  im- 
parts to  it  the  imaginative  charm  in  which 
it  is  steeped.— Fisher,  Charles,  1896,  A 
Study  of  Richard  Jefferies,  Temple  Bar,  vol. 
109,  pp.  504,  505. 


ISs  talent,  thougji  rare  and  exquiate, 
was  neitiier  rich  nor  versatile.  It  consisted 
in  a  power  of  observing  nature  more  than 
Wordsworthian  in  delicacy,  and  almost 
Wordsworthian  in  the  presence  of  a  senti- 
mental philosophic  background  of  thought. 
Unluckily  for  Jefferies,  his  philosophic 
background  was  not  like  Wordsworth's, 
clear  and  cheerful,  but  wholly  vague  and 
partly  gloomy.  Writing,  too,  in  prose  not 
verse,  and  after  Mr.  Ruskin,  he  attempted 
an  exceedingly  florid  style,  which  at  its 
happiest  was  happy  enough,  but  which  was 
not  always  at  that  point,  and  which  when  it 
was  not,  was  apt  to  become  trivial  or  tawdry , 
or  both.  It  is  therefore  certain  that  lua 
importance  for  posterity  will  dwindle,  if  it 
has  not  already  dwindled,  to  that  given  by  a 
bundle  of  descriptive  selections.  But  these 
will  occupy  a  foremost  place  on  thdr  par- 
ticular shelf,  the  shelf  at  the  head  of  which 
stand  Gilbert  White  and  Gray.— Saintc- 
BURT,  George,  1896,  A  Hilary  of  Nine- 
ieenth  Century  Literature,  p.  397. 

Jefferies'  special  place  in  literature,  and 
his  rank  as  a  sympathising  interpreter  of 
Nature,  it  is  ssie  to  assume,  could  never 
have  fallen  to  any  one  other  than  himself. 
There  can  be  no  second  "  Life  of  the  Fields." 
Other  Idyls  may  instruct  and  please,  but  in 
a  different  degree.  A  finer  literarian  may 
arise  to  hymn  the  psan  of  theopen-air;but 
the  combinative  qualities  that  speak  from 
Jefferies'  later  work  must  remain  to  him 
alone.  .  .  .  Incontestably,  he  wrote  too 
much;  he  lacked  the  mai^n  of  leisure,  and 
was  constantly  under  the  goad  of  providing 
for  his  livelihood,  for  which  he  depended 
solely  upon  his  pen.  Owing  to  his  peculiar 
artistic  temperament,  as  well  as  to  various 
individual  characteristics,  it  is  difficult  to 
compare  him  with  some  other  NatureH>b- 
servers  who  were  equaHy  as  painstaking  as 
he.  His  work  may  not  be  appropriately 
classed  with  that  of  the  learned  Selbome 
rector,  than  whom  none  had  a  more  watch- 
ful eye;  nor  with  that  of  the  Walden 
recluse,  whose  powers  of  observation  in  all 
that  appertained  to  Nature's  sights  and 
sounds  could  not  be  surpassed.  .  .  .  Jeffer- 
ies was  an  essayist;  and,  above  all,  the 
idyllist  and  painter  of  country-life  as  it  ex- 
ists in  England.— Ellwanger,  George  H., 
1896,  IdyllisU  of  the  Country  Side,  pp.  132, 
133. 

The  early  books  of  Richard  Jefferies, 
those  by  which  he  won  his  fame,  those,  no 
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doubt,  on  which  his  fame  will  rest,  "The 
Gamekeeper  at  Home"  and  its  immediate 
successors,  owe  but  little  of  their  charm  to 
purely  literary  merits;  they  may  almost  be 
said  to  owe  their  charm  to  the  very  absence 
of  the  literary  element.  They  are  bundles 
of  jottings,  notes  taken  direct  from  life  in  a 
reporter's  note-book,  observations  recorded 
because  they  are  observed,  and  in  just  the 
words  in  which  they  presented  themselves, 
hasty  impressions  of  life  on  the  wing.  .  .  . 
Quickness  of  eye  and  faithfulness  of  hand 
are  his  two  great  qualities,  as  shown  in  these 
early  books;  and  it  is,  I  think,  in  the  im- 
pression of  absolute  veracity,  not  coloured 


with  prepossessions,  not  distorted  by  an 
artistic  presentment,  that  he  has  the  ad- 
vantage over  Thoreau,  so  much  his  supe- 
rior as  a  writer.  ...  In  "Hodge  and  his 
Masters"  there  are  many  clever  sketches 
of  village  Ufe,  and  they  are  generally  true 
as  far  as  they  go;  but  set  a  chapter  on  the 
habits  of  birds  against  a  chapter  on  the 
habits  of  men,  and  how  much  more  in- 
sight you  will  find  in  the  former  than  the 
latter!  Jefferies  will  give  you  the  flora  and 
fauna  of  the  village  with  incomparable  ac- 
curacy;  but  for  the  villager,  go  to  Mr: 
Hardy  or  Dr.  Jessopp.— Symons,  Arthur, 
1897,  Studiei  in  Two  LUeratures. 


Dinah  Maria  Mulock  Craik 

1826-1887 
Bom  [Dinah  Maria  MulockJ,  at  Stoke-upon-Trent.  20  April  1826.  To  London, 
1846  [1].  lilrst  novel  produced,  1849.  Settled  at  Ndrth  End,  Hampstead,  1855[7].  Gvil 
List  Pension,  1864.  Married  to  Geor^  Lillie  Craik,  29  April  1865.  Settled  soon  after- 
wards at  Shortlands,  Kent,  where  she  hved  till  her  death.  Died  suddenly,  12  Oct.  1887. 
Works:  [all  anon.],  "Cola  Monti,"  1849;  "The  Ogilvies,"  1849;  "Olive,"  1850;  "The 
Head  of  a  Family,"  1851;  "Afice  Learmont,"  1852;  "Agatha's  Husband,"  1852;  "Bread 
upon  the  Waters,"  1852;  "A  Hero,"  1853;  "Avillon,"  1853;  "John  Halifax,  Gentleman," 
1856;  "Nothing  New,"  1857;  "A  Woman's  Thoughts  about  Women,"  1858;  "Poems," 
1859;  "Romantic  Tales,"  1859;  "A  Life  for  a  Life,"  1859;  "Domestic  Stories,"  1860; 
''Our  Year,"  1860;  "Studies  from  Life,"  1861;  "Mistress  and  Maid,"  1862;  "The  Fairy- 
Book,"  1863;  "A  New  Year's  Gift  to  Sick  Children,"  1865;  "Home  Thoughts  and  Home 
Scenes,"  1865;  "A  Noble  Life,"  1866;  "Christian's  Mistake,"  1866;  "Two  Marriages," 
1867;  "Woman's  Kingdom,"  1868;  "The  Unkind  Word,"  1869;  "A  Brave  Lady,"  1870; 
''Fair  France,"  1871;  "Hannah,"  1871;  "Little  Sunshine's  HoUday,"  1871;  "Twenty 
Years  Ago,"  1871;  "Adventures  of  a  Brownie,"  1872;  "Songs  of  Our  Youth,"  1874;  "My 
Mother  and  I,"  1874;  "Sermons  out  of  Church,"  1875;  "The  little  Lame  Prince,"  1875; 
"The  Laurel  Bush,"  1877;  "Will  Denbigh,"  1877;  "A  Legacy,"  1878;  "Young Mrs.  Jar- 
dine,"  1879;  "Thirty  Years,"  1880;  "Children's  Poetry,"  1881;  "His  Little  Mother," 
1881;  "Plain Speaking,"  1882;  "An  Unsentimental  Journey"  1884; "Miss Tommy,"  1884; 
"About  Money,"  1886;  "King  Arthur,"  1886;  "Rfty  Golden  Years,  "1887; "An Unknown 
Country,"  1887.  Posthumous:  "Concerning  Man,"  1888.  She  translaUd:  Guizot's  "M. 
de  Barante,"  1867;  Mme.  de  Witt's  "A  French  Country  Family,"  1867;  "A  Parisian  Fam- 
ily," 1870;  and  "An  Only  Sister,"  1873;  and  edited:  "Is  it  True?"  1872.— Sharp,  R.  Far- 
QUHARSON,  1897,  A  Dictionary  of  English  Authors,  p.  68. 

disposed  to  be  read.  But  Dinah  was  al- 
ways kind,  enthusiastic,  somewhat  didactic 
and  apt  to  teach,  and  much  looked  up  to  by 
her  little  band  of  young  women.— Ou- 
PHANT,  Margaret  0.  W.,  1886,  Auto- 
biography, p.  38. 

Who  that  knew  her  can  ever  forget 
the  tall,  gray-eyed,  silver-haired,  motherly 
woman,  gentle  and  pleasant  in  speech, 
yet  firm  withal  and  of  wholesome  resolute- 
ness of  purpose,  who  made  her  home  in  the 
pleasant  Kentish  country,  ten  miles  south- 
east of  London,  a  place  of  pleasant  pilgrim- 
age for  so  many  loving  friends.— Bowker, 


PERSONAL 
Sfiss  Mulock  lived  in  a  small  house  in  a 
street  a  little  farther  off  even  in  the  wilds 
than  ours  [1853].  She  was  a  tail  young 
woman  with  a  slim  pliant  figure,  and  eyes 
that  had  a  way  of  fixing  the  eyes  of  her  in- 
terlocutor in  a  manner  which  did  not  please 
my  shy  fastidiousness.  It  was  embarassing 
as  if  she  meant  to  read  the  other  upon  whom 
she  gazed,— a  pretension  which  one  re- 
sented. It  was  merely,  no  doubt,  a  fashion 
of  what  was  the  intense  school  of  the  time. 
Mrs.  Browning  did  the  same  thing  the  only 
time  I  met  her,  and  this  to  one  quite  in- 


624 


DINAH  MARIA  MULOCK  CRAIK 


Richard  Rogers,  1888,  London  as  a  Lit- 
erary Centre,  Harpefs  Magazine,  vol.  77, 
p.  20. 

Mrs.  Craik  was  quite  small,  had  soft,  lov- 
ing gray  eyes  and  silvery  gray  hair.  Her 
voice  was  low  and  gentle,  and  her  manners 
pretty  and  natural.  She  always  dressed  in 
quiet  colors,  brown  or  steel,  and  very 
plainly.  She  was  noted  as  a  good  neighbor, 
and  was  never  so  happy  as  when  making 
others  happy.  Her  home  was  built  in  the 
old  Elizabethan  style,  and  the  wooden 
beams  of  the  ceiling  could  be  seen  in  every 
room.  Over  the  fire-place  in  the  dining- 
room  was  carved  the  motto,  "  East  or  west, 
home  is  best."  Miss  Mulock  was  greatly 
interested  in  all  charities,  but  one  particu- 
larly occupied  her  heart  and  hand;  this  was 
the  Royal  College  for  the  Blind  in  London. 
She  would  send  out  invitations  to  the 
children  to  come  to  a  strawberry  party  in 
the  groves  and  hayfields  around  her  house, 
and  then  she  would  make  them  delight- 
fully happy.  Mr.  Craik  would  meet  them 
with  carriages  and  wagons,  for  their  home 
was  ten  or  twelve  miles  from  the  station, 
and  then  the  three,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Craik  and 
Dorothy,  would  try  to  crowd  into  this  one 
day  enjo3rment  enough  to  last  the  children 
for  many  days.— Rutherford,  M.,  1890, 
English  Avihors,  p.  584. 

One  evening  in  1843,  Mrs.  Hall  brought 
up  to  me  to  introduce  a  tall  slender  girl  of 
seventeen,  with  graceful  mien  and  fine 
grey  eyes  that,  once  seen,  were  not  to  be 
forgotten.  They  always  seemed  to  be  look- 
ing out  on  objects  more  serene  than  those 
before  her.  This  was  Dinah  Maria  Mulock, 
then  a  young  aspirant,  full  of  hero-worship 
of  the  great  and  good  of  every  order,  and 
destined  to  be  kaown  as  the  author  of 
''John  Halifax,  Gentleman, "  and  one  of  the 
most  successful  novelists  of  her  day.  I  lost 
sight  of  her  for  a  time,  but  some  two  or 
three  years  later  we  became  very  intimate. 
She  consulted  me  about  adopting  liter- 
ature as  an  earnest  pursuit,  and  I  had  seen 
such  indications  of  her  genius  that  I  gave 
her  the  warmest  encouragement.  There 
was  something  very  interesting  about  her, 
and  she  had  the  faculty  of  quickly  making 
friends.— Crosland,  Mrs.  Newton  (Ca- 
milla Toulmin),  1893,  Landmarks  of  a 
Literary  Life,  p.  127. 

An  over-tall  and  in  younger  days  some- 
what spindly  woman,  not  beautiful,  but 
good,  the  goodness  flavouring  all  her  writ- 


ings. —  Linton,  William  James,  1894, 
Threescore  and  Ten  Years,  1820  to  1890, 
ReeoUeetions,  p.  171. 

After  lunch  Mrs.  Craik  made  me  walk  in 
the  garden  with  her,  and  inquired  more 
closely  into  the  particulars  of  this  strange 
illness;  she  encouraged  and  comforted  me 
greatly.  She  was  tall,  and  though  white- 
haired,  very  beautiful  still  [1868],  I  thought. 
As  we  walked  she  bent  her  head  (covered 
with  the  Highland  blue  bonnet)  over  mine, 
and  as  she  clasped  my  shoulders  within  her 
arm,  I  could  see  her  hand  laid  upon  my 
breast,  as  if  to  soothe  it;  it  was  the  loveliest 
hand  I  ever  saw;  the  shape  so  perfect,  the 
skin  so  white  and  soft.  We  spoke  French 
together;  she  was  interested  about  France, 
and  liked  talking  of  its  people  and  customs. 
Before  we  left  she  asked  me  to  write  to  her, 
and  offered  to  render  me  any  service  I 
might  require.— Hambrton,  Mrs.  Pmup 
Gilbert,  1896,  Philip  Gilbert  Hamerton, 
An  Autobiography  and  a  Memoir y  p.  332. 

JOHN  HALIFAX.  GENTLEMAN 
IBM 
Time  has  not  aged  it;  it  still  wears  the 
smile  of  youth ;  and  I  for  one  believe  that  its 
mission  will  not  be  fulfilled  until  youths  and 
maidens  of  our  day  and  nation  read  it  with 
as  much  relish  and  feel  it  with  as  much  in- 
tensity as  did  our  English  cousins  some 
thirty  years  or  more  ago.— Nourse,  Rob- 
ert, 1883,  An  Old  Book  for  New  Readers, 
The  Dial,  vol.  4,  p.  37. 

Well  may  this  strong  soul  rest  at  length;  well 
may 
This  woman's  earnest  hand  in  sleep  relax. 
Having  wrought  and  raised  up,  for  all  Time  to 
view, 
Among  its  gilded  gods  and  dolls  of  clay, 
The  granite  figure  of  John  Halifax. 

— BOYNTON,  Julia  P.,  1887,  Dinah  Mulock 
Craik. 

That  Dinah  Maria  Mulock  CvBik  has  been 
known  for  thirty  years  as  "ttie  author  of 
'John  Halifax'  "  does  not  imply  that  she 
was  a  woman  of  one  book,  or  even  of  only 
one  book  that  was  popular.  After  her  firat 
great  effort,  she  gave  us  in  swift  succession 
novels,  stories,  verses  and  essays,  full  of 
sense  and  strength  and  often  of  great 
charm.  ...  A  strong  desire  seizes  us  to 
read  the  book  again,  to  try  to  discover  once 
more  the  great  charm  it  held  at  one  time  for 
so  large  a  world  of  readers.  And  yet  we 
hesitate.  What  book  is  great  enough  to 
stand  the  test  of  thirty  years?    The  strong 
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impression  is  pretty  sure  to  be  weakened, 
and  we  don't  want  it  to  be  weakened.  Let 
us  remember  it  always  as  we  do  now, 
vaguely;  but  tenderly;  for  ''the  author  of 
'John  Halifax'  "  is  dead.  And  yet  curios- 
ity overmasters  tenderness.  With  irresist- 
ible impulse  we  seek  out  the  little  dusty- 
old-fashioned  volume,  and  turn  its  pages 
reverently  but  curiously.  Yes,  it  suffers 
necessarily  a  little  from  the  lapse  of  time:  it 
is  not  quite  realistic  enough  to  satisfy  us 
now;  the  excellent  John  has  too  few  faults, 
the  admirable  Ursula,  seems,  alas !  a  little  of 
a  prig;  the  disputed  governess,  Miss  Silver, 
does  not  live  or  move  or  have  any  being  at 
all,  certainly  she  fails  to  charm;  and  one 
need  only  compare  the  brothers'  quarrel 
with  that  described  by  Mrs.  Oliphant,  and 
now  raging  in  the  pages  of  The  Atlantic,  to 
feel  that  the  more  modem  style,  in  becom- 
ing more  realistic,  has  only  gained  in 
strength  and  flavor,  and  is  actually  less 
tame  than  the  more  imaginative  efforts  of 
thirty  years  ago.  There  is  a  faUetto  tone  in 
the  book,  of  sentiment  not  exactly  morbid, 
and  yet  to  the  more  modern  taste  not  ex- 
actly healthful.  But  still  it  remains  what 
ladies  call  "  a  beautiful  story."-— Roluns, 
Alice  Welungton,  1887,  The  Author  of 
''John  Halifax/'  The  Critic,  vol.  11,  p.  214 

She  did  not,  however,  assume  her  true 
place  in  fiction  until  the  publication  of 
"John  Halifax,  Gentieman,"  a  work  which 
attained  instant  and  great  popularity,  and 
which  has  had  many  imitators,  the  sin- 
cerest  flattery  according  to  the  proverb, 
which  can  be  bestowed.  This  work,  which 
relates  the  history  of  a  good  man's  life  and 
love,  has  but  little  incident,  and  no  mere- 
tricious attractions,  but  attained  the  higher 
triumph  of  securing  the  public  attention  and 
sympathy  by  its  pure  and  elevated  feeling, 
fbie  perception  of  character,  and  subdu^ 
but  admirable  literary  power.  Miss  Mulock 
has  placed  herself  at  the  head  of  one  divi- 
sion of  the  army  of  novelists.  She  has  also 
added  attraction  to  more  than  one  land- 
scape, throwing  an  interest  to  many  read- 
ers oyer  the  little  town  of  Tewkesbury  for 
instance,  with  which  the  scene  of  John 
Halifax  was  identified,  which  has  brought 
many  pilgrims,  we  believe,  to  that  place, 
not  only  from  other  parts  of  England,  but 
from  the  other  great  continent  across  the 
seas  where  fiction  has  even  more  impor- 
tance and  its  scenes  more  interest  than 
among  ourselves,— Ouphant,  Margaret 
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0.  W.,  1892,  The  Victorian  Age  of  Englizh 
Literaiure,  p.  485. 

The  enormous  hold  which,  ever  since  its 
first  appearance  in  1857,  "John  Halifax" 
has  had  on  a  great  portion  of  the  English- 
speaking  public,  is  due  to  the  lofty  eleva- 
tion of  its  tone,  its  unsullied  purity  and 
goodness,  combined  with  a  great  freshness, 
which  appeals  to  the  young  and  seems  to 
put  them  and  the  book  in  touch  with  each 
other.— Parr,  Louisa,  1897,  Women  Novel- 
iits  of  Queen  Victoria' $  Reign,  p.  229. 

It  is  one  of  the  most  agreeable  specimens 
of  improved  puritanism  in  modem  England, 
and  holds  its  ground  as  one  of  the  produc- 
tions of  a  more  refined  and  entertaining 
literatiu^.  The  sincere  piety  that  it  breathed 
is  not  obtrusive,  and  some  of  the  charac- 
ers  give  evidence  of  real  literary  talent.  In 
the  distant  future  her  name  will  perhaps  be 
mentioned  by  the  side  of  George  Eliot.— 
Englb,  Edward,  1902,  A  History  of  Eng- 
lish Liierahire,  rev.  Hamley  Bent,  p.  464. 

GENERAL 
A  young  Irish  authoress  of  great  promise. 
She  has  idready  given  to  the  world  several 
novels  that  have  obtained  decided  success. 
The  best  of  these  is  "  Olive, "  a  very  charm- 
ing work.  .  .  .  The  author  of  "Olive" 
holds  a  warm  place  in  the  heart  of  young^ 
lady  novel-readers,  and  she  has  an  oppor- 
tunity of  holding  a  very  high  rank  among 
popular  writers.— Hale,  Sarah  Josepha, 
1852,  Woman's  Record,  p.  896. 

Her  truts  as  a  writer  are  intensely  fem- 
inine; the  scenes  and  characters  she  de- 
scribes are  minutely,  faithfully  depicted, 
but  in  a  diffuse  style.  Her  poems  have 
genuine  religious  feeling,  and  are  graceful 
and  refined  in  expression.— Underwood, 
Francis  H.,  1871,  A  HandrBook  of  Eng- 
lish Literature,  British  Authors,  p,  577. 

Faith  in  God  and  faith  in  man  were  the 
secret  of  her  influence.  She  made  no 
parade  of  this,  but  the  reader  will  easily  dis- 
cover that  she  holds  him  by  all  that  is  good 
in  himself  and  by  her  own  faith  in  goodness. 
She  has  left  many  pictures  of  the  struggle 
against  poverty,  error,  and  misconception, 
of  truth  that  is  great  and  must  prevail,  of 
goodness  that  stands  fast  for  ever  and  ever. 
Then,  again,  she  wrote  plain,  simple  Eng- 
lish. She  never  used  a  long  word  if  a  short 
one  would  do  as  well,  and  she  never  took  a 
foreign  word  that  has  an  equivsJent  in  her 
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own  language.  Clesuness,  directness,  sim- 
plicity; counted  for  much  in  her  success  as 
an  author.  It  would  be  a  fruitless  task  to 
say  what  she  has  not,  and  what  she  is  not. 
Deficiencies^  easily  detected,  are  all  atoned 
for  by  direct  insight,  wiiich  some  would  not 
hesitate  to  call  genius.  The  books  upon 
which  Mrs.  Craik's  fame  will  rest  were  writ- 
ten many  years  ago,  but  she  has  always 
been  able  and  willing  to  say  an  influential 
word  in  a  good  cause,  and  to  write  for  a  large 
circle  of  readers.— Martin,  Frances,  1887, 
Mrs.  Craik,  Athemum,  No.  3130,  p.  539. 

Though  lacking  in  the  higher  qualities  of 
true  poetry,  imagination,  passion,  breadth 
of  experience,  and  depth  of  emotion,  there 
is  enough  true  feeling  and  human  interest 
in  many  of  her  poems  to  entitle  them  to 
recognition  in  these  pages,  and  give  her  a 
true  if  not  a  very  exalted  place  in  any  rep- 
resentative anthology  of  the  verse  of  her 
countrjrwomen.  "Philip,  My  King,"  the  first 
high  poem  in  either  volume,  ranked  among 
her  own  favourites,  and  has,  perhaps,  been 
the  most  often  quoted  of  her  verses.  "A 
Silly  Song,"  too,  and  "A  Christmas  Carol" 
are  given  in  an  anthology  for  which  her 
own  selection  of  her  own  work  was  asked. 


The  ballad  "In  Swanage  Bay, "  which  is  not 
included  in  her  last  volume,  has  none  the 
less  been  very  popular  as  a  recitation,  and 
shows  ability  to  write  a  simple  and  touching 
story  in  verse.— Miles,  Alfred  H.,  1892, 
The  Poets  and  the  Pokry  of  the  Century, 
Joanna  BaiUie  to  MaikUde  Blind,  p.  377. 

She  never  posed  as  a  brilliant,  impas- 
sioned writer  of  stories  which  tell  of  wrongs, 
or  crimes,  or  great  mental  conflicts.  In  bar 
novels  there  is  no  dissection  of  character, 
no  probing  into  the  moral  struggles  of  the 
human  creature.  Her  teachingnolds  high 
the  standard  of  duty,  patience,  and  the 
unquestioning  belief  that  all  that  God  wills 
is  weU.  .  .  .  She  was  by  no  means  what 
is  termed  a  literary  woman.  She  was  not 
a  great  reader;  and  although  much  praise 
is  due  to  the  efforts  she  made  to  improve 
herself,  judged  by  the  present  standard, 
her  education  remained  very  defective. 
That  she  lacked  the  fire  of  genius  is  true, 
but  it  is  no  less  true  that  she  was  gifted 
with  great  imaginative  ability,  and  the 
power  of  depicting  ordinary  men  and  wom- 
en leading  upright,  often  noble  lives. — 
Parr,  Louisa,  1897,  Women  NovdisU  of 
Queen  Victoria's  Reign,  pp.  228, 247. 


Philip  Bourke  Maxston 

1850-1887 
Only  son  of  Dr.  Westland  Mars  ton,  and  godson  of  Dinah  Maria  Mulock  (Mrs.  Graik). 
It  was  to  him  she  addressed  her  poem  "  Philip,  My  King. "  Notwithstanding  his  blindness 
caused  by  an  injury  to  his  eyes  when  he  was  a  young  child,  he  began  to  dictate  verses  from 
his  early  youth.  The  loss  through  death  of  his  betrothed  (Miss  Nesbit),  his  two  sisters, 
his  brother-in-law,  Arthur  O'Shaughnessy,  and  his  friend,  Oliver  Madox  Brown,  all  oc- 
curred within  the  space  of  a  few  years.  Rossetti  encouraged  his  genius,  and  said  of  some 
of  his  verse  that  it  was  "worthy  of  Shakespeare  in  his  subtlest  lyrical  moods."  "Song- 
Tide  and  Other  Poems"  waaissued  in  1871,  and  was  followed  by  "All  in  All"  in  1875,  and 
"Wind  Voices. "  1883.  A  collection  of  all  his  poems  was  edited  with  a  memoir  by  his  de- 
voted friend,  Mrs.  Louise  Chandler  Moulton,  in  1892.— Stedman,  Edbiund  Clarence,  ed. 
1895,  A  Victorian  Anthology,  p.  697. 


PERSONAL 
A  wreath,  not  of  gold,  but  pahn.    One  day, 

Philip,  my  King, 
Thou  too  must  tread,  as  we  trod,  a  way 
Thorny,  and  cruel,  and  cold,  and  gray: 
Rebels  within  thee,  and  foes  without 

Will  snatch  at  thy  crown.  But  go  on  glorious. 
Martyr,  yet  monarch  I  till  angels  shout, 
As  thou  sittest  at  the  feet  of  God  victorious. 
"Philip,  the  Kmgl" 
— Craik,  Dinah  M.,  1852,  Philip,  My  King. 

Have  ye  no  singers  in  your  courts  of  gold. 
Ye  gods,  that  ye  must  take  his  voice  away 
From  us  poor  dwellers  in  these  realms  of  clay? 
Most  like  (for  gods  were  seldom  pitiful) 


The  chastened  vision  of  his  darkened  eyes 
Had  too  clear  gaze  of  your  deep  mysteries. 
And  death  the  seal  of  that  dread  knowledge  is. 

— Le  Galuenne,  Richard,  1887,  Philip 
Bourke  Marston. 

Thy  song  may  soothe  full  many  a  soul  hereafter. 

As  tears,  if  tears  will  come,  dissolve  despair; 

As  here  but  late,  with  smile  more  bright  than 

laughter. 

Thy  sweet  strange  yearning  eyes  wo\ild  seem 

to  bear 
Witness  that  joy  might  cleave  the  clouds  of 
care. 

—Swinburne,  Algernon  Charles,  1887, 
Light:  An  Eptcede,  FortnighUy  Review. 
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I,  myself,  first  met  him  in  1876,  on  the 
first  day  of  July — just  six  weeks  before  his 
twenty-sixth  birthday.  He  was  tall,  slight, 
and  in  spite  of  his  blindness,  graceful.  He 
seemed  to  me  young-looking  even  for  his 
twent^-fiix  years.  He  had  a  noble  and 
beautiful  forehead.  His  brown  eyes  were 
perfect  in  shape,  and  even  in  colour,  save 
for  a  dinmess  like  a  white  mist  that  ob- 
scured the  pupil,  but  which  you  perceived 
only  when  you  were  quite  near  to  him.  His 
hair  and  beard  were  dark  brown,  with  warm 
glints  of  chestnut;  and  the  colour  came  and 
went  in  his  cheeks  as  in  those  of  a  sensitive 
girl.  His  face  was  singularly  refined,  but 
his  lips  were  full  and  pleasure-loving,  and 
su^ested  dumbly  how  cruel  must  be  the 
limitations  of  blindness  to  a  nature  hungry 
for  love  and  for  beauty.  I  had  been  greatly 
interested,  before  seeing  him,  in  his  poems, 
and  to  meet  him  was  a  memorable  delight. 
— MouLTON,  Louise  Chandler,  1891,  A 
Last  Harvest  hy  Philip  Baurke  Marston, 
Biographical  Sketch,  p.  12. 

GENERAL 

Philip  Bourke  Marston's  verse  ip  chiefly 
of  a  subjective  nature,  the  outcome  of  h^ 
own  emotions  and  experiences.  He,  too, 
resides  in  London,  where  he  was  bom  m 
1850.  To  few  poets  so  young  have  the  ex- 
treme tests  of  life  been  applied  more 
directly;  he  has  borne  the  loss  of  his  near- 
est and  dearest,  and  is  debarred  from  the 
sweet  comfort  of  the  light  of  day,  in  which 
the  artist  soul  finds  most  relief.  But  no 
poet  ever  received  more  S3anpathy  and 
care  from  those  attached  to  him.  .  .  . 
Mr.  Marston  has  the  poetic  temperament, 
with  extreme  impressibility  of  feeling,  and 
the  imagination  and  wonderful  memory  of- 
ten noted  in  the  blind.  These  traits  are  seen 
in  his  poetry,  of  which  the  sentiment  and 
insight  are  genuine,  and  they  affect  his 
essays  and  tales.  —  Stedman,  Edmund 
Clabence,  1882,  Some  London  Poeti, 
Harper^s  Magazins,  vol.  64,  pp.  881,  882. 

Mr.  Marston's  chief  drawback— from  the 
point  of  view  of  the  general  reader— is  mo- 


notony of  theme,  though  in  Ms  latest  volume 
he  has  done  much  to  obviate  this  objection. 
This,  and  his  undoubted  over-shadowing  by 
the  genius  of  the  greatest  sonnet-writer  of 
our  day,  are  probably  the  reasons  for  his 
comparatively  restricted  reputation.  Curi- 
ously enough,  Mr.  Marston  is  much  better 
known  and  more  widely  read  in  America 
than  here;  indeed  he  is  undoubtedly  the 
most  popidar  of  all  our  younger  men  over- 
sea. Throughout  all  his  poetry— for  the 
most  part  very  beautiful— there  is  ex- 
quisite sensitiveness  to  the  delicate  hues 
and  gradations  of  colour  in  sky  and  on 
earth,  all  the  more  noteworthy  from  the 
fact  of  the  author's  misfortune  of  blindness. 
—Sharp,  William,  1886,  ed.  Sonnets  of  this 
Century,  p,  306,  note. 

The  world  will  not  let  his  work  die  out  of 
remembrance,  or  cease  to  be  grateful  for  the 
rich  gifts  his  too  short  life  bequeathed.— 
MouLTON,  Louise  Chandler,  1887,  Philip 
Bourke  Marston,  Critic,  March  26;  p.  149. 

O  thou  who  seeing  not  with  thy  mortal  eyes 
Yet  hast  the  sacred  spirit  of  sight  to  see 
The  soul  of  beauty  in  Nature  more  than  we; 
Yea,  thou  who  seest  indeed  the  sunset  skies 
And  all  the  blue  wild  biUows  as  they  rise 
And   sunmier  sweetness   of   each  bower  and 

tree, — 
Who  seest  the  pink  glad  thyme-tuft  kiss  the 

bee — 
The  silver  wing  that  o'er  the  grey  wave  flies: 
We  hail  thee,  singer  who  hast  sight  indeed 
If  to  see  Beauty  and  Truth  and  Love  be  sight; 
For  whom  the  soul  of  the  white  rose  is  white, 
And  fiery-red  the  fierce-souled  red  sea-weed; 
We  hail  thee,  — thee  whom  all  things  love  and 

heed. 
Pouring  through  thee  their  music  and  their 

might. 

—Barlow,  George,  1890,  To  Philip  Bourke 
Marston,  From  Dawn  to  Sunset,  p.  187. 
Ahl  memory  to  him 
Grew  all-in-all, — 
His  noblest  songs  contain 
The  heart's  rainfall. 

— Hayne,  Wiluam  Hamilton,  1893,  To 
the  Memory  of  Philip  Bourke  Marston, 
Sylvan  Lyrice  and  Other  Verses. 


Matthew  Arnold 

1822-1888 
Born,  at  Laleham,  24  Dec.  1822.  Educated  tiU  1836  at  Ijaleham;  at  Winchester  1836- 
37;  at  Rugby,  1837-41.  Family  removed  to  Rugby(  where  his  father  was  headmaster)  in 
1828.  Scholarship  at  BalUol  Coll.,  Oxford,  Nov.  1840.  To  Balliol,  Oct.  1841.  Hert- 
ford Scholarship,  1842;  Newdigate  Prize,  1843;  B.  A.,  Dec.  1844;  M.  A.,  1853;  Fellow  of 
Oriel  Coll.,  28  March  1845  to  6  April  1852.    Private  Sec.  to  Lord  Lansdowne^  1847-5L 
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Married  Fanny  Lucy  ^ghtman,  10  June  1851.  For  a  short  time  Assistant  Master  at 
Rugby,  1851.  Appointed  Lay  Inspector  of  Schools,  1851.  Prof,  of  Poetry  at  Oxford, 
1857-^7.  Visits  to  France,  Germany,  and  Holland  on  education  business,  1859, 1865  and 
1866.  Hon.  LL.  D.,  Edinburgh,  1869;  Hon.  D.  C.  L.,  Oxford,  21  June  1870;  Order  of  Com- 
mander of  Crown  of  Italy  (in  recognition  of  his  tutorship  of  the  Duke  of  Genoa),  1871. 
Rede  Lecturer  at  Cambridge,  1882.  Hon  LL.  D.,  Cambridge,  1883.  Visits  to  America, 
1883,  and  1886.  Died,  15  April  1888.  Buried  at  Laleham.  Works:  "Alaric  at  Rome," 
1840;  "Cromwell,"  1843;  "The  Sta-ayed  Reveller,"  by  A.,  1849;  "Empedocles  on  Etna," 
1852;  "Poems"  (1st series),  1853;  "Poems"  (2nd  series),  1855;  "Merope,"  1858;  "England 
and  the  Italian  Question,"  1859;  "Popular  Education  in  France,"  1861;  "On Translating 
Homer,"  1861;  "Last  Words  on  Translating  Homer,"  1862;  "A  French  Eton,"  1864; 
"Essays  in  Criticism"  (1st  series),  1865;  "New  Poems,"  1867;  "On  the  Study  of  Celtic 
Literature,"  1867;  "Saint  Brandan"  (from  "Eraser's  Magazine"),  1867;  "Schools  and 
Universities  on  the  (>)ntinent,"  1868;  "Poems"  (coUected),  1869;  "Culture  and  Anarchy," 
1869;  "St.  Paul  and  Protestantism,"  1870;  "Friendship's  Garland,"  1871;  "A  Bible  Read- 
ing for  Schools,"  1872;  "Literature  and  Dogma,"  1873;  "Higher  Schools  and  Universities 
in  Germanv"  (part  of  "Schools  and  Universities  on  tiie  Continent,"  reprinted),  1874; 
"God  and  the  Bible,"  1875;  "The  Great  Prophecv  of  Israel's  Restoration,"  1875;  "Last 
Essays  on  Church  and  Religion,"  1877;  "Mixed  Essays,"  1879;  "Geist's  Grave"  (from 
"Fortnightly  Review")  1881;  "Irish  Essays,"  1882;  "Isaiahof  Jerusalem,"  1883;  "Dis- 
courses in  America,"  1885;  "Essays  in  Criticism"  (2nd  series),  1888;  "Special  Report  on 
Elementary  Education  Abroad,"  1888;  "Qvilization  in  the  United  States,"  1888.  Pod- 
humous:  "Reports  on  Elementary  Schools,"  1889;  "On  Home  Rule  for  Ireland"  (two 
letters  to  the  "Times;"  priv.  ptd.),  1891 ;  "Letters, "  ed.  by  G.  W.  E.  RusseU  (2  vols.),  1895. 
Ke  edited:  selections  from  Johnson's  "lives  of  the  Poets,"  1878;  Wordsworth's  Poems 
(in  "GSolden  Treasury  Series"),  1879;  Byron's  Poems  fin  "(Jolden  Treasury  Series"),  1881; 
"Burke's  Letters,  Speeches,  and  Tracts  on  Irish  Affairs, "  1881.  He  contributed:  an  in- 
troduction to  "The  Hundred  Greatest  Men, "  1879;  three  essays  to  T.  H.  Ward's  "English 
Poets,"  1880;  an  introduction  to  J.  Smith's  "Natural  Truth  of  Christianity,"  1882;  "Sainte- 
Beuve"  to  "Encyclopaedia  Britannica,"  1886;  on  "Schools"  to  T.H.  Ward's  "Reign  of 
Queen  Victoria, "  1887.— Sharp,  R.  Farquharson,  1897,  A  Dictionary  of  English  Authors, 
p.  9. 


PERSONAL 

Matt  does  not  know  what  it  is  to  work  be- 
cause he  so  littie  knows  what  it  is  to  think. 
But  I  am  hopeful  about  him  more  than  I 
was:  his  amiableness  of  temper  seems  very 
great,  and  some  of  his  faults  appear  to  me 
less ;  and  he  is  so  loving  to  me  that  it  ought  to 
make  me  not  only  hopeful,  but  very  patient 
and  long-suffering  towards  him.  Besides,  I 
think  that  he  is  not  so  idle  as  he  was,  and 
that  there  is  a  better  prospect  of  his  begin- 
ning to  read  in  earnest.  Alas!  that  we 
should  have  to  talk  of  prospects  only,  and 
of  no  performance  as  yet  which  deserves 
the  name  of  "earnest  reading."— Arnold, 
Thomas,  1840,  Letter  to  Lake,  Aug,  17; 
Memorials  of  WUliam  Charles  Lake,  ed.  his 
Widow,  p.  161. 

It  is  observable  that  Matthew  Arnold, 
the  eldest  son,  and  the  author  of  the  volume 
of  poems  to  which  you  allude,  inherits  his 
mother's  defect.  Striking  and  prepossess- 
ing in  appearance,  his  manner  displeases 
from  its  seeming  foppery.  I  own  it  caused 
me  at  first  to  regard  him  with  regretful  sur- 


prise; the  shade  of  Dr.  Arnold  seemed  to  me 
to  frown  on  his  young  representative.  I  was 
told,  however,  that  "Mr.  Arnold  improved 
upon  acquaintance."  So  it  was:  ere  long 
a  real  modesty  appeared  under  his  as- 
sumed conceit,  and  some  genuine  intellect- 
ual aspirations,  as  well  as  high  educational 
requirements,  displaced  superficial  affecta- 
tions. I  was  given  to  understand  that  his 
theological  opinions  were  very  vague  and 
unsettled,  and  indeed  he  betrayed  as  much 
in  the  cowrae  of  conversation.  Most  un- 
fortunate for  him,  doubtless,  has  been  the 
untimely  loss  of  his  f  ather.—BRONTE,  Char- 
lotte, 1851,  To  James  Taylor,  Jan.  15; 
Charlotte  Bronte  and  her  Circle,  ed.  Shorter^ 
p.  458. 

Soon  after  reaching  London,  I  called  on 
dear  old  Barry  Cornwall,  who  has  taken  a 
great  liking  to  Lorry  Graham.  Mrs. 
Procter  invited  both  of  us  and  our  wives  to 
a  literary  soirie  at  their  house.  In  the 
meantime  Lorry  took  me  with  him  to  call  on 
Matthew  Arnold.  He  is  a  man  to  like,  if  not 
love,  at  first  sight      His  resemblance  to 
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George  Curtis  struck  both  of  us.  A  little 
more  stoutly  built,  more  irregularly  mas- 
culine features,  but  the  same  general  char- 
acter of  man,  with  the  same  full,  mellow 
voice.  After  Thackeray,  I  iiiink  I  should 
soon  come  to  like  him  better  than  any  other 
Englishman.  His  eyes  sparkled  when  I  told 
him  that  I  always  kept  his  poems  on  my 
library  table.— Taylor,  Bayard,  1867,  To 
E,  C.  StedmaUj  March  11;  Life  and  Letterz^ 
ed.  Taylor  and  Seudder,  vol.  n,  p.  473. 

Matthew  Arnold  has  just  come  in,  and 
we  have  had  a  talk.  I  thought  at  first  he 
looked  a  little  as  if  he  did  not  approve  of 
my  pitching  into  him,  but  then  he  said  very 
nicely  that  he  had  seen  a  speech  of  mine, 
which  he  liked  very  much.  .  .  .  Arnold's 
manner  is  very  ha-ha;  but  I  have  no  doubt 
he  is  a  very  good  fellow. — Tulloch,  John, 
1874,  LeUer;  A  Memoir  of  the  Life  of  John 
Tulloch,  ed.  Oliphavi,  p.  287. 

Mr.  Matthew  Arnold  has  been  to  the 
college,  and  has  given  his  lecture  on  Emer- 
son. .  .  .  Never  was  a  man  listened  to 
with  so  much  attention.  Whether  he  is 
right  in  his  judgment  or  not,  he  held  his 
audience  by  his  manly  way,  hjs  kindly  dis- 
section, and  his  graceful  English.  Socially, 
he  charmed  us  aU.  He  chatted  with  every 
one,  he  smiled  on  all.  .  .  .  We  have  not 
had  such  an  awakening  for  years.  It  was 
like  a  new  volume  of  old  English  poetry. — 
Mitchell,  Maria,  1884,  Life,  letters  and 
JoumaUj  pp.  195, 196. 
Tliou,  that  didst  bear  my  Name,  and  deck  it  so 
That — coming  thus  behind — ^hardly  I  know 
If  I  shaU  hold  it  worthily,  and  be 
Meet  to  be  mentioned  in  one  Age  with  thee — 
Take,  Brothert  to  the  Land,where  no  strifes  are, 
This  praise  thou  wilt  not  need  I  Before  the  Star 
Is  kindled  for  thee,  let  my  funeral  torch 
Light  thee,  dear  Namesakel  to  th'  Elysian 

Porch! 
Dead  Poett  let  a  poet  of  thy  House 
Lay,  unreproved,  these  bay-leaves  on  thy  brow, 
We,  that  seemed  only  friends,  were  lovers: 

Now 
Death  knows  itl  and  Love  knows  I  and  II  and 

Thou! 

—Arnold,  Sir  Edwin,  1888,  To  Matthew 
Arnold,  April  15;  PaU  MaU  Gazette. 

I  believe  that  a  more  blameless,  nay,  a 
more  admirable,  man  in  every  relation 
never  lived.  He  was  one  of  the  noblest  and 
most  perfect  characters  I  have  ever  known, 
and  I  have  known  him  sixty  years.  I  would 
not  withdraw  one  word  of  what  I  said  at  the 
Union  [League]  Club  at  New  York.    It  was 


not  generous,  it  was  true.  I  think  him  the 
most  distinguished  person  in  the  old  and 
right  sense  of  that  word  that  we  had  among 
us.  To  think  we  shall  never  have  such 
papers  any  more,  never  hear  him  talk  to 
us,  never  see  that  bright,  manly,  beautiful 
face  any  morel— Coleridge,  John  Dukb 
Lord,  1888,  Letter  to  Mr.  Ellis  Yamall, 
Century  Magazine,  vol.  37,  p.  532. 

Mr.  Arnold  was  not,  I  believe,  a  collector 
of  anything.  He  certainly  was  not  of  books. 
I  once  told  him  I  had  been  reading  a  pamph- 
let, written  by  him  in  1859,  on  the  Italian 
Question.  He  inquhred  how  I  came  across 
it.  I  said  I  had  picked  it  up  in  a  shop.  ''Oh, 
yes,''  said  he,  "some  old  curiosity  shop,  I 
suppose. "  Nor  was  he  joking.  He  seemed 
quite  to  suppose  that  old  books,  and  old 
clothes,  and  old  chairs  were  huddled  to- 
gether for  sale  in  the  same  resort  of  the 
curious.  He  did  not  care  about  such  thin^. 
The  prices  given  for  the  early  editions  of  his 
own  poems  seemed  to  tease  him.  His  liter- 
ary taste  was  broadly  democratic.  He  had 
no  mind  for  fished-up  authors,  nor  (Ud  he 
ever  indulge  in  swaggering  rhapsodies  over 
second-rate  poets. — Birrell,  Augustus, 
1892,  Res  Judicata,  p.  191. 

I  knew  Arnold  personally,  though  I  can- 
not boast  of  having  known  him  so  inti- 
mately as  to  be  provided  with  reminiscences. 
.  .  .  Though  our  acquaintance  was  not  so 
close  as  I  could  have  wished,  it  left  me  with 
a  singularly  strong  impression  of  Arnold's 
personal  charm.  Though  the  objects  of  my 
worship  were  to  him  mere  wooden  idols; 
though  I  once  satisfactorily  confuted  him 
in  an  article,  now  happily  forgotten  by  my- 
self and  everybody  else;  though  I  was  once 
his  Editor,  and  forced  in  that  capacity  to 
reject  certain  articles,  on  grounds,  of  course, 
quite  apart  from  literary  merit;  yet  he  Was 
always  not  only  courteous  but  cordial,  and, 
I  may  almost  say,  affectionate.  He  had 
that  obvious  sweetness  of  nature,  which  it 
is  impossible  not  to  recognize  and  not  to 
love.  Though  in  controversy  he  took  and 
gave  many  shrewd  blows,  he  always  re- 
ceived them  with  a  courtesy,  indicative  not 
of  mere  policy  or  literary  tact,  but  of  dis- 
like to  inflicting  pain  and  of  incapacity  for 
having  any  tolerably  decent  antagonist  in 
flesh  and  blood.— Stephen,  Lesue,  1893, 
Matthew  Arnold,  National  Review,  vol.  22. 
p.  458. 

In  reproduction,  the  defects  of  his  face 
were  easily  exaggerated,  while  its  finer  and 
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more  characteristic  qualities  were  of  the 
kind  which  no  photograph  can  more  than 
suggest.  Of  his  features  the  mouth  was  at 
first  disappointing,  being  unusually  large; 
but  the  Unes  were  firm,  and  in  conversa- 
tion the  early  unfavourable  impression  was 
quickly  lost.  It  was  the  kind  of  mouth 
which  we  associate  with  generous  and  sen- 
sitive natures,  and  its  smiles  were  of  a  win- 
ning and  whimsical  attractiveness.  .  .  . 
His  look  was  altogether  noble.  .  .  .  His 
unusual  height  and  erect  bearing,  the  thick 
brown  hair,  scarcely  changed,  despite  his 
sixty  years,  and  growing  in  lines  of  perfect 
grace  about  a  brow  of  peculiar  breadth  and 
beauty,  the  clear,  benignant  gaze  of  the 
blue-gray  eyes — these  alone  must  have 
given  him  always  and  everywhere  an  air  of 
preeminent  distinction.  .  .  .  Certain  it  is 
that  Mr.  Arnold's  superiority  of  mien  gave 
offense  in  some  directions,  appearing  U>  be 
regarded  as  a  kind  of  involuntary  criticism. 
In  adcUtion  to  this,  his  lofty  mental  atti- 
tude and  gravity  of  demeanor  were  by  some 
felt  to  be  oppressive,  and  were  miscon- 
strued as  pride.  Yet  proud,  in  a  narrow  and 
selfish  sense,  Arnold  was  not.  His  nature, 
full  of  dignity,  was  yet  gentle  and  singu- 
larly sweet,  and  his  interest  in  the  masses 
was  sympathetic  and  sincere.  .  .  .  Lycidas 
is  dead,  and  hath  not  left  his  peer  ^Coates, 
Florence  Earl,  1894,  Matthew  Arnold, 
Century  Magasdne,  vol.  47,  p.  932,  937. 

Qualified  by  nature  and  training  for  the 
highest  honours  and  successes  which  the 
world  can  give,  he  spent  his  life  in  a  long 
round  of  unremunerative  drudgery,  working 
even  beyond  the  limits  of  his  strength  for 
those  whom  he  loved,  and  never  by  word  or 
sign  betraying  even  a  consciousness  of  that 
dull  indifference  to  his  gifts  and  services 
which  stirred  the  fruitless  indignation  of 
his  friends.  His  theology,  once  the  subject 
of  some  just  criticism,  seems  now  a  matter 
of  comparatively  little  moment;  for,  in- 
deed, his  nature  was  essentially  religious. 
He  was  loyal  to  truth  as  he  knew  it,  loved 
the  light  and  sought  it  earnestly,  and  by  his 
daily  and  hourly  practice  gave  sweet  and 
winning  illustration  of  his  own  doctrine 
that  conduct  is  three-fourths  of  human  life. 
—Russell,  George  W.  E.,  1895,  ed.  Let- 
ter$  of  Matthew  Arnold,  Prefatory  Note,  vol. 
I,  p.  IX. 

He  was  not  the  least  of  an  egotist,  in  the 
common  ugly  and  odious  sense  of  that  ter- 
rible word.  He  was  incapable  of  sacrificing 


the  smallest  interest  of  anybody  else  to  his 
own;  he  had  not  a  spark  of  envy  or  jealousy; 
he  stood  well  aloof  from  all  the  hustUnge 
and  jostlings  by  which  selfish  men  push  on; 
he  bore  life's  (tisappointments,  and  he  was 
disappointed  in  some  reasonable  hopes  and 
anticipations,  with  good  nature  and  for- 
titude; he  cast  no  burden  upon  others,  and 
never  shrank  from  bearing  his  own  share 
of  the  daily  load  to  the  last  ounce  of  it;  he 
took  the  deepest,  sincerest,  and  most  ac- 
tive interest  in  the  well-being  of  his  coun- 
try and  his  countrymen.  Is  it  not  absurd 
to  think  of  such  a  man  as  an  egotist,  ^mply 
because  he  took  a  child's  pleasure  in  his  own 
performance,  and  liked  to  know  that  some- 
body thought  well  of  his  poetry,  or  praised 
his  lecture,  or  laughed  at  his  wit?— MoR- 
ley,  John,  1895,  Matthew  Arnold,  Nine- 
teenth Century,  vol.  38,  p.  1053. 

He  was  a  man  of  rare  gifts.  But  he  was 
likewise  a  model  son,  a  model  husband, 
model  citizen.  Genius,  though  not  an  every 
day  phenomenon,  is,  I  suppose,  as  frequent 
in  these  days  as  others;  and,  perhaps,  there 
never  was,  before,  so  much  cleverness  as  is 
now  to  be  observed  in  almost  every  walk  of 
life.  But  character--character  tiiat  shows 
itself  in  filial  piety,  in  conjugal  tenderness, 
in  good  and  conscientious  dtisenship— is 
perhaps  not  too  conspicuous,  especially  in 
persons  exceptionally  endowed.  One  looks 
m  vain  for  a  serious  blemish  in  Matthew 
Arnold's  character.  —  Austin,  Ajjfbed, 
1895,  Matthew  Arnold  in  his  Letters,  The 
National  Review,  vol.  26,  p.  483. 

With  a  satirical  smile  and  a  tone  of  com- 
miseration, he  would  make  a  thrust,  keen 
as  a  steel  rapier,  at  the  vidnerable  point  in 
the  character  of  one  whom  he  disliked,  and 
then  heal  the  wound  by  expatiating  upon 
his  good  qualities.— TucKERMAN,  Charles 
K.,  1895,  Personal  Recollections  of  NotaNe 
People,  vol.  n,  p.  29. 

The  latter,  with  his  brother  Thomas,  had 
been  sent  to  me  by  their  father  as  private 
pupils  in  a  smaU  Long  Vacation  party  in 
the  summer  before  Matthew  was  elected 
scholar  at  Balliol,  and  it  is  needless  to  sav 
that,  from  my  intimate  connection  mm 
his  family,  we  were  very  close  friends  dur- 
ing the  whole  of  his  Balliol  days.  He 
showed  us  both  the  strong  and  the  weak 
sides  of  his  character  as  a  scholar,  for  he 
was  certunly  equally  brilliant,  desultory, 
and  idle,  and  his  want  of  knowledge  of  Us 
books  lost  him  his  "first,"  when  he  was 
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obliged,  by  the  strictness  of  the  college 
rule,  to  go  into  the  Schools  at  the  end  of  his 
third  year,  his  examiners  and  his  tutors 
being  equally  disappointed.  I  remember 
liddell  in  particular  expressing  his  annoy- 
ance that  so  able  a  man  shoidd  have  ex- 
cluded himself  from  the  highest  honours.— 
Lake,  William  Charles,  1897-1901,M m- 
oridU,  ed,  ku  Widow,  p.  72. 

He  was  beautiful  as  a  young  man,  strong 
and  manly,  yet  full  of  dreams  and  schemes. 
His  Olympian  manners  began  even  at  Ox- 
ford; tibere  was  no  harm  in  them,  they  were 
natural,  not  put  on.  The  very  sound  of  his 
voice  apd  the  wave  of  his  arm  were  Jove- 
like.—Muller,  Friedrich  Max,  1898, 
Auld  Lang  Syne,  p.  128. 

Matthew  Arnold  came  to  this  country 
and  gave  one  hundred  lectures.  Nobody 
ever  heard  any  of  them,  not  even  those  sit- 
ting in  the  front  row.  At  his  first  appear- 
ance in  Chickering  Hall  every  seat  was  sold 
at  a  high  price.  Chauncey  M.  Depew  in- 
troduced tne  speaker.  I  was  looking  after 
the  business  in  the  front  of  the  house.  There 
was  not  a  seat  to  be  had  excepting  a  few 
that  were  held  by  speculators  on  the  side- 
walk. As  Mr.  Depew  and  Matthew  Arnold 
appeared  before  the  audience,  somebody 
told  me  that  General  and  Mrs.  Grant  had 
just  arrived  and  had  seats  in  the  gallery, 
but  some  other  people  were  occupying 
them.  I  immediately  got  a  policeman,  and 
worldng  through  the  standing  crowd,  found 
that  they  were  the  last  two  seats  on  the 
aisle  in  the  gallery.  We  had  no  difficulty  in 
getting  the  occupants  to  vacate  as  soon  as 
they  discovered  who  held  the  tickets.  We 
had  just  heard  the  last  few  sentences  of  Mr. 
Depew's  introduction  when  Matthew  Ar- 
nold stepped  forward,  opened  out  his  manu- 
script, laid  it  on  the  desk,  and  his  lips  be- 
gan to  move.  There  was  not  the  slightest 
sound  audible  from  where  I  stood.  After 
a  few  minutes  General  Grant  said  to  Mrs. 
Grant,  "Well,  wife,  we  have  paid  to  see  the 
British  lion;  we  cannot  hear  him  roar,  so 
we  had  better  go  home."  They  left  the 
hall.  A  few  minutes  later  there  was  a 
stream  of  people  leaving  the  place.  All 
those  standing  went  away  very  early.  Later 
on,  the  others  who  could  not  endure  the 
silence  moved  away  as  quietly  as  they 
could.— Pond,  James  Burton,  1900,  Ee- 
eentriciHes  of  Oenius,  p.  323. 

Judging  At)m  the  many  evidences  of  his 
early  devotion  and  unflagging  regard  for 


his  family,  one  is  tempted  to  doubt  tho 
piece  of  gossip  told  about  the  way  he  re- 
ceived his  f anuly  when  they  went  to  see  him 
after  he  had  been  three  months  at  the  Uni- 
versity— that  when  they  were  inside  his 
lodgings,  he  said:  "Thank  God,  you're  all 
in,"  and  when  they  were  gone;  "Thank 
God,  you're  all  out."  Though  indeed 
Thomas  Arnold  admits  that  Uiat  young 
gownsman  "welcomed  his  rustic geschwiiter 
with  an  amused  and  superior  gracioua- 
ness. "  Matthew's  alert  intellect,  h£  charm- 
ing waggery,  and,  his  brother  adds,  his 
fashionable  dressing,  soon  made  him  popu- 
lar at  Oxford  where  he  was  first  welcomed 
for  his  father's  fame.  Max  Miiller's  portrait 
of  hin^,  more  graceful  and  authentic  than 
one  may  hope  to  rival,  declares:  "He  was 
beautiful,  strong  and  manly,  full  of  di^ams 
and  schemes.  .  .  .  His  Olympian  manners 
began  even  at  Oxford  .  .  .  the  very  sound 
of  his  voice  and  the  wave  of  his  arms  were 
Jovelike."— McGiLL,  Anna  Blanche,  1901, 
The  Amolde,  The  Book  Buyer,  vol.  22,  p. 
380. 

Matthew  Arnold  was  always  to  me, 
whether  in  the  whirl  of  London  society  or 
in  a  quiet  comer  at  the  AthensBum,  or  in  his 
modest  Siurey  home  at  Cobham,  one  of  the 
most  delightful  of  men  to  listen  to.  He  was 
so  cordial,  so  full  of  kindly  simplicity,  that  I 
never  once  detected  in  the  genial  flow  of  his 
conversation  that  academic  note  which 
some  have  objected  to. — McCabe,  W. 
Gordon,  1902,  Personal  ReeoIlecHons  of  Al- 
fred  Lord  Tennyson,  Century  Magazine,  vol 
63,  p,  726. 

LITERATURE  AND  DOGMA 

1878 

It  is  a  book  of  rare  moral  and  intellectual 
force,  original  in  the  greatness  and  direct- 
ness of  its  aim  as  well  as  in  its  style  and  dic- 
tion. Mr.  Arnold  has  felt  that  the  time  has 
come  for  him  to  speak  out;  and  the  creed 
which  he  here  expounds  and  commends  has 
a  good  claim  to  be  regarded  as  one  of  the 
three  or  four  leading  "Gospels"  of  this 
speculative  age.  He  proposes  to  guide  the 
thought  of  the  coming  time  in  a  channel 
different  from  any  other  that  has  yet  been 
cut  for  it:  Once  again  the  much  shaken 
mind  of  this  generation  has  a  promise  of 
certainty  and  peace  offered  to  it;  another  •• 
standard  has  been  raised  for  dissatisfied* 
intellects  to  follow;  and  there  are  char- 
acteristics of  Mr.  Arnold's  creed,  which  are 
likely  to  make  it,  to  a  large  section  of 
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Englishmen,  more  attractive  than  any  rival. 
.  .  .  Few  books,  I  believe  that  most  of  his 
readers  will  feel,  have  ever  more  urgently 
challenged  the  attention  of  those  who  be- 
lieve in  the  God  and  the  Christ  of  Christen- 
dom. It  is  of  no  use  to  complain  of  the 
dangerousness  of  Mr.  Arnold's  treatise.  Its 
outipoken  plainness  marks  it  as  the  prod- 
uct of  an  age  in  which  it  is  settled  that, 
at  whatever  risk  and  with  whatever  con- 
sequences, all  beliefs  shall  be  openly  caUed 
in  question  and  searched  and  sifted  with- 
out mercy.— Davies,  J.  Llewelyn,  1872, 
Mr,  Amold'i  New  Rdiffion,  CorUemporaTy 
Review,  vol  21,  pp.  842, 855. 

It  is  hard  to  understand  how  a  man  who 
talks  so  much  of  sweetness  can  have  man- 
aged to  steep  his  pen  in  such  monotonous 
sourness;  how  one  who  extols  seriousness 
can  n^x  such  excess  of  flippancy  with  the 
gravest  topics;  how  one  who  surveys  the 
field  of  thought  from  a  loftier  plane  can  de- 
scend into  such  pettinesses  of  jangling.  It 
is  not  wonderful  that  in  so  doing  he  should 
become  often  unjiist  to  his  opponents.  But 
for  this,  we  would  gladly  have  passed  by 
this  disagreeable  side  of  the  book  unnoticed. 
—Newman,  Francis  W.,  1873,  Literature 
and  Dogma,  Frasefs  Magazine,  vol,  88.  p. 
115. 

Mr.  Arnold's  "Literature  and  Dogma" 
is  a  most  noteworthy  and  even  startling 
production,  on  several  accounts.  In  one 
respect  it  resembles  "Ecce  Homo,"  but 
differs  from  it  in  many  more.  Like  that 
work  it  is  (in  the  later  portion  at  least)  an 
attempt  to  conceive  the  precise  purpose  and 
mission  of  Christ,  as  well  as  the  essentials 
of  his  character.  But  the  conclusion  ar- 
rived at  is  singularly  discrepant.  ...  It 
cannot  for  a  moment  be  doubted  by  any 
one  who  reads  "Literature  and  Dogma"  in 
an  appreciative  and  unprejudiced  temper, 
that  Mr.  Arnold's  religious  instincts  and 
intuitions  are  often  remarkably  penetra- 
ting, and  nearly  always  beautiful  and  touch- 
ing, even  if  habitually  too  much  coloured 
by  his  own  inherent  preferences;  and  where 
they  are  erroneous  and  fanciful,  the  error 
arises  not  so  much  from  any  defect*  of  in- 
tellectual—we might  almost  say  spiritual- 
perception,  as  from  a  sort  of  naive  and  con- 
fident audacity  which  enables  him  to  deal 
with  his  materials  rather  as  a  creative  poet 
than  a  conjecturing  and  investigating 
critic.  He  does  not  so  much  guess  or  infer, 
— he  knows  what  each  writer  meant,  even 


where  that  writer's  words  do  not  exactly 
tally  with  his  reasoning.— Greg,  William 
Rathbone,  1878,  The  Creed  of  Christen- 
dom, Introduction  to  the  Third  Ed.,  pp.  18, 19. 

It  is  part  of  Mr.  Arnold's  inimitable  man- 
ner— a  point  in  his  graceful  and  captivar 
ting  tactics— to  make  it  appear  that  he  is 
not  really  asking  m,uch  of  even  the  most 
startled  of  his  hearers;  that  those  who  seem 
fiuthest  from  him  are  really  not  so  very  far 
removed;  and  that  the  path  that  leads  from 
one  to  the  other  is  a  great  deal  smoother 
and  easier  than  it  lool^.  That  is,  as  it  has 
always  been,  Mr.  Arnold's  urbane  and  dex- 
terous method  of  procedure;  and,  of  course, 
it  is  apt,  despite  its  dialectical  merits,  to 
beget  a  twofold  misconception.  It  leads 
some  people  into  the  error  just  referred  to 
—that,  namely,  of  supposing  that  their  in- 
structor is  unconscious  of  the  immense  de- 
mand which  he  is  really  making  upon  them, 
the  vast  spiritual  effort  he  is  exacting  from 
them,  as  reasoners  and  thinkers  about  re- 
ligion; while  in  other  minds  it  encourages 
the  precisely  converse  mistake  of  fancying 
that  the  undertaking  to  which  he  has  de- 
voted himself  is  as  simple  a  matter  as  his 
air  of  confident  composure  would  appear 
to  imply.  It  is,  however,  almost  needless  to 
add  that  in  view  of  Mr.  Arnold's  high  re- 
pute for  sagacity  and  penetration,  tixe  lat- 
ter of  these  misconceptions  is  likely  to  be 
much  the  more  common  of  the  two.  One 
does  not  lightly  suspect  so  clear  an  intel- 
ligence of  having  underrated  the  difficul- 
ties of  its  task;  and  most  people,  therefore, 
will  be  more  ready  to  believe  that  the  task 
itself  is  easier,  and  his  handling  of  it  more 
successful  than  is  actually  the  case. — 
Traill,  Henry  Duff,  1884,  Neo-Chri»- 
iianity  and  Mr.  Matthew  Arnold,  Contem- 
porary Review,  vol.  45,  p.  565. 

For  my  own  part  I  rejoice  in  this  oppor- 
tunity to  say  that  to  no  book  in  the  world 
do  I  owe  so  much  as  to  "Literature  and 
Dogma,"  unless  it  be  to  the  great  Book  with 
which  it  so  largely  deals.  —  Van  Rens- 
selaer, M.  G.,  1888,  Mr.  Arnold  and  Ameri- 
can Art,  Open  Letters,  Century  Magazine, 
vol.  36,  p.  314. 

It  is  full  of  repetitions  and  wearisome 
recapitulations,  well  enough  in  a  magazine 
where  each  issue  is  sure  to  be  read  by  many 
who  will  never  see  another  number,  but 
which  disfigure  a  book.  The  style  is  like- 
wise too  jaunty.  Bantering  the  Trinity  is 
not  yet   a   recognised   English   pastime. 
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Bishop-baiting  is,  but  this  notwithstanding, 
most  readers  of  "Literature  and  Dogma" 
grew  tired  of  the  Bishop  of  Gloucester  and 
Bristol  and  of  his  alleged  desire  to  do  some- 
thing for  the  honour  of  the  Godhead,  long 
before  Mr.  Arnold  showed  any  signs  of 
weariness.— BiRRELL,  Augustinb,  1892, 
Res  Judieaice,  p.  202. 

LETTERS 
These  letters  are  a  gift  of  sunshine  to  the 
world,  not,  like  certain  posthumous  publi- 
cations, a  chiU  drizzle  of  rain,  not,  like 
others,  a  tempest  with  dangerous  flashes  of 
Ughtening.  Of  all  eminent  men,  lately  lost, 
Matthew  Arnold  perhaps  best  deserves  to  be 
loved.  In  his  published  writings  there  were 
at  times  a  not  unbecoming  hatiiew,  a  happy 
m^ice  of  the  pen,  and  even  something 
which,  while  really  dexterity  in  saying 
things  difiScult  to  utter,  might  be  mistaken 
for  ^ectation.  In  these  letters  a  more  in- 
timate side  of  his  character  is  revealed  to 
the  public;  they  are  absolutely  simple  and 
real;  wholly  free  from  strain;  rich  in  the 
temper  of  enjoyment;  unfailing  in  the 
spirit  of  genuine  affection;  and  beUnd  their 
idndness  and  their  brightness  we  can  dis- 
cern strength,  and  even  something  of  un- 
ostentatious heroism— loyalty  to  duty,  loy- 
alty to  truth,  loyalty  an  ideal  of  life.— 
DowDBN,  Edward,  1895,  Matthew  AmoUTB 
Letters,  Saturday  Review,  vol  80,  p.  757. 

To  me  they  have  been  absolutely  fasci- 
nating. Those  who  hold,  with  Arnold  him- 
self, that  he  was  capable  of  teaching  Eng- 
land lessons  of  which  England  stood  in 
special  need;  who  are  conscious  that,  how- 
ever imperfectly  they  may  have  learnt  his 
lesson,  their  own  lives  are  richer  and  mel- 
lower because  he  lived  and  wrote;  and  who 
feel  that,  though  they  may  know  him  only 
through  his  books,  still  to  know  him  even 
so  is  ''part  of  our  life's  unalterable  good" 
— all  these  may  join  in  the  earnest  hope  that 
these  volumes  may  be  widely  read,  and 
may  do  much  to  spread  a  knowledge  of  one 
of  the  greatest  of  our  nineteenth-century 
poets.— Walker,  Hugh,  1895,  Literature, 
The  Academy,  vol.  48,  p.  539. 

Arnold's  style  expresses  all  variety  of 
matter  with  clearness,  ease,  and  grace,  never 
running  into  rhetoric  or  the  formal  rhjrthm 
of  literary  prose.  One  might  expect  some 
flights  of  this  sort  in  the  description  of  the 
Alps  or  of  Italy.  One  remembers  that  Shel- 
ley could  never  write  in  his  dressing-gown 


even  to  his  wife;  he  could  never  lay  aside 
his  splendor  of  diction  and  his  beautiful 
rhythm.  Mr.  Arnold,  while  never  slip- 
shod, uses  prose  as  clear  and  transparent 
as  those  Alpine  streams  in  which  ne  de-. 
lighted.  From  these  letters  we  gradually 
learn  his  taste,  his  passion  for  flowers,  com- 
bining the  learning  of  a  botanist  with  the 
enthusiasm  of  a  poet;  his  fondness  for  the 
"bright  comradeship''  of  some  mountain 
brook,  and  his  real  sympathy  with  birds 
and  domestic  animals.  One  letter  narrates 
the  virtues  and  graces  of  his  Persian  cat 
Atossa;  another  is  an  obituary  of  the  pony 
Lola,  who  died  suddenly  in  an  honored  old 
age.  But,  most  of  all,  the  playfulness  and 
tenderness  of  his  nature  are  revealed  in  his 
allusions  to  his  children.  They  continually 
come  up  in  this  correspondence,  and  are 
never  in  the  way,  though  we  know  that 
children  are  often  de  trop  in  books  as  well 
as  in  the  drawing-room.— Daniels,  J.  H., 
1895,  Matthew  AmoWs  Letters,  The  Nor 
turn,  vol  61,  p,  452. 

It  is  instructive  to  find  that  Mr.  Arnold's 
literary  income  was  rated  at  two  hundred 
pounds,  that  he  said  he  would  need  to 
write  more  essays  to  cover  that  sum,  and 
that  the  tax  commissioners  courteously 
congratulated  themselves  on  his  promised 
industry.  One  of  the  foremost  of  our  men 
of  letters  n^ade  two  hundred  pounds  a  year, 
while,  look  at  the  half-educated  and  quite 
uninspired  novelists!  Mr.  Arnold  thought 
but  poorly  of  Tennyson's  inteUect,  he  had 
no  high  opinion  of  Thackeray,  he  called 
Burns  ''a  beast  with  magnificent  gleams," 
but  he  admired  Miss  Ingelow— and  very 
properly.  I  remember  no  mention  of  Ros- 
setti,  or  Mr.  William  Morris,  or  of  any  con- 
temporary almost,  in  England.  Perhaps 
the  less  said  about  his  contemporary  judg- 
ments, the  better.  His  political  ideas  are 
more  worthy  of  him,  his  affection  and 
kindness  are  the  essence  of  the  man,  and 
they  shine  imobscured.  But,  like  George 
Eliot,  Mr.  Arnold  did  not  appear  at  his  best 
as  a  letter-writer.— Lang,  Andrew,  1896, 
The  Month  in  England,  The  Cosmopolitan, 
vol  20,  p.  673. 

He  surely  was  a  religious  man.  If  his 
books  do  not  show  it,  his  letters  reveal  him 
as  simply,  unaffectedly,  but  ardently  re- 
ligious; and  however  much  the  daring  of 
some  of  his  modes  of  speech  and  the  flip- 
pancy of  some  of  his  utterances  may  have 
shocked  minds  accustomed  only  to  reverent 
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ta'eatment  of  religious  themes,  and  may 
have  disposed  superficial  readers  to  con- 
sider him  an  opponent  of  Christianity,  it  is 
impossible  to  read  his  books  in  the  light  of 
this  interpretation  without  feeling  that  not 
without  pain  and  sorrow,  and  in  obedience 
to  an  imperative  inward  command,  he  had 
broken  away  from  the  faith  of  his  fathers.— 
Houghton,  Louise  Seymour,  1897,  Matr 
ihew  Arnold  and  Orthodoxy,  The  New  World, 
vol  6,  p.  629. 

They  are  dissapointing  in  various  re- 
spects; they  scarcely  seem  worthy  of  his 
great  reputation;  and  especially  in  his 
fiterary  judgments  does  he  seem  to  come 
short  of  what  we  should  expect;  but,  on  the 
other  hand,  they  show  the  native  amplicity, 
kindliness,  and  warmth  of  the  mail's  char- 
acter, and  how  admirable  he  was  in  all  the 
domestic  and  ordinary  relations  of  life.— 
Graham,  Richard  D.,  1897,  The  Masters 
of  Victorian  Ldierature,  p.  327. 

POETRY 
In  the  morning,  Dante  xxviii.  Clough 
came  to  dinner  and  brought  me  young 
(Matthew)  Arnold's  poems.  Very  clever; 
with  a  little  of  the  Tennysonian  leaven  in 
them.— LoNQPBLLOW,  Henry  Wadsworth, 
1853,  Journal,  Feb.  23;  Life,  ed.  Longfellow, 
vol.  n,  p.  233. 

Mr.  Arnold  and  Mr.  Swinburne  are  both 
ardently  and  consciously  polemical.  Mr. 
Arnold  is  a  more  dignified  and  conxposed 
partisan  than  Mr.  Swinburne,  but  he  too 
fights  for  a  ^de.  He  does  the  gentlemanly 
and  quiet  work  in  the  committee-room;  Mr. 
Swinburne  rushes  into  the  street,  calls 
names,  puts  his  hands  to  his  sides,  and 
shouts  till  he  is  hoarse;  but  both  are  for 
their  party.  Mr.Swinbume  makes  "Atalanta 
in  Calydon"  the  vehicle  of  a  vociferous 
atheism,  obtrusively  blasphemous,  than 
which  nothing  can  be  conceived  more  alien 
to  the  reverent  and  thoughtful  spirit  of 
Greek  poetry.  His  crashing  atheistic  odes 
would  have  startled  the  hunters  and  hunt- 
resses of  the  Calydonian  boar  more  than  the 
most  terrific  charges  of  that  dangerous 
beast.  ...  Mr.  Arnold  does  not  offend  so 
glaringly  against  the  spirit  of  Greek  poetry 
as  Mr.  Swinburne;  but  he  too,  in  his  "Em- 
pedocles  on  Etna,"  is  modem  and  polemi- 
cal, and  summons  the  old  Greek  from  the 
caverns  of  Etna  to  put  into  his  mouth  a 
dialect  which  neither  he  nor  his  fathers 
knew,  a  dialect   compounded   from   the 


writings  of  Comte,  Carlyle,  and^  de)&dnte 
Beuve.— Bayne,  Peter,  1867,  Mr.  Arnold 
and  Mr.  Smnbume,  Contemporary  Review, 
vol.  6,  pp.  341, 342. 

The  supreme  charm  of  Mr.  Arnold's  work 
is  a  sense  of  right  resulting  in  a  spontan- 
eous temperance  which  bears  no  mark  of 
curborsnafBe,but  obeys  the  hand  with  im- 
perceptible submission  and  gracious  re- 
serve. Other  and  older  poets  are  to  the 
full  as  vivid,  as  incisive  and  impressive; 
others  have  a  more  pungent  colour,  a  more 
trenchant  outline;  others  as  deep  knowl- 
edge and  as  fervid  enjoyinent  of  natural 
things.  But  no  one  has  in  like  measure  that 
tender  and  final  quality  of  touch  which  tem- 
pers the  excessive  light  and  suffuses  the  re- 
fluent shades;  which  as  it  were  washes  with 
soft  air  the  sides  of  the  earth,  steeps  with 
dew  of  quiet  and  dyes  with  colours  of  re- 
pose the  ambient  ardour  of  noon,  the  fiery 
affluence  of  evening.  His  verse  bathes  us 
with  fresh  radiance  and  light  rain,  when 
weary  of  the  violence  of  summer  and  win- 
ter in  which  others  dazzle  and  detain  us; 
his  spring  wears  here  and  there  a  golden 
waif  of  autumn,  his  autumn  a  rosy  spray  of 
spring.  His  tones  and  effects  are  pure, 
lucid,  aerial;  he  knows  by  some  fine  im- 
pulse of  temperance  all  rules  of  distance, 
of  reference,  of  proportion;  nothing  is  thrust 
or  pressed  upon  our  eyes,  driven  or  beaten 
into  our  ears.  For  the  instinctive  selection 
of  simple  and  effectual  detail  he  is  un- 
matched among  English  poets  of  the  time, 
unless  by  Mr.  Morris,  whose  landscape  has 
much  of  the  same  quality,  as  clear,  as  noble, 
and  as  memorable. — Swinburne,  Alger- 
non Charles,  1867,  Mr.  AmoWs  New 
Poemst  Fortnightly  Review,  vol.  8,  p.  420. 

"Merope"  was  a  failure,  as  every  poem 
must  be  where  the  author  forgets  that  it  is 
the  wide  human  feeling,  and  not  the  local 
(Greek  or  other)  expression  which  is  the  pjer- 
manent  thing.  Andthefulurein  "Merope" 
was  more  conspicuous  for  two  reasons:  (1), 
by  reason  of  the  severity  of  the  form,  and 
(2),  by  reason  of  its  unsuitableness  to  the 
artistic  temperament  of  the  author.  'Tower- 
f ul  thought  and  emotion  flowing  in  strongly 
marked  channels  make  a  stronger  impres- 
sion:" which  is  true:  but  then  the  deep 
lines  and  furrows  must  be  filled.  A  mere 
rivulet  flowing  through  a  gigantic  arch  does 
not  produce  a  strong  impression;  a  rivulet 
and  a  slight  rustic  arch,  being  more  in 
keeping,  produce  a  much  stronger.     And, 
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moreover,  this  classic  severity  of  form  was 
quite  unsuited  to  Mr.  Arnold's  genius.  Mr. 
Arnold,  if  one  of  the  most  sensitive,  flexible 
and  tender,  is  at  the  same  time  one  of  the 
most  fitful  and  wayward  of  critics.  The 
necessity  of  adhering  closely  to  a  rigid 
model  must  have  been  a  veritable  bondage 
to  a  man  whose  own  excellence  and  whose 
estimate  of  excellence  in  others  depends  so 
entirely  upon  the  mood  of  the  moment. — 
Skelton,  John,  1869,  William  Morrii  and 
Matthew  Arnold,  Fraser^B  Magazine,  vol  79, 
p,  231. 

Sharing  with  the  Preraphaelite  order  of 
poets  the  practice  of  Wordsworthian  natur- 
alism, Mr.  Arnold  also  shares  with  Words- 
worth such  repute  as  a  poet  may  get  from 
dry  sententiousness;  while,  in  place  of  the 
medievalism  that  lends  so  much  beauty  to 
Preraphaelite  poetry,  he  has  taken  to  him- 
self classic  stock,  and  has  thus  earned  for 
much  of  his  work  a  high  place  in  the  Neo- 
Greek  division  of  renaissance  poetry.  But 
to  say  that  he  b  narrowly  neo-classic  would 
be  false;  for,  while  he  has  produced  no 
poen^  more  r^lete  with  the  higher  de- 
mentis of  poetry  than  many  inspired  by 
Greek  themto  and  wrought  more  or  less 
after  Greek  models,  he  has  yet  given  us 
son^e  gems  that  are  beautiful  among  the 
most  beautiful  poetry  of  our  day,  and 
which  have  been  caught  up  by  his  imagina- 
tion in  searching  the  great  store-houses  of 
Scandinavian  and  Asiatic  m3rth  and  legend. 
— FoRMAN,  Henry  Buxton,  1871,  Our  Liv- 
ing Poets,  p.  312. 

"Merope"  has  that  one  fault  against 
which  the  very  gods,  we  are  told,  strive  in 
vain.  It  is  dull,  and  the  seed  of  tlus  dulness 
lay  in  the  system  on  which  it  was  written. — 
Lowell,  James  Russell,  1871,  Swin- 
burners  Tragedies,  My  Study  Windows,  p. 
222. 

Arnold's  circumstances  have  been  more 
favorable  than  Hood's,  and  in  youth  his 
mental  discipline  was  thorough;  yet  the 
humorist  was  the  truer  poet,  although  three 
fourths  of  his  productions  never  should  have 
been  written,  and  although  there  scarcely 
is  a  line  of  Arnold's  which  is  not  richly 
worth  preserving.  It  may  be  said  of  Hood 
that  he  was  naturally  a  better  poet  than 
circumstances  permitted  him  to  prove  him- 
self; of  Arnold,  that  through  culture  and 
good  fortune  he  has  achieved  greater  poet- 
ical successes  than  one  should  expect  from 
his  native  gifts.  Averse  often  is  the  result. 


not  of  "the  first  intention,"  but  of  deter- 
mination and  judgment;  yet  his  taste  is  so 
cultivated,  and  his  mind  so  clear,  that,  be- 
tween the  two,  he  has  o'erleapt  the  bounds 
of  nature,  and  almost  falsified  the  adage 
that  a  poet  is  bom,  not  made.  .  .  .  Through 
the  whole  course  of  Arnold's  verse  one 
searches  in  vain  for  a  blithe,  musical,  gay, 
or  serious  off-hand  poem.  .  .  .  Arnold  has 
little  quality  or  lightness  of  touch.  His 
hand  is  stiff,  his  voice  rou^h  by  nature,  yet 
both  are  refined  by  practice  and  thorough 
study  of  the  best  models.  His  shorter 
metres,  used  as  the  framework  of  songs  and 
lyrics,  rarely  are  successful;  but  through 
vouthf ul  f  anoLiliarity  with  the  Greek  choruses 
he  has  caught  something  of  their  irregiilar 
beauty.— Stedman,  Edmund  Clarence, 
1875-87,  Victorian  Poets,  pp.  90,  92,  93. 

How  to  make  a  Poem  like  Mr.  Matthew 
Arnold.  Take  one  soulful  of  involuntary 
unbelief,  which  has  been  previously  well 
flavored  with  self-satisfied  despair.  Add  to 
this  one  beautiful  text  of  Scripture.  Mix 
these  well  together;  and  as  soon  as  ebulli- 
tion commences,  grate  in  finely  a  few  re- 
gretful allusions  to  the  New  Testament  and 
the  lake  Tiberias,  one  constellation  of  stars, 
half-ardozen  allusions  to  the  nineteenth 
century,  one  to  Goethe,  one  to  Mont  Blanc, 
or  the  Lake  of  Geneva;  and  one  also  if  pos- 
sible, to  some  personal  bereavement.  Flavor 
the  whole  with  a  mouthful  of  ''faiths"  and 
"infinites, "  and  a  mixed  mouthful  of  "pas- 
sions," "finites,"  and  "yearnings."  This 
class  of  poem  is  concluded,  usually,  with 
some  question,  about  which  we  have  to  ob- 
serve only  that  it  shall  be  impossible  to 
answer.— Mallock,  W.  H.,  1878,  Every 
Man  his  Own  Poet,  or  the  Inspired  Singer's 
Recipe  Book,  p.  19. 

He  is  a  maker  of  such  exquisite  and 
thoughtful  verse  that  it  is  hard  sometimes 
to  question  his  title  to  be  considered  a  genu- 
ine poet.  On  the  other  hand,  it  is  Ukely 
that  the  very  grace  and  culture  and  thought- 
fulness  of  his  style  inspires  in  many  the  first 
doubt  of  his  claim  to  the  name  of  poet. 
Where  the  art  is  evident  and  elaborate,  we 
are  all  too  apt  to  assume  that  it  is  all  art 
and  not  genius.  Mr.  Arnold  is  a  sort  of 
miniature  Goethe;  we  do  not  know  that  his 
most  ardent  admirers  could  demand  a 
higher  praise  for  him,  while  it  is  probable 
that  the  description  will  suggest  exactly  the 
intellectual  peculiarities  which  lead  so 
many  to  deny  him  a  place  with  the  really 
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inspired  singers  of  his  day.— McCarthy, 
Justin,  1879,  A  Hutory  of  Our  Own  Tiroes 
from  the  Accenum  of  Queen  Victoria  to  the 
Berlin  Congress,  eh.  xxix. 

Have  a  simple  austerity  of  style  [Son- 
nets] which  may  almost  be  caUed  ascetic. — 
Noble.  James  Ashcroft,  1880,  The  Son^ 
net  in  England  and  Other  Essays,  p.  55. 

The  volumes  which  contain  the  poems  of 
Matthew  Arnold  are  one  of  the  priceless 
possessions  of  the  English-speaking  people. 
The  critical  perversity  which  causes  their 
writer  to  see  in  Byron  a  greater  poet  than 
Shelley  and  in  Wordsworth  a  greater  than 
Hugo  has  not  prevented  him  from  making 
verse  of  his  own,  which,  were  not  such  com- 
parisons of  necessity  futile,  might  fairly  be 
compared  with  the  nobler  strains  of  Shelley 
and  of  Hugo.  We  have,  indeed,  the  hign 
authority  of  Mr.  Swinburne  for  assigning  to 
the  "Thyrsis"  the  rank  of  the  "Adonais," 
and  it  might  not  be  rash  to  say  that  such 
poems  as  "Dover  Beach"  and  "Obermann" 
would  not  be  unworthy  of  the  author  of 
"Contemplations"  and  the  "Legende  des 
SiScles."— Payne,  Wiluam  Morton,  1884, 
The  Poetry  of  Matthew  Arnold,  The  Dial, 
vol  4,  p.  221. 

Perhaps,  when  all  is  said,  it  remains  the 
most  noteworthy  feature  of  Mr.  Arnold's 
poetical  work  that  that  work  was  never  im- 
mature. And  yet  the  poems  were  aU,  in 
some  sort,  early  poems.  Before  their  au- 
thor had  fully  come  to  middle  life  he  had 
virtually  abandoned  metrical  expression. 
But  the  earliest  among  them,  those  dis- 
tinctly marked  as  such,  have  none  of  the 
special  faults  of  youth.  There  is  no  pas- 
sion in  them,  as  we  have  seen,— or  next  to 
none, — no  hurry,  no  excess.  They  are 
grave,  concise,  philosophical,  unsparingly 
pruned  from  the  beginning,  and  untiringly 
polished.  Such  precocity  is  usually  thought 
to  foretell  an  early  decline  of  mental  vigor. 
It  is  all  the  more  wonderful,  therefore,  as 
measuring  Mr.  Arnold's  vitality  and  versa- 
tility, that  he  should  deliberately  have  un- 
strung his  lyre  only  to  enter  with  unsus- 
pected energy  into  a  new  career,  and  win 
equaJ  if  not  greater  distinction  as  a  writer 
of  critical  and  (Udactic  prose.— Preston, 
Harriet  Waters,  1884,  Matthew  Arnold 
as  a  Poet,  AUantie  Monthly,  vol  53,  p.  650. 

In  running  one's  eye  down  the  tables  of 
contents  of  Mr.  Arnold's  poetry,  one  is 
struck   with   the  apparent   tameness   of 


them;  the  titles  of  the  early  and  lyrical 

?)ems  have  the  sobriety  of  the  "Chnstian 
ear,"  and  in  the  narrative  and  dramatic 
poems,  wide  as  is  the  range  from  sick 
Bokhara's  king  to  Balder  dead,  from  the 
doomed  Mycernius  to  the  wounded  Tris- 
tram "famous  in  Arthur's  court  of  old, "  we 
find  no  choice  of  subjects  where  the  thnlling 
and  romantic  are  the  leading  motif.  Su- 
preme artist  as  he  is,  master  of  a  style  pure, 
chaste,  and  well-nigh  as  faultless  as  work  of 
man  can  be,  severe  in  its  simplicity,  simple 
also  in  the  main  are  the  materials.  Even 
where  they  have  a  studied  commonplace 
look,  as  in  an  early  poem,  "Lines  Written  in 
Kensington  Gardens,"  there  the  presence  of 
genius  is  manifest  in  the  uplifting  of  the 
simple  and  familiar  to  a  higher  level,  in  the 
suggestiveness  which  is  never  exhausted,  in 
the  hiding  of  power  within  restfulness.  In 
truth  the  first  impression  which  the  poems 
themselves,  sober  in  their  colouring,  scarce 
a  ripple  in  their  movement,  playing  on  no 
passion,  scorning  all  tricks  and  catches, 
frugal  of  metaphor  and  imagery,  give,  is  one 
of  disappointment.  ...  A  closer  study  of 
Mr.  Arnold's  poetry  deepens  appreciation, 
and  we  are  in  the  end  held  by  an  irresistible 
charm  easy  neither  to  describe  nor  to  define. 
...  No  surer  test  of  Mr.  Arnold's  range 
and  greatness  and  right  assessment  of  men 
is  supplied  than  in  his  elegiac  poems.  That 
on  his  friend  Arthur  Glough,  entitled 
"Thyrsis,"  is  placed  by  Mr.  Swinburne,  in 
which  estimate  most  readers  will  agree,  in 
equal  rank  with  the  "Lycidas"  of  Milton 
and  the  "Adonais"  of  Shelley.— Clodd, 
Edward,  1886,  Matthew  ArruMs  Poetry, 
Gentleman's  Magazine,  N.  S.,  vol  36,  pp.  347, 
348, 349. 

In  passing  from  the  thinker  to  the  poet,  I 
am  passing  from  a  writer  whose  curious 
earnestness  and  ability  in  attempting  the 
impossible,  will  soon,  I  believe,  be  a  mere 
curiosity  of  literature,  to  one  of  the  most 
considerable  of  English  poets,  whose  place 
will  probably  be  above  any  poet  of  the 
eighteenth  century,  excepting  Bums,  and 
not  excepting  Dryden,  or  Pope,  or  Cowper, 
or  Goldsmith,  or  Gray;  and  who,  even 
amongst  the  great  poets  of  the  nineteenth 
century,  may  very  probably  be  accorded 
the  sixth  or  fifth,  or  even  by  some  the  fourth 
place.  He  has  a  power  of  vision  as  great  as 
Tennyson's,  though  its  magic  depends  less 
on  the  rich  tints  of  association,  and  more 
on  the  liquid  colours  of  pure  nabural  beauty. 
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a  power  of  criticism  and  selection  as  f as- 
tidous  as  Gray's,  with  infinitely  more 
creative  genius;  and  a  power  of  meditative 
reflection  which,  though  it  never  mounts 
to  Wordsworth's  higher  levels  of  genuine 
rapture,  never  sinks  to  his  wastes  and  flats 
of  commonplace.  Arnold  is  a  great  elegiac 
poet,  but  there  is  a  buoyancy  in  his  elegy 
which  we  rarely  find  in  tiie  best  elegy,  and 
which  certainly  adds  greatly  to  its  charm. 
And  though  I  cannot  call  him  a  dramatic 
poet,  his  permanent  attitude  being  too  re- 
flective for  any  kind  of  action,  he  shows  in 
such  poems  as  the  "Memorial  Verses"  on 
Byron,  Goethe,  and  Wordsworth,  in  the 
"Sick  King  of  Bokhara,"  and  "Tristram 
and  Iseult, "  great  precision  in  the  delinea- 
tion of  character,  and  not  a  little  power 
evep  of  iwKsmg  character  to  delineate  itself. 
— Button,  Richard  Holt,  1886,  iVeto- 
man  and  Arnold,  Contemporary  Review, 
vol.  49,  p.  528. 

The  chief  qualities  of  his  verse  are  clear- 
ness, simplicity,  strong  directness,  noble 
and  musical  rhythm,  and  a  certain  intense 
calm.— Meiklejohn,  J.  M.  D.,  1887,  The 
English  Language:  lie  Orammar,  History  and 
Literature,  p.  359. 

He  is  an  academical  poet,  reflecting  the 
mental  attitude  of  the  most  cultured  minds 
of  his  time,  and  also  their  obligations  to 
antiauity  and  such  modems  as  Words- 
worth and  Goethe.— Garnett,  Richard, 
1887,  The  Reign  of  Queen  Victoria,  ed.  Ward, 
vol  u,  p.  463. 

Ah,  winning,  ample-browed, 
Benignant  minstrel  1 — dost   our  moods  o'er 

doud, 
As  one  presageful  destiny  hath  bowed. 
Idle  the  hope  that  thou,  condemned  to  break 
With  fond  tradition  for  the  spirit's  sake, 
A  resonant,  imfaltering  chaimt  couldst  wake 
To  marshal  and  subdue;  yet  dear  thy  strain, 
Low,  elegiac,  falling  as  the  rain 
Upon  us  in  our  hours  of  heat  and  pain. 

—Field,  Michael,  1888,  The  Rest  of  Im- 
mortals, Contemporary  Review,  vol,  53,  p. 
884. 

Qonel  they  have  called  our  shepherd  from  the 
hill, 
Passed  in  the  sunny  sadness  of  his  song, 
That  song  that  sang  of  sight  and  yet  was  brave 

To  lay  the  ghosts  of  seeing,  subtly  strong 
To  wean  from  tears  and  from  the  troughs  to 

save; 
And  who  shall  teach  us  now  that  he  is  still  I 

— LbGallienne,  Richard,  1888,  Matthew 
Arnold, 


Arnold's  verse  resembles  a  crystal  cup  of 
some  choice  liquor,  fit  for  the  banquets  of 
Olympus,  one  sip  of  which  delights,  but 
which  never  cloys  or  intoxicates,  drink  we 
never  so  deep.  The  secret  of  his  style  is  after 
all  its  purity  and  simplicity.  Clearness 
without  literal  precision  is  the  effect  for 
which  he  strives.  The  transparency  is  that 
of  running  water,  rather  than  that  of  clear 
air.  His  words  are  well  chosen,  and  chosen 
so  as  to  produce  an  immediate  and  definite 
impression,  avoiding  the  diffuseness  and 
repetition  which  now  and  again  disfigure 
his  prose  writings.  Indeed,  his  verse  appeals 
to  a  distinctly  higher  audience.  His  ideal 
of  the  dignify  of  his  art  impose  upon  him 
a  self-restraint  to  which  he  adhered  with 
singular  fidelity.  In  his  eyes  poesy  is  too 
fine  an  instrument  to  be  employed  on 
trifles.— Harding,  Edward  J.,  1888,  Mat- 
thew Arnold's  Paraiipomena,  The  Critic, 
Oct.  6,  p.  161. 

Poet,  in  our  poor  flurried  time, 
Of  fine  completeness  and  of  lucid  ease; 
Fair  Master  of  old  songs'  superbest  keys, 

Magician  of  the  fetterless  chime, 

Free  from  the  fatal  sweets  of  rhyme. 
In  Sophocl^an  form  and  cadences, — 

Poet  of  exquisite  regret; 
Of  lines  that  aye  on  Time's  confusdd  height 
Out  of  the  storm  shall  stand  in  stars  of  white; 

Of  thoughts  In  deepening  distance  set 

Perfect  in  pictured  epithet 
Touch'd  with  a  pencil-tip  of  deathless  light. 

—Alexander,  Wiluam,  1888,  Matthew 
Arnold, 

If  one  were  to  write  out  of  mere  personal 
preference,  and  praise  most  that  which  best 
fits  one's  private  moods,  I  suppose  I  should 
place  Mr.  Matthew  Arnold  at  the  head  of 
contemporary  English  poets.  Reason  and 
reflection,  discussion  and  critical  judgment, 
tell  one  tnat  he  is  not  quite  there.  ...  He 
has  not  that  inspired  greatness  of  Words- 
worth, when  nature  does  for  him  what  his 
"lutin**  did  for  Corneille,  "takes  the  pen 
from  his  hand  and  writes  for  him. "  But  he 
has  none  of  the  creeping  prose  which,  to 
my  poor  mind,  invades  even  "Tintern  Ab- 
bey. "  He  is,  as  Mr.  Swinburne  says,  "The 
surest-footed"  of  om  poets.  He  can  give 
a  natural  and  lovely  life  even  to  the  wildest 
of  ancient  imaginings,  as  to  "these  bright 
and  aged  snakes,  that  once  were  Cadmus 
and  Harmonia."— Lang,  Andrew,  1889. 
Letters  on  Literature,  pp.  11, 13. 

In  matters  of  form  this  poet  is  no  romancist 
but  a  classic  to  the  marrow.    He  adores 
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his  Shakespeare,  but  he  will  none  of  his 
Shake^)eare's  fashion.  For  him  the  essen- 
tiak  are  dignity  of  thought  and  sentiment 
and  distinction  of  manner  and  utterance. 
It  is  no  aim  of  his  to  talk  for  talking's  sake, 
to  express  what  is  but  half  felt  and  half 
understood,  to  embody  vague  emotions  and 
nebulous  fancies  in  language  no  amount  of 
richness  can  redeem  from  the  reproach  of 
being  nebulous  and  vague.  In  his  scheme 
of  art  there  is  no  place  for  excess,  how- 
ever magnificent  and  Shakespearean— for 
exuberance,  however  overpowering  and 
Hugoesque.  Human  and  interesting  in 
themselves,  the  ideas  apparelled  in  his  verse 
are  completely  apprehended;  natural  in 
themselves,  the  experiences  he  pictiu'es  are 
intimately  felt  and  thoroughly  perceived. 
They  have  been  resolved  into  their  elements 
by  the  operation  of  an  almost  Sophoclean 
faculty  of  selection,  and  the  effect  of  tiieir 
presentation  is  akin  to  that  of  a  gallery  of 
Greek  marbles.  .  .  .  To  me  this  last  ["Bal- 
der Dead"]  stands  alone  in  modern  art  for 
simple  majesty  of  conception,  sober  direct- 
ness and  potency  of  expression,  sustained 
dignity  of  thought  and  sentiment  and  style, 
the  complete  presentation  of  whatever  is 
essential,  the  stem  avoidance  of  whatever 
is  merely  decorative,  indeed,  for  every  Ho- 
meric quality  save  rhythmical  vitality  and 
rapidity  of  movement.— Henley,  William 
Ernest,  1890,  Viewz  and  Reuiews,  pp.  84, 86. 

He  was  a  poet  when  he  wrote  "Thjrrsis" 
and  "The  Strayed  ReveUer."  He  was  no 
longer  a  poet  when  he  perpetrated  his  verses 
in  unrhymed  Heinesque;  when  he  compared 
the  receding  tide  at  Dover  to  the  receding 
Sea  of  Faith,  and  could  find  nothing  better 
to  say  of  a  sublime  Humourist  than  that 
"the  World  smiled,  and  the  smile  was 
Heine. "  This  may  be  criticsm  of  life,  but 
it  is  neither  poetry  nor  even  decent  im- 
agery. Au  Teste,  Mr.  Arnold  forgot  that 
Poetry,  so  far  from  being  a  dilettante's 
opinion  or  "criticism"  of  life,  is  the  very 
Spirit  of  Life  itself  .—Buchanan,  Robert, 
1891,  The  Coming  Terror  and  Other  Essays 
and  Letters,  p.  246. 

It  was  Arnold's  work  to  find  beauty  and 
truth  in  life,  to  apprehend  the  meaning  and 
moral  worth  of  things,  to  discriminate  the 
trivial  from  the  grave,  and  to  show  how  the 
serene  and  ardent  life  is  better  than  the 
mean  and  restless.— Johnson,  Lionel, 
1891,  Poetical  Works  of  Matthew  Arnold, 
The  Academy,  vol.  39,  p.  31. 


In  the  poetry  of  Matthew  Arnold  faith 
is  but  an  artistic  freak.  .  .  .  The  English 
mind  will  never  yield  a  wide  attention  to 
any  modem  Lucretius  in  the  person  of  a 
Matthew  Arnold,  singing  his  despairing 
ode  concerning  "The  Nature  of  Thinigs." — 
Dawson,  W.  J.,  1892,  Quest  and  Virion, 
pp.  86, 90. 

Mr.  Arnold  is  the  last  man  in  the  world 
anybody  would  wish  to  shove  out  of  his 
place.  A  poet  at  all  points,  armed  cap-a-pie 
against  criticism,  like  Lord  Tennyson,  he 
certainly  was  not.  Nor  had  his  verse  any 
share  of  the  boundless  vitality,  the  fierce 
pulsation  so  nobly  characteristic  of  Mr. 
Browning.  But  these  admissiona  made,  we 
decline  to  parley  any  further  with  the  en- 
emy. We  cast  him  behind  us.  Mr.  Arnold,  to 
those  who  cared  for  him  at  all,  was  the 
most  useful  poet  of  his  day.  He  Uved  much 
nearer  us  than  poets  of  his  distinction  usu- 
ally do.  He  was  neither  a  prophet  nor  a 
recluse.  He  lived  neither  above  us,  nor 
away  from  us.  .  .  .  His  verse  tells  and 
tingles.  .  .  .  His  readers  feel  that  he 
bore  the  same  yoke  as  themselves.  Theirs 
is  a  common  bondage  with  his.  Beautiful 
surpassingly  beautiful  some  of  Mr.  Arnold's 
poetry  is,  but  we  seize  upon  the  thought 
first  and,  delight  in  the  form  afterwai^ 
.  .  .  What  gives  Arnold's  verse  its  especial 
charm  is  his  grave  and  manly  sincerity.  He 
is  a  poet  without  artifice  or  sham.  He  does 
not  pretend  to  find  all  sorts  of  meanings  in 
all  sorts  of  things.  He  does  not  manipulate 
the  universe  and  present  his  readers  with 
any  bottled  elixir. — Birrell,  Auoustine^ 
1892,  Res  Judicata,  pp.  192, 193,  217. 

Arnold  is  a  classic,  but  is  he  not  at  the 
foot  of  his  class?  Did  ever  poet  before  cast 
his  thought  into  such  perfect  mould  with 
so  little  fire  to  fuse  his  materials?— Moore, 
Charles  Leonard,  1893,  The  Future  of 
Poetry,  The  Forum,  vol.  14,  p.  774. 

The  inspiration  of  Matthew  Arnold's 
verse  is  emotional  and  intellectual  rather 
than  spiritual- Bradfield,  Thomas,  1894, 
Ethical  Tendency  of  Matthew  AmoWs  Poetry, 
Westminster  Review,  vol.  142,  p.  661. 

Not  irony,  however,  but  sighs  and  lamen- 
tations, would  be  t^e  proper  commentary 
on  the  gradual  subsidence  in  him  of  the 
poetic  impulse,  were  one  forced  to  believe 
that  it  had  ever  been  the  one  imperative 
force  in  his  charactw  and  genius.  A  bom 
poet  he  unquestionably  was.  But  he  was 
a  bom  critic  likewise.  If  the  critical  faculty 
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could  have  been  kept  in  the  abeyance  till 
his  powers  as  a  poet  had  reached  maturity, 
it  would  have  helped  him  to  introduce 
criticism  of  life  into  his  verse,  without  any 
injury  to  the  latter.  Unfortunately,  the 
critical  impulse  was,  from  the  very  begin- 
ning, more  powerful  in  him  than  the  poetic 
impulse,  the  disposition  to  analyze  and  to 
teach  more  imperious  than  the  prompt- 
ness to  feel  and  the  tendency  to*  sing.  The 
consequence  was  he  began  to  criticize  life 
before  he  had  lived,  and  to  do' that  most 
difficult  of  all  things,  viz.,  give  utterance  to 
the  Imaginative  Reason  before  he  had  be- 
come master  of  the  instrument  of  verse.  I 
have  heard  a  sincere  admirer  of  him 
affirm  that  he  never  became  quite  master 
of  that  instrument,  and  though,  if  one  may 
say  so,  one  would  endorse  without  qualifi- 
cation the  unflattering  estinaate  he  invari- 
ably expressed  of  poetry  which  is  all  sound 
and  colour,  and  conspicuously  deficient  in 
subject  matter,  one  could  hardly  con- 
trovert the  opinion  that  attributes  to  him, 
as  a  writer  of  verse,  a  frequent  disregard  of 
sensuous  beauty.  Moreover,  it  was  l^cause 
of  ttiis  early  development  in  him  of  the 
reasoning  and  moralizing  faculty  that  his 
mastery  over  the  instrument  of  verse  was 
not  unoften  unsatisfactory.  He  laid  too 
heavy  a  burden  on  his  young  muse,  which 
never  recovered  from  this  premature  forc- 
ing of  its  powers.— Austin,  Alfred,  1895, 
MatOiew  Arnold  in  his  Letters,  National 
Review,  vol  26,  p.  478. 

The  doctrine  of  Stoicism  modified  by  a 
doctrine  of  culture  is  nobly  preached  in 
Matthew  Arnold's  verse.— Dowden,  Ed- 
ward, 1895,  New  Studies  in  Literature,  p. 
37. 

I  hear  of  a  Penny  Mat.  Arnold  published 
hy  Stead  (V:),  Is  that  possible?  And  to  be 
followed  by  a  Penny  Clough!  Did  you  ever? 
Is  he  publishing  them  in  penny  numbers? 
the  whole  to  cost  a  lot?  Or,  positively,  can 
we  have  Mat.  —  the  whole  unmutOated 
Mat.— for  a  penny?  And  by  Stead?  Wond- 
ers will  never  cease.  Fancy  Mat.,  from  that 
fair  heaven  which  now  holds  his  dainty 
ghost,  stooping  to  sniff  at  this  Kyunjl  sniff 
a/— sniff  is  anibiguous,  is  it  not?  It  is  to  be 
observed  that  in^en  like  Mat.  have  an  odd 
way  of  generating  bastards.  On  some  raid 
into  Philistia  he  must  have  captured  a 
Dalilah  and  taken  her  to  his  tent.  And  this 
is  characteristic  of  our  time;  the  frontiers 
get  bhirred,  our  choicest  and  best,  whose 


very  defects,  if  they  be  defects,  we  might 
have  imagined  would  save  them  from  such 
unions,  are  occasionally  to  be  seen  sur- 
rounded by  hangers-on,  who  are  absolutely 
unworthy.  What  is  it?  Some  kindly  loose- 
ness in  the  great  man?  or  merely  impudence 
in  the  small  one?  However  this  may  be,  I 
never  can  get  a  clear  view  of  a  modem 
writer,  especially  an  eminent  one,  by  rea- 
son of  the  admirers  and  imitators  who  are 
his  own  furious  offspring.  What  a  nimbus 
for  a  celebrity !  The  old  men  are  full-orbed, 
serene,  ''fixed  in  their  everlasting  seats." 
Now  that  is  surely  a  glorious  thing.  There 
they  are,  the  Classics.  No  one  (Seams  of 
associating  them  with  the  feculent  vulgar. 
No  doubt  we  may  impute  a  good  deal  of 
this  ragamuffin  salvage  to  the  "spread  of 
education,''  to  the  smug  conviction  which 
every  n\an  seems  to  cherish  that  he  is  in  the 
secret,  or  that  there  is  no  secret.  And  the 
pestilent  error  is  encouraged  by  the  reduc- 
tion of  genius  to  "the  infinite  capacity  of 
taking  pains,''  by  the  insane  idea  that  you 
can  teach  the  "trick,"  that  literature  is  a 
trade,  a  kapelistic  art,  that  "the  all  is  in  us 
all,"  that  there  is  no  intellectual  hierarchy, 
that  the  venerable  Poeta  naseitur  nan  fit  is 
venerable  bosh— and  a  thousand  and  one 
heresies  of  the  same  "mak."  Hence  it 
comes  to  pass  that  even  a  cv^covof  like  Mat. 
gets  swaddled  and  swathed  with  these  ter- 
rible integuments,  the  fine  Greek  limbs  of 
him  impeded  by  Barbarian  bfaeeae.  Still 
one  has  the  consolation  of  thinking  that  he 
must  be  amused  when  he  beholds  waving  a 
censer  in  his  temple  such  a  high-priest  as 
Stead— amused— yes,  and  note  the  shrink- 
ing nostril,  how  it  curves! — Brown, 
Thomas  Edward,  1895,  To  S.  T.  Irwin, 
Dec,  15;  Letters,  vol.  n,  p.  148. 

There  is  no  Victorian  poet,  perhaps  there 
is  no  Victorian  thinker,  more  significant  in 
position  than  Matthew  Arnold.  Agnostic- 
ism of  thought  and  feeling,  with  all  its 
vagueness,  finds  in  him  an  exquisitely  ac- 
curate exponent.  No  oth^r  poet  has  been 
so  clear  in  his  understanding  of  confusion, 
so  positive  in  an  unstable  equilibrium.  In 
the  imion  of  definiteness  of  technique  with 
vagueness  of  th^me  the  charm  of  his  work 
resides.  Unsatisfied  desire,  evasive  regret, 
indecision,  doubt,  all  that  has  not  yet 
translated  itself  from  the  dim  twilight  of 
the  feeling  to  the  daylight  world  of  the  deed, 
— this  Arnold  gives  us  with  delicate  preci- 
sion of  touch.     His  poems  are  like  gray 
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shadows  cast  along  some  temple-floor, 
shadowy  alike  in  clean  purity  of  outline, 
and  in  dim  imcertainty  of  content. — 
SCUDDER,  ViDA  D.,  1895,  The  Life  of  the 
Spirit  in  the  Modem  English  Poets,  p.  247. 

His  poetry  had  the  classical  spirit  in  a 
very  peculiar  and  rare  degree;  and  we  can 
have  little  doubt  now,  when  so  much  of 
Arnold's  prose  work  in  criticism  has  been 
accepted  as  standard  opinion,  and  so  much 
of  his  prose  work  in  controversy  has  lost  its 
interest  and  savour,  that  it  is  his  poetry 
which  will  be  longest  remembered,  and 
there  his  finest  vein  was  reached.  It  may 
be  said  that  no  poet  in  the  roll  of  our  liter- 
ature, unless  it  be  Milton  has  been  so  essen- 
tially saturated  to  the  very  bone  with  the 
classical  genius.  ...  His  poetry,  however, 
is  "classical"  only  in  a  general  sense,  not 
that  all  of  it  is  imitative  of  ancient  models 
or  has  any  affectation  of  archaism.  It  is 
essentially  modem  in  thought,  and  has  all 
that  fetishistic  worship  of  natural  objects 
which  is  the  true  note  of  our  Wordsworthian 
school.  .  .  .  Almost  alone  amongst  our 
poets  since  Milton,  Arnold  is  never  inco- 
herent, spasmodic,  careless,  washy,  or 
banal.  He  never  flies  up  into  a  region  where 
the  sun  melts  his  wings;  he  strikes  no  dis- 
cords, and  he  never  tries  a  mood  for  which 
he  has  no  gift.  He  has  more  general  in- 
sight into  the  intellectual  world  of  our  age, 
and  he  sees  into  it  more  deeply  and  more 
surely  than  any  contemporary  poet.  .  .  . 
As  a  poet,  Arnold  belongs  to  an  order  very 
rare  with  us,  in  which  Greece  was  singu- 
larly rich,  the  order  of  gnomic  poets,  who 
condensed  in  metrical  aphorisms  their 
thoughts  on  human  destiny  and  the  moral 
problems  of  life.  The  type  is  found  in  the 
extant  fragments  of  Solon,  of  Xenophanes, 
and  above  all  of  Theognis.— Harrison, 
Frederic,  1896,  Matthew  Arnold,  Nine- 
teenth Century,  vol  39,  pp.  434,  435. 

His  verse  has  everywhere  the  character- 
istic Greek  signs— lucidity  of  thought,  unity 
in  design,  reserve,  fine  taste,  with  pro- 
priety in  choice  of  ii^etre,  crystal  clearness 
in  diction.  If  a  certain  coldness  be  some- 
times felt,  it  is  due  to  that  over-didactic 
tendency,  that  want  of  disinterested  feeling, 
which  Arnold,  in  most  ways  so  opposed, 
shares  with  Browning;  nor  was  his  over- 
strained value  for  criticism,  of  all  pure 
literary  forms  the  most  transient,  without 
a  dampening  effect  on  his  own  poetry. 
These  conditions,  of  course,  colour  Arnold's 


landscape.  It  is  limited  in  range,  reaching 
its  adnyrable  successes  almost  always  in  the 
idyllic  style.  His  conception  of  the  scene  is 
transparently  accurate;  the  pictures  pre- 
sented have  much  variety,  and  are  always 
in  due  harm,ony  with  the  subject. — Pal- 
grave,  Francis  Turner,  1896,  Landr 
scape  in  Poetry,  p.  265. 

Mr.  Arnold  is  on  one  side  a  poet  of  "cor- 
rectness''—a  new  correctness  as  different 
from  that  of  Pope  as  his  own  time,  char- 
acter, and  cultivation  were  from  Pope's, 
but  still  correctness,  that  is  to^y  a  scheme 
of  literature  which  picks  and  chooses  ac- 
cording to  standards,  precedents,  systems, 
rather  than  one  which,  given  an  abundant 
stream  of  original  music  and  representar 
tion,  limits  the  criticising  province  in  the 
main  to  making  the  thing  given  the  best 
possible  of  its  kind.  .  .  .  And  it  is  not  a 
little  curious  that  his  own  work,  by  no 
means  always  the  best  of  its  kind— that  it 
would  often  be  not  a  little  the  better  for  a 
stricter  application  of  critical  rules  to  it- 
self. But  when  it  is  at  its  best  it  has  a 
wonderful  charm — a  charm  nowhere  else 
to  be  matched  among  our  dead  poets  of  this 
century.  Coleridge  was  perhaps,  aUowing 
for  the  fifty  years  between  them,  as  good  a 
scholar  as  Mr.  Arnold,  and  he  was  a  greater 

Eoet;  but  save  for  a  limited  time  he  never 
ad  his  faculties  under  due  command,  or 
gave  the  best  of  his  work.  Scott,  Byron, 
Keats,  were  not  scholars  at  all;  Shelley  and 
Tennyson  not  critical  scholars;  Rossetti  a 
scholar  only  in  modem  languages.  And 
none  of  these  except  Coleridge,  whatever 
their  niere  knowled^  or  instruction,  had 
the  critical  vein,  the  knack  of  comparing 
and  adjusting,  at  all  strongly  developed. 
Many  attempts  have  been  made  at  a  for- 
m^ula  of  which  the  following  words,  are 
certainly  not  a  perfect  expression,  that  a 
poet  witiiout  criticism  is  a  failure,  and  that 
a  critic  who  is  a. poet  is  a  miracle.  Mr. 
Arnold  is  beyond  all  doubt  the  writer  who 
has  most  nearly  combined  the  two  gifts. — 
Saintsbury,  George,  1896,  A  Histary  of 
Nineteenth  Century  Literature,  p.  283. 

Arnold's  permanent  fame  will  rest  rather 
on  his  poems  than  on  his  prose  writings.  In 
the  coming  generations,  when  the  educa- 
tional politics  of  our  day  shall  have  become 
obsolete  and  have  ceased  to  interest  men; 
when  the  ephemeral  literature,  the  soci- 
ology, an,d  the  personal  controversies  have 
passed  out  of  view,  his  name  will  stand  out 
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conspicuously  with  those  of  Tennyson  and 
Browning,  the  three  representative  poets 
of  the  latter  half  of  the  nineteenth  century. 
The  future  historian  of  literature  who  seeks 
a  key  to  the  moral  condition  of  the  England 
of  our  time,  to  its  intellectual  unrest,  and  to 
its  spiritual  aims  and  tendencies,  will  find 
it  here.— Fitch,  Sir  Joshua,  1897,  Thomas 
and  Matthew  Arnold  and  their  Influence  on 
Engliih  Education,  p.  261. 

As  a  great  elegiac  poet,  Matthew  Arnold 
is  the  clearest  exponent  of  the  subjective 
aspect  of  the  religious  conflict  of  the  Vic- 
torian era.  He  has  helped  the  thinkers  of 
his  generation  to  find  an  utterance  for  their 
sadness;  he  has  interpreted  their  feelings. 
This  sadness,  this  conflict,  he  has  said,  is 
natural,  it  is  not  beyond  explanation;  and 
he  has,  in  his  later  poems,  expressed  his 
hope  of  ultimate  reconciliation  between 
doubt  and  belief.  No  one  has  laid  bare  the 
"malady  of  the  century"  with  keener  in- 
sight than  he.— WoRSPOLD,  W.  Basil, 
1897,  The  Principles  of  Criticism,  p.  200. 

To-day  his  poetry  is  all  of  him  that  re- 
mains, and  its  charm  is  likely  to  soothe  the 
more  strenuous  minds  among  us  for  at  least 
another  generation,  and  perhaps  for  sdl 
time.— Shorter,  Clement,  1897,  Victorian 
Literature,  p.  20. 

It  may  be  said,  indeed,  that  in  Matthew 
Arnold  we  have,  perhaps,  the  most  perfect 
specimen  of  the  classic  style  that  the  essen- 
tially Romantic  bent  of  nineteenth-century 
English  poetry  could  allow  to  exist  and 
flourish  in  our  literature.  It  is  a  style  which 
as  its  judicious  admirers  admit,  has,  in 
modem  hands  at  any  rate,  its  weakness  as 
well  as  its  strength;  and  in  the  hands  of 
Mr.  Arnold  the  former  quality  was  now  and 
then  more  conspicuous  than  the  latter.  It 
betrayed  him  sometimes  into  a  stiffness 
with  which  another  and  greater  classic, 
Milton,  is  himself  on  occasion  justly  charge- 
able, and  sometimes  into  a  frigidity  of 
which  Milton  is  much  more  rarely  guilty.— 
Traill,  Henry  Dupp,  1897,  Social  Eng- 
land, vcl.  VI,  p.  277. 

On  the  whole,  patience  rather  than  hope 
or  action  was  Arnold's  attitude;  the  ten- 
dency of  his  verse  is  certainly  to  depress,  to 
banish  hope,  to  benumb  action.— White, 
Greenough,  1898,  Arnold's  Poetry,  Main 
thew  Arnold  and  the  Spirit  of  the  Age,  p,  27. 

A  narrative  poem  [''Sonrab  and  Rus- 
tum"]  second  in  dignity  to  none  produced 
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in  the  nineteenth  century.  —  Aldrich, 
Thomas  Bailey,  1900,  Poems  of  Robert 
Herrick,  Introduction,  p.  xlvii. 

It  is  frequently  and  truly  remarked  of 
Arnold's  poetry  that  it  never  can  be  popu- 
lar. But  this  is  not  because  there  is  any- 
thing particularly  esoteric  about  it,  and  the 
assumption  that  it  appeals  particularly 
to  the  elect,  is  largely  unfounded.  It  is,  at 
all  events,  better  than  thai.  It  is  not  in  the 
exclusive  sense  that  Mr.  Lang  and  Mr. 
Augustine  Birrell  find  it  intimately,  consol- 
ing. Others  enjoy  it  in  the  san^e  way, 
though,  of  course,  whether  or  no  in  tiie 
same  degree  it  would  be  impossible  to  de- 
termine. But  it  is  poetry  that  never  can  be 
popular  because  it  appeals  te  moods  that 
are  infrequent.  It  is  intimately  consoling  if 
you  are  in  a  mood  that  needs  consolation, 
and  consolation  of  a  severely  stoic  strain. 
Otherwise  it  is  not.  —  Brownell,  W.  C, 
1901,  Matthew  Amdd,  SerUmer's  Magazine, 
vd.  30,  p.  116, 

GENERAL 

No  one  can  charge  Mr.  Arnold  with  being 
the  slave  of  a  system.  No  one  can  say  that 
he  is  fighting  for  an  institution  which  has 
trained  him  into  a  prejudice'  in  its  own 
favor.  No  one  can  say  that  he  has  travelled 
so  long  in  one  deep-worn  lane  that  he  can 
only  see  what  happens  to  be  at  ite  two  ends. 
This  is  what  people  say  or  think  when  the 
clergy  speak  in  enthusiastic  terms  of  the 
Bible  and  of  religion.  But  Mr.,  Arnold  is  a 
free  lance,  if  anybody  is.  Mr.  Arnold  rep- 
resente  criticism  and  the  critical  school  of 
thought,  with  a  prominence  at  present 
which  no  other  Englishman  has  gained. 
What  man  dares,  he  dares;  and  no  fear  of 
unpopularity,  of  present  wrath,  or  of  future 
punishment  will  deter  him  from  saying 
what  he  thinks.  He  holds  a  pen,  too,  sharp 
as  a  bee's  sting,  and  wields  it  with  wit,  not 
to  say  humor,  which  most  people  call  ill- 
natured,  but  which  seems  to  us  only  the  ex- 
uberance of  a  vigorous  life. — Hale,  Ed- 
ward Everett,  1873,  Literature  and  Dogma, 
Old  and  New,  vol.  8,  p.  497. 

Our  most  brilliant  literary  critic.  — 
Knight,  William,  1874,  Studies  in  PkUos- 
ophy  and  Literature,  p.  71. 

Mr.  Arnold  is  a  true  poet,  but  he  is  in- 
tensely and  profoundly  ethical.  He  is  seek- 
ing always  the  highest  truth.  He  is  bent  on 
the  wisest  and  most  successful  conduct  of 
life.  This  is  the  sentiment  and  purpose 
which  give  unity  to  his  poetry  and  prose 
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more  than  the  acuteness,  the  grace,  the  im- 
agination, which  are  common  to  them  both. 
But  his  work  is  far  too  large  and  varied  to 
be  summed  in  any  formula. — Merriam, 
George  S.,  1879,  Some  Aspects  of  MaUhew 
AttuMs  Poetry,  Seribntr's  Monthly,  vol  18, 
p.  282. 

A  large  familiarity  with  foreign  literature 
and  Continental  criticism  has  enabled  Mr. 
Arnold  to  widen  the  scope  of  contemporary 
English  literature.  ...  He  tried  to  raise 
criticism  Trom  its  low  estate — described  by 
Wordsworth  as  "an  inglorious  employ- 
ment." It  can  hardly  be  denied  that  his 
efforts  have  been  successful,  and  that  we 
have  now  a  more  studious,  learned,  disin- 
terested, and  careful  sort  of  reviewers  than 
of  old.  Mr.  Arnold  tried  his  best  to  make 
critics  feel  that  their  duty  is  to  see  things  as 
they  are.  A  poet  is  now  rarely  reviled  be- 
cause his  opinions,  as  a  private  citizen,  are 
Radical,  or  Tory;  because  he  lives  at  Hamp- 
stead,  or  in  Westmoreland;  because  he  goes 
to  church,  or  stays  away.  A  somewhat 
higher  standard  has  been  set,  even  for 
joumey-men-work,  and,  as  far  as  an  Eng- 
lish looker-on  can  judge,  American  liter- 
ature, too,  has  benefited  by  this  increased 
earnestness  of  purpose,  and  this  growing  de- 
sire for  wider  and  clearer  knowledge. — 
Lang,  Andrew,  1882,  Matthew  Arnold, 
Century  Magazine,  vol.  23,  p.  860. 

While  so  much  that  is  effective  in  Mr. 
Arnold's  writings  is  generally  attributed  to 
his  culture,  I  am  confident  that  without  Us 
rare  na^itre— what  is  it  but  gemus?— mere 
culture  would  have  left  him  mechanical, 
Jbrassy,  insipid,  where  he  is  now  vital, 
sweet,  profound.  He  always  has  some- 
thing to  say,  which  is  Carlyle's  first  requis- 
ite for  good  writing.  But  his  literary  art  is 
masterly.  His  sentences  are  clear-cut, 
>  statuesque  in  their  elaboration,  not  a  word 
in  them  can  be  changed  but  to  their  detri- 
ment,—and  yet  they  are  limpid,  crisp, 
graceful,  strong,  charged  to  the  full  with 
thought.  And  then,  too,  with  his  positive 
convictions  and  robust  vigor,  how  deli- 
cately he  handles  the  subtlest  themes!  How 
large  and  sustained  his  movement;  how 
sure  his  grip;  how  imperial,  without  bluster 
or  arrogance,  his  authority!  I  cannot  ex- 
press my  admiration  of  his  fluent,  virile, 
precise  style,  his  scope  and  insight,  his  wis- 
dom, moderation,  catholicity,  and  illumin- 
ating interpretation,  without  seeming  to 
exaggerate  his  quality  as  a  writer  and  his 


virtues  as  a  man.  Amid  a  Babel  of  noisiea 
and  factions,  he  stands  calm,  judicial,  self- 
contained;  and  niinds  that  hate  shams  and 
love  truth  and  beauty  are  reassured  by  his 
example  and  inspiration.— Powers,  Hora- 
tio N.,  1883,  MatOiew  Armdd,  The  Dial,  vol. 
4,  p.  122. 

I  have  wished  to  praise,  to  express  the 
high  appreciation  of  all  those  who  in  Eng- 
land and  America  have  in  any  degree  at- 
tempted to  care  for  literature.  They  owe 
Matthew  Arnold  a  debt  of  gratitude  for  his 
admirable  example,  for  having  placed  the 
standard  of  successful  expression,  of  liter- 
ary feeling  and  good  manners,  so  high. 
They  never  tire  of  him — they  read  him  again* 
and  again.  They  think  the  wit  and  humour 
of  "Friendship's  Garland"  the  most  deli- 
cate possible,  the  luminosity  of  "Culture 
and  Anarchy"  almost  dazzling,  the  elo- 
quence of  such  a  paper  as  the  article  on 
Lord  Falkland  in  the  "Mixed  Essay"  irresist- 
ible. They  find  him,  in  a  word,  more  than 
any  one  else,  the  happily-proportioned,  the 
truly  distinguished  man  of  letters.  When 
there  is  a  question  of  his  eflScacy,  his  in- 
fluence, it  seems  to  me  enough  to  ask  one's 
self  what  we  should  hare  done  without  him, 
to  think  how  much  we  should  have  missed 
him,  and  how  he  has  salted  and  seasoned 
our  public  conversation.  In  his  absence  the 
whole  tone  of  discussion  would  have  seemed 
more  stupid,  more  literal.  Without  his  irony  \ 
to  play  over  its  surface,  to  clip  it  here  and 
there  of  its  occasional  fustiness,  the  life  of 
our  Anglo-Saxon  race  would  present  a 
much  greater  appearance  of  insensibility. 
—  James,  Henrt,  1883,  Matthew  Arnold, 
English  Illustrated  Magazine,  vol.  1,  p.  246. 

Mr.  Matthew  Arnold  is  indeed  a  writer 
who  speaks  with  a  great  deal  of  authority,  v 
He  has  a  strong  positive  spirit  ThestrengUi 
of  that  positive  spirit  is  all  the  more  evi- 
dent from  the  fact  that  it  has  been  hindered 
by  that  sympathetic  discouragement  of 
which  he  so  often  speaks.  His  mind  has 
been  very  open  to  impressions  from  certain 
authors,  and  indeed  from  men  in  general. 
And  it  appears  to  have  been  his  disposition 
to  regard  others  as  more  enviable  than  him- 
self. .  .  .  This  constitutional  confidence 
was  of  great  artistic  use  to  him  in  his 
younger  days.  The  charming  poems  which 
he  wrote  at  that  period  appear,  many  of 
them,  and  some  of  the  best,  to  have  been  re- 
garded by  the  poet  himself  quite  as  much 
as  statements  of  truth  as  expressions  of  art 
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He  will  not  write  unless  he  has  a  substantial 
poetical  thought  to  express.  It  would  be 
well  if  all  poe^  knew  equally  well  when  not 
to  speak.  ...  In  his  writings  upon  other 
than  literary  subjects  Mr.  Aniold  is  better 
the  nearer  he  keeps  to  the  description  2t 
human  nature.  ...  Mr.  Arnold's  writings 
have  been  widely  read  here.  They  have  a 
natiu^l  relationship  to  this  country.  He  is 
an  admirer  of  democracy,  and  has  thought 
a  great  deal  about  the  future  of  human  char- 
Bcter  and  society.  His  interest  in  the 
future  is  indeed  one  of  his  peculiarities.— 
Nadal,  E.  S.,  1884,  MaUhew  Arnold,  The 
Critic,  vol.  2,  p.  135. 

No  injustice  is  done  to  Mr.  Arnold  in  say- 
ing that  condescension  in  the  form  of  super- 
ciliousness more  or  less  infects  his  ablest 
writings.  He  is  very  careful  to  abstain  from 
every  kind  of  that  passionate  invective,  of 
that  righteous  wrath,  in  which  vehement 
minds  are  apt  to  indulge  when  their  souls 
are  excited  by  the  contemplation  of  some 
great  wrong;  there  is  hardly  a  trace  in  his 
works  of  the  nobler  age  so  dominant  in  Mil- 
ton, Chatham,  or  Burke;  but  on  the  other 
hand,  there  is  no  recent  English  writer  who 
excels  or  even  equals  him  in  the  exquisitely 
polished  poison  with  which  he  deliberately 
tips  the  light  and  shining  arrows  of  his 
sarcasm.  The  wounds  he  inflicts  may  seem 
to  be  a  mere  scratch  on  the  surface;  but 
they  fester;  they  eat  into  the  fltth,  which 
they  hardly  seem  to  touch;  and  the  dull  and 
prolonged  pain  they  cause  is  as  hard  to  bear 
as  the  sting  of  a  scorpion  or  the  bite  of  a 
centipede.  .  .  .  The  prose  of  Sfr.  Arnold, 
when  he  is  in  his  best  mood,  almost  realizes 
his  ideal  of  what  he  calls  the  Attic  style, 
having  its  ^'warm  glow,  blithe  movement, 
and  soft  pliancy  of  life.''  Take  such  an 
essay  as  that  on  '^ Religious  Sentiment," 
and  it  seems,  as  we  read,  that  it  cannot  be 
improved.    In  some  of  his  theological  and 


but  as  a  heathen  might  be  so.  He  was  a 
heathen,  and  he  knew  the  heathen.  He 
was  more  at  home  among  the  heathen  than 
in  Christian  society;  and  this  is  a  trait  of  his 
class.  Knowing  the  heathen  better  than  the 
Christian  and  having  more  affection  for 
him,  and  knowing  his  difficulties  better 
than  the  Christian's,  he  could  but  say  in 
answer  to  the  question,  What  is  highest 
good?  "  A  stream  of  tendency  which  makes 
for  righteousness. "  An  easy  way  to  let  a 
man  down,  who  wants  to  go  down,  by  a 
pretty  phrase.— Hbcker,  I.  T.,  1888,  Two 
Prophets  of  this  Age,  Catholic  World,  td.  47, 
p.  689. 

Past  in  a  moment;  passed  away, 
The  finest  spirit  of  the  day; 
Past  in  the  fuU  meridian  sense 
Of  masterful  inteUigence: 
The  thought  that  struck — the  wit  that  played 
With  measured  aim — ^with  tempered  blade — 
The  hand  that  with  new  laurels  hung 
The  Temple  of  the  Mother-Tongue, 
The  soul  that  nursed  the  inner  fire 
Which  radiates  from  Apollo's  lyre, 
And  crowns  his  favourites,  now  as  then, 
Among  the  foremost  sons  of  men.    .    .    . 
Far  beyond,  and  far  behind, 
ShaU  live  his  legacy  of  Mind, 
A  throbbing  pulse  of  English  thought, 
Quick  with  the  lessons  that  he  taught. 
Thrice  happy  he,  whose  buoyant  youth 
In  light  of  Beauty  sought  for  Truth, 
Showed  stars  that  guide  to  eyes  that  shine, 
High-priest  of  Beauty's  inmost  shrine, 
And,  wheresoe'er  new  worships  tend — 
Ensued  his  goddess  to  the  endl 

— Merivale,  Herman,  1888,  Matthew 
Arnold. 

Few  men,  if  any,  whom  death  could  have 
taken  from  us  would  have  been  more  per- 
sceptibly  niissed  by  a  wider  range  of  friends 
and  readers  than  Mr.  Matthew  Arnold. 
Other  men  survive  who  command  a  more 
eager  enthusiasm,  or  who  are  more  actively 
important  to  the  work  of  the  world.    But 


political  discussions  his  style,  it  must  be  ^hardly  any  man  was  present  in  so  many 


confessed,  loses  much  of  its  charm.  It  is 
important,  however,  to  discriminate  be- 
tween listening  to  iSr.  Arnold  and  reading 
him.— Whipple,  Edwin  Percy,  1884,  Mat- 
thew  Arnold,  North  American  Review,  vol. 
138,  pp.  433,  441. 

To  speak  with  perfect  frankness,  it  seems 
to  me  that  Mr.  Arnold's  one  weak  point  as 
critic  is  a  tendency  to  over-fastidiousness.  L 
—Doyle,  Sir  Francis  Hastings,  1886, 
Reminiscences  and  Opinions,  p.  182. 

Matthew  Arnold  was  a  polished  scholar. 


cultivated  minds  as  an  element  of  interest 
in  life,  an  abiding  possibility  of  stimulating 
and  fruitful  thought.  His  criticism  of  bool^ 
and  of  life  found  wider  acceptance  in  the 
English-speaking  world  than  that  offered  by 
any  other  writer;  and  even  the  slight  affec- 
tations or  idiosyncrasies  of  his  pellucid  style 
have  become  so  associated  with  the  sense  of 
intellectual  enjo3rment  that  few  readers 
wished  them  away.  .  .  .  His  business  and 
achievements,  indeed,  were  widely  spread. 
He  was  an  inspector  of  schools,  a  literary, 
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sodal;  and  political  essayist,  a  religious  re- 
former;  and  a  poet.  To  the  fiTst  of  these 
pursuits,  widening  into  the  study  of  state 
education  generally,  he  probably  gave  the 
largest  proportion  of  his  time,  and  he  be- 
came one  of  the  most  accompUshed  special- 
ists in  that  direction  whom  England  pos- 
sessed; in  the  ueond  pursuit  he  was  the 
most  brilliantly  successful;  to  the  third,  as  I 
believe,  he  devoted  the  most  anxious  and 
persistent  thought;' and  by  the  fourth  pur- 
smt,  as  a  poet,  he  iMl,  we  cannot  doubt,  be 
the  longest  remembered.— Myers,  Fred- 
eric W.  H.,  1888,  MaUhew  Amdd,  Fart- 
nightly  Review,  vol.  49,  p.  719. 

Arnold  is  preeminently^ 'mjtjical  force,  a 
force  of  clear  reason  and  of  4teady'discel|^ 
ment.  He  is  not  an  author  whom  we  read 
for  the  nian's  sake  or  for  the  flavor  of  his 
personality,  for  this  is  not  always  agreeable, 
but  for  his  imf ailing  intelligence  and  critical 
acumen;  and  because,  to  borrow  a  sentence 
of  Goethe,  he  helps  us  to  "attain  certainty 
and  security  in  the  appreciation  of  things 
exactly  as  they  are."  Everywhere  in  lus 
books  we  are  brought  imder  the  influence  of 
a  mind  which  indeed  does  not  fill  and  dilate 
us,  but  which  clears  our  vision,  which  sets 
going  a  process  of  crystallization  in  our 
thoughts,  and  brings  our  knowledge,  on  a 
certain  range  of  subjects,  to  a  higher  state 
of  clearness  and  purity. — Burrouohs, 
John,  1888,  MaUhew  AmoWt  Criticim, 
Century  Magazine,  vol  36,  p.  185. 

Mr.  Matthew  Arnold,  indeed,  master  of 
all  literary  arts,  was  highly  slalful  in  the 
use  of  the  Preface,  which,  in  his  hands, 
served  to  drive  home  the  bolt  of  his  ai^gu- 
ment,  and  to  rivet  it  firmly  on  the  other  side. 
Those  who  have  read  one  of  Mr.  Arnold's 
prefaces  know  what  to  expect,  and  fall  to, 
with  increased  appetite,  on  the  book  itself. 
—  Matthews,  Brander,  1888,  Pen  and 
Ink,  p,  50. 

He  did  more  to  inculcate  in  the  minds  of 
EnglishHipeakinff  people  a  love  for  liter- 
ature for  the  sake  of  itself  than  any  other 
n^m  living  or  dead.  He  was  a  poet,  but  not 
a  great  one.  He  cultivated  the  art  of  using 
words  to  the  utmost  extent  possible  in  a 
man  of  his  temperament.  He  wrote  at 
times  exquisitely.  He  was 'an  intellectual 
aristocrat,  and  we  cannot  but  admu^  the 
position  he  took  above  all  low,  vulgar  and 
conunon  things.  But,  nevertheless,  his  life- 
long cultivation  of  the  art  of  literature  led 
to  nothing,  because  it  did  not  lead  to  God. 


— Egan,  BfAURicE  Francis,  1889,  Lecturer 
on  English  Literature,  p.  1. 

Mr.  Arnold  justiy  earned  the  thanks  of 
this  generation  for  the  soundness  of  his 
judgments  on  questions  of  taste  and  for  the 
clearness  with  which  he  delivered  them.  It 
is  not  to  be  denied,  however,  that  his 
powers  of  ludd  and  felicitous  expression 
frequentiy  led  him  into  the  dangerous  habit  y 
of  substituting  phrases  for  reasoning;  and  ^ 
this  tendency  is  nowhere  more  manifest 
than  in  the  Preface  which  he  contributed  to 
Mr.  Humphry  Ward's    "English  Poets" 

fublished  in  1880.— C!oTOthope,  William 
OHN,  1^89,  The  Life  of  Alexander  Pope, 
Pope^B  Works,  ed.  Elwin  and  Courthope,  voL 
v,  p.  377. 

When  all  has  been  said,  there  is  not  to  be 
found  in  modem  tipe  sucl^  a  body  of  liter- 
ary criticism' as  that  wlAcB'ifr.  Arnold  has 
left  us.  In  no  other  writer  of  our  time  is 
tiiere  to  be  found  so  much  strong  sense, 
keen  insight,  subtle  yet  ludd  analysis,  calm 
unimpassioned  judgment,  feeling  for  hum- 
our, for  pathos,  for  noble  poetry,  and  high 
imagination  clothed  in  a  style  which  needed 
only  an  occasional  rise  into  the  eloquence 
of  passionate  and  ringing  oratory  to  be 
quite  perfect.  The  absence  of  this  swing 
and  fervour  has  been  noted  as  a  defect;  per- 
haps it  is  so;  perhaps  its  presence  would 
have  been  inconsistent  with  the  graceful 
quiet  playful  flow  of  his  limpid  sentences. 
Yet  his  quiet  was  not  the  quiet  of  weakness 
or  indecision.  When  he  condenms  these 
passages  in  the  life  of  Shelley  and  his  friends 
whidb  no  one  but  an  infatuated  idolater 
can  defend,  or  speaks  of  the  coarse  brutal- 
ities of  Milton's  polemics  as  any  one  who 
has  read  them  (except  Lord  Macaulay) 
must  in  his  heart  admit  that  they  deserve, 
he  does  so  in  stinging  language,  which 
leaves  no  doubt  as  to  his  own  stem  dis- 
approbation and  unqualified  dislike.  Where 
idl  is  excellent  it  is  difficult  to  select,  and  of 
the  literary  papers  of  Mr.  Amold  there  is 
not  one  which  should  remain  unread — 
CoLERiDQB,  John  Duke  Lord,  1889,  Mat- 
thew Arnold,  New  Review,  vol.  I,  p.  218.        ^ 

As  a  critic  Mr.  Amold  has  been  com- 
pared to  Sainte-Beuve,  for  whom  he  had  a 
great  admiration,  and  who  spoke  oT  him  to 
me  with  much  respect,  and  no  doubt  he  had 
some  of  the  merits  of  that  eminent  man, 
with  a  total  absence  of  his  moral  defects, 
lifr.  Arnold's  method,  however,  was  very 
different,  and  to  my  thinking  not  so  good 
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The  method  indeed  of  Sainte-Beuve  seems 
to  me  quite  perfect,  and  he  gave  to  criticism 
the  kind  of  continuous  and  all-engrossing 
toil  which  a  Q.  C.  in  imn^ense  practice  gives 
to  his  profession.  Towards  the  latter  part 
of  his  life  indeed,  before  he  became  a  sena- 
tor, I  have  reason  to  think  that  he  gave 
more,  and  that  he  found  his  labours  terribly 
wearing.  Mr.  Arnold's  critical  papers  were 
« merely  essays  written  in  the  intervals  of 
business,  and,  excellent  as  they  are,  would 
probably  have  been  better,  as  well  as  more 
numerous,  if  he  had  been  able  to  devote  a 
larger  part  of  his  energies  to  them.— Duff, 
MoUNTSTUART  E.  GRANT,  1890,  Motthew 
AmoUPs  WTtiingi,  Murray* i  Magadne,  vol. 
7,  p.  301. 

Arnold  intended  to  designate,  or  at  least 
to  convey,  something  peculiar  to  his  own 
conception,— not  strictly  related  to  liter- 
ature at  all,  it  nuty  be,  but  m,ore  closely  tied 
to  society  in  its  general  mental  activity.  In 
other  words,  l^rnold  was  a  critic  of  civiliza-, 
tion  more  than  of  books,  and  aimed  at  illumi-. 
nation  by  means  of  ideas,  f  With  this  goes 
his  manner— that  habitual  air  of  telling 
you  something  which  you  did  not  know  be- 
fore, and  doing  it  for  your  good,  which 
stamps  him  as  a  preacher  bom.  Under  the 
n\ask  of  the  critic  is  the  long  English  face  of 
the  gospeler;  that  type  whose  persistent 
physiognomy  was  never  absent  from  the 
conventicle  of  English  thought.— Wooi>- 
BERRY,  George  Edward,  1890-1900,  Mor 
kert  of  LUeraiurey  p.  3. 

Rather,  it  may  be,  over-much 

He  shunned  the  common  stain  and  smutch, 

From  soilure  of  ignoble  touch 
Too  grandly  free, 

Too  lof  tUy  secure  in  such 
Cold  purity. 

But  he  preserved  from  chance  control 

The  fortress  of  his  'stablisht  soul; 

In  aU  things  sought  to  see  the  Whole; 
Brooked  no  disguise; 

And  set  his  heart  upon  the  goal, 
Not  on  the  prize. 

With  those  Elect  he  shall  survive 

Who  seem  not  to  compete  or  strive, 

Yet  with  the  foremost  stiU  arrivd. 
Prevailing  stiU: 

Spirits  with  whom  the  stars  connive 
To  work  their  wiU. 

—Watson,  Wiluam,  1890,  In  Laleham 
Churckyardf  Aug.  18. 

'  Insight,  appreciation,  patience— these 
are  the  qualities  that  stamp  the  bom  critic, 
and  so  intrinsically  was  Arnold  a  critic,  that 
he  seized  not  only  the  livery  but  the  secret 


of  the  creators,  and  advanced  himself  far 
along  their  own  lines.  .  .  .  Much  of  Ar- 
nold's poetry  is  but  thrice-reiined  criticism, 
trebly  refined  pessimistic  critidsn);  and  the 
portion  of  it  that  is  pure  poetry  is  not  song. 
The  bom  critic  could  not  leam  the  bom 
poet's  lay;  but  he  could  rise  to  noble  verse, 
indeed  to  as  noble  verse  of  the  kind  as  we 
.have  in  the  language.  ...  If  Arnold  does 
not  greatly  impress  us  as  a  poet,  the  mo- 
ment we  meet  him  as  a  critic  we  are  in  the 
presence  of  a  n^wter.— Ghenby,  John 
Vance,  1891,  The  Golden  Guess,  pp,  80,  81, 
83. 

This  book,  ["Friendship's  Garland"] pub- 
lished when  Arnold  was  filling  the  mouths 
of  men  with  his  paradoxical  utterances, 
lighted  up  all  through  with  such  wit  and 
charm  of  style  as  can  hardly,  of  its  kind,  be 
paralleled  in  recent  prose;  a  masterpiece, 
not  dealing  with  remote  or  abstruse  ques-  . 
tions,  but  with  burning  n^atters  of  the  day^ 
— this  entertaining  and  admirably  modem 
volume  enjoyed  a  sale  which  would  mean 
deplorable  fiulure  in  the  case  of  a  female 
novelist  of  a  perfectly  subterranean  order. 
— GossE,  Edmund,  1891,  The  Influence  of 
Democraey,  Questions  at  Issue,  p.  60. 

No  recent  English  critic,  I  think,  has  ap- 
proached him  in  the  art  of  dving  delicate 
portraits  of  literary  leaders ;  he  has  spoken, 
for  example,  precisely  the  right  word  about 
Byron  and  Wordsworth.  Many  of  us  who 
cannot  rival  him  may  gain,  from  Arnold's 
writings  a  higher  conception  of  what  is  our 
tme  function.  He  did,  I  think,  more  than 
any  man  to  impress  upon  his  countrymen 
that  the  critic  could  not  be  a  mere  combat- 
ant in  a  series  of  faction  fights,  puffing '  ^ 
friends  and  saying  to  an  enemy,  "This  will 
never  do. "  The  weak  side,  however,  of  the 
poetical  criticism  is  its  tendency  to  be 
"subjective, "  that  is,  to  reflect  too  strongly 
the  personal  prejudices  of  the  author.— 
Stephen,  Lesue,  1893,  Matthew  Arnold, 
National  Review,  vd.  22,  p.  465. 

Arnold's  paragraphs,  while  they  have  not 
the  very  highest  variety  in  unity,  do  have 
admirable  measure  and  proportion.  The 
paragraph  is  usually  loose,  with  an  in- 
troductory sentence  of  transition.  A  large 
proportion  are  deductive:  Amold  loved  to 
regard  the  paragraph  as  a  means  of  illus- 
trating a  general  rule— he  was  not  par- 
ticular to  advance  a  large  body  of  par- 
ticulars and  base  an  induction  upon  these. 
.  .  .  The  coherence  of  Amold's  paragraphs 
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is  well-nigh  perfect  in  its  way.  It  arises 
primarily  from  an  oral  structure— a  close 
logical  method,  redintegrating  in  idea, 
slightly  aggregating  in  sentence.— Lewis, 
Edwin  Herbert,  1894,  The  History  of  the 
English  Paragraph,  pp.  163, 164. 

Arnold  may  have  differed  from  his  father 
about  Celt  and  Saxon,  and  about  a  hundred 
other  things,  and  some  of  them  were  im- 

Eortant  things  in  the  eyes  of  both  of  them; 
ut  to  his  father  he  did  no  doubt  owe  that 
point  of  fundamental  resemblance  which 
made  them  both  take  the  social  view  of  hu- 
man life  and  duty.  That  Matthew 
will  live  by  his  verse,  and  not  by  his  prose, 
does  not  affect  the  fact  that  the  mainspring 
of  his  activity  was  his  sense  of  the  use  and 
necessity  of  England  as  a  great  force  in  the 
world,  and  his  conviction  that  she  could  not 
exert  this  force  effectively  or  wisely  until 
her  educational  system  had  been  vivified; 
her  ideas  of  conduct  and  character  clarified 
and  widened,  and  all  her  standards  of  en- 
lightment  raised.  For  this  literature  was  to 
be  the  great  instrument.  But  along  with 
literature,  organisation. — Morlet,  John, 
1895,  Matthew  Arnold,  Nineteenth  Century, 
vol  38,  p,  1049. 

Nature,  for  instance,  plainly  intended 
that  Matthew  Arnold  should  not  write  ele- 
gant prose,  and  she  absolutely  forbade  him 
to  write  poetry,  yet  he  succeeded  in  doing 
both.— Bates,  Arlo,  1896,  Talks  on  Wriir 
ing  English,  p,  88. 

Few  Englishmen  of  the  nineteenth  cen- 
«^ury  have  been  so  sincere  and  so  outspoken 
in  their  critisicm  of  their  contemporaries. 
*  Matthew  Arnold  was  often  wrong,  both  in 
his  premises  and  his  conclusions;  but  he 
was  always  truthful  and  conscientious.  Of 
some  subjects  he  had  a  profound  knowl- 
edge; for  example,  he  had  made  a  thorough 
study  of  Homer,  and  of  Greek  literature 
generally.  He  also  devoted  much  atten- 
tion to  the  liteiiary  aspect  of  the  Bible.  Not 
only  was  he  a  true  apostle  of  culture,  but 
the  most  catholic-minded  and  cosmopoli- 
tan of  English  writers.  ...  He  was  a 
man  of  childlike  and  affectionate  nature, 
and  yet  the  possessor  of  an  intellect  which 
could  appredate  the  literatures  of  all  na- 
tions. He  was  entirely  free  from  Anglo- 
Saxon  insularity.  He  lashed  with  refined 
sarcasm  the  smug  self-complacency  of  the 
British  Philistine,  and  made  the  ''vulgar- 
mindedness''  of  the  middle-class  so  odious 
tiiat  the  best  amongst  them  have,  by  this 


time,  learned  to  be  ashamed  of  their  own 
sordid  vices  and  almost  equally  sordid 
virtues.  In  nvany  respects  he  was,  perhaps, 
hypercritical.  He  always  loved  to  praise 
the  French,  and  to  declare  that  they  are 
superior  to  the  English.  .  .  .  Matthew 
Aniold,  classical  as  his  poetry  is  in  form  and 
in  its  ideals,  is,  as  a  critic,  the  most  modem 
of  modems.  He  was  rattier  an  interpreter 
of  the  spirit  of  the  age  than  a  prophet  or  a 
leader.  If  he  lacked  Carlyle's  colossal 
force,  he  was  free  from  that  great  writer's 
gloomy  pessimism  and  love  of  vitupera- 
tion. As  a  poet  he  may  rank  after  Tenny- 
son and  Browning,  and  in  some  respects 
his  poetry  is  more  inspiring  than  that  of  his 
two  illustrious  contemporaries.  Misunder- 
stood and  censured  by  the  champions  of 
orthodox  literality,  he  was  really  one  of  the 
most  religious-minded  of  men.  He  taught 
his  fellow-countrymen  to  associate  happi- 
ness, and  not  mis&ry,  with  righteousness. 
It  was  a  lesson  which  England  had  need 
to  leam.— Hannigan,  D.  F.,  1896,  Mat- 
thew  Arnold's  Letters,  Westminster  Review, 
vol.  146,  pp.  40,  42. 

The  amount  of  direct  information  that 
we  derive  from  Matthew  Amold,  for  in- 
stance, is  usually  small;  his  opinions  often 
miss  our  acceptance;  and  yet  no  student  can 
follow  his  thought  through  many  pages 
without  a  distinct  gain  in  that  which  Arnold 
so  strenouosly  battled  for,  genuine  culture.  * 
— KooPMAN,  Harry  Lyman,  1896,  The 
Mastery  of  Books,  p.  33. 

Amold's  influence  upon  the  religious 
views  of  English-speaking  F^testants  it 
would  be  difficult  to  exaggerate.  We  live 
too  near  his  day,  perhaps,  to  gauge  th^ 
force  of  that  influence  with  accuracy,  but 
that  it  was  a  wide-spread  and  destractive 
influence  cannot  be  denied.  He  was  un- 
doubtedly one  of  the  most  insidious  en- 
emies of  "Orthodox"  Protestantism— that 
is,  the  school  of  Protestant  Christianity 
which  has  clung  to  a  more  or  less  vague 
notion  of  the  Incamation — that  the  cen- 
tury has  produced.  A  champion  of  the 
Established  Church  of  England  as  against 
the  dissenting  sects,  the  manner  and  grounds 
.  of  that  defence  were  of  a  nature  to  horrify 
all  except  the  haziest  minds  among  Broad- 
church  Anglicans.  His  conception  of  the 
Christian  religion  bore  the  same  relation  to 
the  dogmatic  faith  of  the  historic  church 
that  the  light  of  the  moon  bears  to  the  sun's 
brilliancy  and  heat.    Gear,  pale,  cold— it 
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was  a  reflected  light,  as  wanting  in  warmth 
as  the  moon's  rays;  the  best  it  may  accom- 
plish is  to  illumine  the  wayfarer's  pathway 
enough  to  aid  him  in  avoiding  the  pitfalls 
of  ignorance  and  lust;  but  its  faint  gUmmer 
guides  his  steps  to  the  brink  of  blank  in- 
fidelity, and  Uien  the  pale  rays  fade  into 
blackest  night.  His  religion  was  the  logical 
outcome  of  the  latitudinarian  views  of  his 
father.  ...  He  was  of  too  fine  a  cultivar 
tion,  and  of  too  cosmopolitan  a  type,  to 
fall  into  the  vulgarisms  regarding  the 
church  so  rife  in  the  published  thought  of 
otherwise  scholarly  American  non-Catholics 
— men  whose  Rome-hating,  Reformation- 
lauding  traditions  lead  them  into  strangely 
narrow  and  crooked  pathways  of  vilifica- 
tion.-—Morse,  Charles  A.  L.,  1896,  Mair 
thew  Arnold' t  Letters,  Cathdie  World,  vol 
63,  pp.  491, 493. 

While  Matthew  Arnold  travelled  a  long 
way  beyond  his  father's  theological  cere- 
monies, and  was  certainly  not  opposed  to 
the  emancipation  of  the  Jews,  he  inherited 
and  adopted  Dr.  Arnold's  invincible  faith 
in  truth,  righteousness,  and  innocence.  No 
line  of  his  poetry  suggests  anything  but 
what  is  lovely  and  of  good  report.  No  act 
of  his  life  would  have  been  condenmed  by 
the  puritan  rigor  of  his  father.  From  his 
father  also  he  derived  much  of  his  inbred 
taste  and  literary  sense.  Dr.  Arnold's  style 
is  always  ludd,  dignified,  and  impressive. 
His  mind  was  steeped  in  that  standard  and 
touchstone  of  perfection,  the  literature  of 
Athens.  Plato  and  Thucydides  were  the 
favorites  of  the  father;  Homer  and  Sopho- 
cles of  the  son.  Greece  is  justified  of  her 
children.— Paul,  Herbert  Woodfibld, 
1896,  Matthew  Arnold' t  Letters,  The  Forum, 
vol.  20,  p.  630. 

It  was  through  his  writings  alone  that  he 
wished  all  biographical  hints  to  be  made 
accessible  to  the  great  reading  public,  and 
so  left  it  on  record  that  no  life  of  him  should 
be  written.  And  yet,  in  reading  the  works 
of  a  favourite  author,  we  wish  at  times  to 
have  some  more  commonplace  account  of 
his  everyday  life  and  character  with  which 
to  compare  the  ideal  biography  of  him 
which  has  been  insensibly  forming  itself  in 
our  minds.  His  works,  especially  Us  poetry 
— if  he  be  a  poet — are  the  outcome  of  some 
rare  moments  of  spiritual  insight;  of  some 
mood  of  suspense,  or  joy,  or  sorrow;  of  some 
delicate  handling  of  a  pressing  intellectual 
problem;  and  our  indebtedness  to  them  for 


the  furtherance  of  our  deepest  and  truest 
life  only  serves  to  increase  the  personal  in- 
terest felt  for  the  author,  and  makes  us 
wish  for  a  more  detailed  account  of  his  life 
than  those  indirect  hints  which  his  literary 
productions  can  suggest.  And  of  such  an 
account,  in  spite  of  the  fact  that  no  regular 
biography  is  to  be  written,  we  are  not  de- 
prived in  the  case  of  Matthew  Arnold, 
whose  letters,  published  in  two  volumes,  ex- 
hibit the  writer  in  an  admirable  light  as  a 
most  devoted  son  and  brother,  husband 
and  father,  and  a  perfectly  charming  friend 
to  those  whose  correspondence  with  him  has 
found  a  place  in  these  volumes.— Fisher, 
Charles,  1897,  Matthew  Arnold  as  seen 
ikrough  kis  Letters,  Gentleman's  Magazine, 
vd.  283,  pp.  492,  495. 

There  are  probably  few  readers  of  the 
critical  literature  of  the  times  who  do  not 
recur  again  and  again  to  Matthew  Arnold's 
criticism,  not  only  for  the  charm  of  the 
style,  but  for  the  currents  of  vital  thought 
which  it  holds.  One  may  not  always  agree 
with  him,  but  for  that  very  reason  he  will 
go  back  to  see  how  it  is  possible  to  differ 
from  a  man  who  sees  so  clearly  and  feels 
so  justly.  Of  course  Arnold's  view  is  not 
final,  any  more  than  is  that  of  any  other 
man;  but  it  is  always  fit,  and  challenges 
your  common  sense.  After  the  muddle  and 
puddle  of  most  literary  criticism,  the  reader 
of  Arnold  feels  like  a  traveler  who  has  got 
out  of  the  confusion  of  brush  and  bog  into 
clean  and  clear  open  spaces,  where  the 
ground  is  firm,  and  where  he  can  see  his 
course.  "  Where  trees  grow  biggest, "  says 
Emerson,  ''the  huntsn^  finds  the  easiest 
way;"  and  for  a  similar  reason  the  way  is 
always  easy  and  inviting  through  Arnold's 
pages.— Burroughs,  John,  1897,  On  the 
Re-reading  of  Books,  Century  Magazine, 
vol,  55,  p.  149. 

He  had  given  vogue  to  modes  of  thought 
and  judgment  which  were  once  rare  amongst 
Englishmen.  He  would  have  disclaimed, 
with  some  repugnance,  the  suggestion  that 
he  had  a  method.  But  if  he  had  not  a 
method,  he  had  a  mystery,  an  open  secret, 
the  habit  of  seeing  every  object  before  him 
in  a  perspective  of  wide  culture  and  obser- 
vation.—Tovey,  Duncan  C,  1897,  Reviews 
and  Essays  in  English  Literature,  p.  71. 

As  a  writer  upon  morals  and  politics,  he 
is  characterized  by  the  spirit  of  "sweet- 
ness and  light,"  with  a  purpose  to  make 
reason  and  the  will  of  God  prevail.     The 
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results  of  his  work  are  exceedingly  great.— 
Gboroe,  Andrew  J.,  1898,  From  Chaueer 
to  Arnold,  Type$  of  Literary  Art,  p.  662,  note. 

We  admit  fairly  and  freely  that  Mr. 
Arnold  is  a  teacher,  if  not  of  truth,  at  least 
of  half  truths,  and  those  of  a  very  valuable 
kind.  Indeed,  could  we  but  once  convince 
ourselves,  or  become  convinced,  that  the 
ottier  half  were  already  adequately  taught 
and  acted  on,  and  that  there  is  much  danger 
of  there  being  really  too  much  taught,  as  Mr. 
Arnold  maintains,  we  should  be  happy  to 
adopt  his  theoiy ,  if  not  his  application  of  it. 
His  real  fault  is  that  in  his  laudable  anxiety 
to  propagate  "Hellenism,"  "spontaneity  ot 
consciousness,"  "the  desirability  of  a  free 
play  of  thought  on  our  stock  notions, "  and 
so  forth,  he  lamentably  under-rates  the 
value  of  the  other  great  means  towards  the 
attainment  of  perfection  which  he  calls 
"Hebraism,"  and  which  consists  mainly  in 
the  development  of  the  moral  side  of  man's 
nature  and  the  striving  to  reduce  at  once  to 
practice  whatever  of  l^ht  a  n^  may  have. 
— Oakeshott,  B.  N.,  1898,  Maiihew  Ar- 
nold as  a  Poekcal  and  Social  Critic,  Weit- 
mingter  Review,  vol.  149,  pp.  161,  162. 

Perhaps  the  most  important  utterance 
["Essay  in  Criticism"]  upon  criticism  in 
modem  times. — Gayley,  Charles  Mills, 
AND  Scott,  Fred  Newton,  1899,  An  In- 
troduction  to  the  Methods  and  Materials  of 
Literary  Criticism,  p.  10. 

Some  ten  years  ago,  a  band  of  self-ap- 
pointed defenders  of  America  and  its  in- 
stitutions undertook  to  drive  Matthew 
Arnold  out  of  court  with  clubs  and  toma- 
hawks. He  was  a  snob,  an  aristocrat,  an 
ignoramus,  knowing  nottiing  of  American 
institutions  and  not  much  of  anything  else, 
without  the  ability  even  to  use  the  English 
language  correctly,  on  the  hypothesis  that 
he  had  anytiiing  to  say.  But  such  attacks 
really  did  more  good  than  harm,  since  they 
convinced  the  judicious  that  the  critic's 
verdict,  "Thou  ailest  here,  and  here,"  was 
timely  and  well-grounded;  and  an  increas- 
ing number  of  Ainericans  went  on  reading 
Mr.  Arnold's  works  with  profit  and  enjoy- 
ment. .  .  .  One  who  reads  him  with  care 
can  see  that  he  has  no  quarrel  with  those 
who  can  base  upon  the  data  at  hand  a  more 
comprehensive  belief  than  his.  He  is  to  be 
read,  then,  not  for  detailed  information  as 
to  what  one  should  believe  and  what  re- 
ject in  religious  matters,  but  to  place  the 
curb  of  intelligent  discrinunation  upon  one's 


belief,  and  especially  to  check  the  habit  of 
demanding  of  them  that  are  weak  in  the 
faith  tests  that  are  not  fundamentally 
necessary  and  are  sure  to  repel.— Johnson, 
W.  H.,  1899,  The  "Passing"  of  Matthew 
AmM,  The  Dial,  vol.  27,  pp.  351,  363. 

If  a  single  word  could  resume  him,  it 
would  be  "academic;"  but,  although  this 
perfectly  describes  his  habitual  attiti^e 
even  as  a  poet,  it  leaves  aside  his  diaate 
diction,  his  pictorial  vividness,  and  his  over- 
whelming pathos.  The  better,  which  is 
also  tiie  larger,  part  of  his  poetay  is  without 
doubt  immortal.  His  position  is  distincUy 
independent,  while  this  is  perhaps  less 
owing  to  innate  originality  than  to  the  bal- 
ance of  competing  influences.  Wordsworth 
saves  him  from  being  a  mere  disciple  of 
Goethe,  and  Goetiie  from  being  a  mere 
follower  of  Wordsworth.  As  a  critic  he  re- 
peatedly evinced  a  happy  instinct  fer  doing 
the  right  thing  at  the  right  time.  Apart 
from  their  h^h  intelle^oial  merits,  the 
seasonableness  of  the  preface  to  the  poems 
of  1853,  of  the  lectures  on  Homer,  and  those 
on  the  Celtic  spirit,  renders  these  monu- 
mental in  English  literature.  His  great  de- 
fect as  a  critic  is  the  absence  of  a  lively 
aesthetic  sense;  the  more  exquisite  beauties 
of  literature  do  not  ereatiy  impress  him 
unless  as  vehicles  for  t£e  communication  of 
ideas.— Garnett,  Richard,  1901,  DicHonr 
ary  of  National  Bioffraphy,  Supplement,  vd. 
I,  p.  74. 

Doubtiess  in  spite  of  havine  been  per- 
haps prematurely  disseminated  he  will  be 
preserved  and  handed  on  to  Bacon's  "next 
ages. "  There  is  certainly  enough  pollen  in 
ina  essays  to  flower  successively  m  many 
seasons  and  as  long  as  the  considerations  to 
which  he  consecrated  his  powers  interest 
readers  who  care  also  for  clear  and  charm- 
ing and  truly  classic  prose.  ...  He  had,  it 
is  true,  a  remarkable  gift  for  analyaa — 
witness  his  Emerson,  his  clairvoyant  sepa- 
ration of  the  strains  of  Celtic,  Greek,  Teu- 
tonic in^iration  in  English  poetry,  his 
study  of  Homeric  translation,  his  essays  on 
Keats  and  Gray.  But  in  spite  of  his  own 
advocacy  of  criticism  as  the  art  of  "seeing 
the  object  as  in  itself  it  really  is,"  and  his 
assertion  that  "the  main  thing  is  to  get 
one's  self  out  of  the  way  and  let  humanity 
judge,"  he  was  himself  never  content  with 
this.  He  is  always  concerned  with  the  ag- 
nificance  of  the  object  once  clearly  per- 
ceived and  determined.    And  though  he 
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never  confuses  the  judgment  of  humanity 
(to  use  his  rather  magnUoquent  expression) 
by  argumentation  and  special  pleading, 
his  treatment  of  his  theme  is  to  the  last  de- 
gree idiosyncratic.  ...  It  is  obvious, 
therefore,  that  his  criticism  differs  in  kind 
from  that  of  other  writers.  It  differs  espec- 
iaUy  from  that  most  in  vogue  at  the  present 
time.  It  is  eminently  the  antithesis  of  im- 
pressionist criticism.  It  has  behind  it  what 
may  fairly  pass  for  a  body  of  doctrine, 
though  a  body  of  doctrine  as  far  as  possible 
removed  from  system  and  pedantry. — 
Brownell,  W.  C,  1901,  Mamew  Arnold, 
SerHmer'i  Magazine,  vol  30,  pp.  105,  107, 
108. 

/^mold's  prose  has  little  trace  of  the  wist- 
ful melancholy  of  hb  verse.  It  is  almost  al- 
ways urbane,  vivacious,  light-hearted.  The 
classical  bent  of  his  mind  shows  itself  here, 
unmixed  with  the  inheritance  of  romantic 
feeling  which  colors  his  poetry.  Not  only  is 
his  prose  classical  in  quality,  by  virtue  of 
its  restraint,  of  its  definite  aim,  and  of  the 
dry  white  light  of  intellect  wUch  suffuses 
it;^ut  the  doctrine  which  he  spent  his  life 
in  preaching  is  based  upon  a  classical  ideal, 
the  ideal  of  symmetry,  wholeness,  or,  as  he 
daringly  called  it,  J  perJectionX-UooDY, 
WiLUAM  Vaughn,  and  Lovett,*  Robert 
MORSS,  1902,  A  Hiitory  of  English  Liter- 
ature,  p.  335. 


If  he  had  never  written  prose  the  world 
would  never  have  known  him  as  a  humorist. 
And  that  would  have  been  an  inteUectual 
loss  not  easily  estimated.  How  pure,  how 
delicate,  yet  how  natival  and  spontaneous 
his  humour  was,  his  friends  and  associates 
knew  weU;  and  ...  the  humour  of  his 
writings  was  of  exactly  the  same  tone  and 
quality  as  the  humour  of  his  conversation. 
It  lost  nothing  in  the  process  of  transplanta- 
tion. As  he  himself  was  fond  of  saying,  he  was 
not  a  popular  writer,  and  he  was  never  less 
popular  than  in  his  humorous  vein.  In  his 
fun  there  is  no  grinning  through  a  horse- 
collar,  no  standing  on  one's  head,  none  of 
the  guffaws,  and  antics,  and  ''full-bodied 
gaiety  of  our  English  Qder-Cellar.''  But 
there  is  a  keen  eye  for  subtle  absurdity, 
a  glance  which  unveils  affectation  and 
penetrates  bombast,  the  most  delicate 
sense  of  incongruity,  the  liveliest  disrelish 
for  all  the  moral  and  intellectual  qualities 
which  constitute  the  Bore,  and  a  vein  of 
personal  raillery  as  refined  as  it  is  pungent. 
Sydney  Smith  spoke  of  Sir  James  Mackin- 
tosh as  "  abating  and  dissolving  pompous 
gentlemen  with  the  most  successful  ridi- 
cule." The  words  not  inaptly  describe 
Arnold's  method  of  handling  personal 
and  literary  pretentiousness.  —  Russell, 
George  W.  E.,  1904,  MaUhew  Arnold 
{LUerary  Lives),  p,  13. 


Sir  Francis  Hastings  Charles  Doyle 

1810-1888 
Bom,  at  Nunappleton,  Yorkshire,  22  Aug.  1810.  Educated  at  Eton  till  1828.  Matric, 
Ch.  Ch.,  Oxford,  6  June  1828;  B.  A.,  1832;  B.  C.  L.,  1843;  M.  A.,  1847;  Fellow  of  AD 
Souls  C!oll.,  1835-45.  Student  of  Inner  Temple,  11  Oct.  1832;  caDed  to  Bar,  17  Nov. 
1837.  Succeeded  to  Baronetcy  on  his  father's  death,  6  Nov.  1839.  Married  Sidney 
Williams-Wynn,  12  Dec.  1844.  Prof,  of  Poetry,  Oxford,  and  Fellowship  (for  second 
time)  at  All  Souls'  CoU.,  1867-77;  created  D.  C.  L.,  11  Dec.  1877.  Receiver-General 
of  Customs,  1846-69;  Commissioner  of  Customs,  1869-83.  Died,  8  June  1888.  Works: 
"Miscellaneous  Verses,"  1834;  "The  Two  Destinies,"  1844;  "The  Duke's  Funeral"  [1852]; 
"The  Return  of  the  Guards,  and  other  Poems,"  1886;  "Lectures  delivered  before  the 
University  of  Oxford,  1868,"  1869;  "Lectures  on  Poetry.  .  .  .  Second  series,"  1877; 
"Robin  Hood's  Bay,"  1878;  "Reminiscences  and  Opinions,"  1886.  He  translated: 
Sophocles'  "(Edipus  Tyrannus,"  1849.— Sharp,  R.  Farquharson,  1897,  A  Dictionary 
of  English  Avihors,  p.  86. 


PERSONAL 

The  "reminiscences"  of  Sir  Francis  are 
much  pleasanter  reading  than  his  political 
"opinions."  As  might  have  been  sur- 
mised from  the  martisd  enthusiasm  which 
inspires  the  best  of  his  poemj9,  he  is  bom  of  a 
race  of  soldiers.— Osborn,  R.  D.,  1886,  Sir 
Francis  Doyle,  The  Nation,  vol.  43,  p.  505. 


Doyle  was  naturally  indolent,  but  at 
times  he  could  be  very  industrious.  .  .  . 
As  a  young  man  he  had  the  character  of  be- 
ing somewhat  eccentric,  which,  however, 
amounted  to  nothing  more  than  this,  that 
with  undoubted  gifts  of  genius,  he  was  apt 
to  betray  an  innocent  superiority  to  conven- 
tional forms  and  usages,  so  that  on  occasions 
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when    it  was  necessary  for  him  to  ap- 

E ear  in  a  strictly  proper  and  becoming  dress 
e  was  fain  to  call  in  the  aid  of  his  friend 
Hope  to  tie  his  neckcloth,  just  as  my  uncle 
the  poet  was  wont  to  have  recourse  to  his 
wife  and  daughter  for  similar  purposes. — 
Wordsworth,  Charles,  1891,  Annals  of 
My  Early  Life,  1806-1846,  pp.  96,  98. 

GENERAL 

He  too  is  of  the  reflective  and  not  the  im- 
passioned school  of  poetry,  and  has  evi- 
dently sat,  an  admiring  disciple,  at  the  feet 
of  Wordsworth,  whom  he  has  commemo- 
rated in  a  graceful  and  pleasing  sonnet.  The 
reader  will  not  find  in  his  pages  that  marked 
originality  and  creative  power  which  are 
the  indications  of  a  great  poet,  but  he  will 
not  turn  aside  from  them,  if  he  will  be  con- 
tent to  derive  pleasure,  from  communing 
with  a  mind,  that  is  accustomed  to  reflect 
and  observe,  that  thinks  always  correctly 
and  sometimes  vigorously,  that  is  not  un- 
fruitful in  images  of  gentle  beauty  and 
delicate  grace,  and  which  utters  its  senti- 
ments in  flowing  verse  and  in  the  language 
of  a  scholar.  He  does  not  appear  to  have 
written  poetry  from  an  irresistible  impulse, 
but  to  have  cultivated  the  accomplishment 
of  verse  as  a  graceful  appendage  to  other 
intellectual  employments  and  exercises,  and 
an  agreeable  relaxation  from  graver  and 
severer  studies.  Ck)nsequently  his  poems 
have  no  marked  individuality,  and  no 
peculiar  characteristics  to  distinguish  them 
from  others  of  the  same  class;  but  they 
please  us  by  a  more  than  common  propor- 
tion of  those  poetical  conceptions  and  ca- 
pacities which  are  found,  in  a  greater  or  less 
degree,  in  every  person  of  refined  taste  and 
cultivated  habits,  of  thought.  Perhaps 
their  most  distinctive  attributes  are  a  cer- 
tain delicacy  of  sentiment  showing  a  mind 
of  uncommon  fineness  of  organization,  and 
witii  a  more  than  common  proportion  of 
feminine  elements,  a  taste  for  ideal  forms 
of  beauty,  and  an  instinctive  repugnance  to 
every  thing  low,  unhandsome,  and  debas- 
ing. His  poetry  is  of  that  kind,  which  in- 
spires us  with  much  respect  for  the  personal 
character  of  the  author. — Hillard,G£ORGE 
S.,  1842,  Recent  English  Poetry,  North  Amer- 
ican Review,  vol.  55,  p.  237. 

No  reader  of  Sir  Francis  Doyle's  poems 
will  need  to  be  told  that  he  is  an  enthusias- 
tic lover  of  horses.  His  poem  on  the  "  Don- 
caster  St.  Leger"  is  not  only  a  most  spirited 
and  exciting  presentation  of  the  incidents 


of  a  great  race,  but,  so  far  as  we  know^  it  is 
unique  of  its  land  in  English  Stanture.  It 
shows  how  much  stirring  poetry  can  be 
elicited  from  the  most  prosaic  occurrenoeB 
when  there  is  a  poet's  eye  present  to  (Ss- 
cem  it.— -OsBORN,  R.  D.,  1886,  Sir  FranctM 
Doyle,  The  Naiion,vol.  43,  p.  506. 

His  gifts  were  so  great  and  varied,  one 
almost  fancies  greater  than  his  use  of  tiiem, 
and  he  gave  ttus  same  impression  from  his 
Eton  days,  as  the  letters  of  Arthur  Hallam, 
Mr.  Gladstone,  and  my  father-in-law  seem 
to  me  to  show.  He  leaves  some  lyrics  which 
win,  I  think,  live  long.— Palgrave,  Fran- 
cis Turner,  1888,  Jottmal,  June;  Francis 
Turner  Palgrave,  His  Journals  and  Memr 
oirs  of  his  Life,  ed.  Palgrave,  p.  215. 

Amongst  modem  poets  Sir  Francis  Hast- 
ings Doyle,  Bart.,  gained  an  important 
place,  and  made  some  lasting  contrioutions 
to  English  poetry.  Several  of  his  poems 
are  familiar  to  readers  in  the  North  of 
England,  having  special  local  interest.  His 
best  known  productions  are  "The  Private 
of  the  BuiFs,"  "The  Loss  of  the  Birken- 
head," and  "The  Spanish  Mother."— An- 
drews, William,  1888,  North  Country 
Poets,  p.  57. 

Author  of  some  interesting  reminiscences 
in  prose,  and  in  verse  of  some  of  the  best 
song3  and  poefns  on  military  subjects  to 
be  found  in  the  language. — Saintsburt, 
George,  1896,  A  History  of  Nineteenth 
Century  Literature,  p.  206. 

Doyle  is  distinguished  for  the  spirit  and 
the  martial  ring  of  tiie  ballads  in  which  he 
celebrates  deeds  of  daring.  "The  Red 
Thread  of  Honour,"  "The  Private  of  the 
Buffs,"  and  "Mehrab  Khan"  are  pieces 
that  take  high  rank  among  poems  inspired 
by  sympathy  with  the  heroism  of  the 
soldier.— Walker,  Hugh,  1897,  The  Age 
of  Tennyson,  p.  258. 

Sprung  from  a  family  many  of  whom  had 
been  famous  as  men  of  action,  Doyle  cher- 
ished a  supreme  admiration  of  heroism  as 
weU  as  a  skong  love  of  country.  His  poetic 
work  is  chiefly  remarkable  for  his  treat- 
ment of  the  ballad,  a  form  of  expression 
used  by  many  English  poets,  and  particu- 
larly by  his  favourite  author,  Sir  Walt«- 
Scott.  While  these,  however,  had  made 
tiie  ballad  archaic  both  in  subject  and  ex- 
pression, Doyle  employed  it  for  the  treat- 
ment of  contemporary  events,  and  showed 
that  modern  deeds  of  national  brav^y  were 
"  as  susceptible  as  any  in  the  far  past  of  free 
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ballad  treatment,  with  all  the  old  freshness 
directness,  and  simplicty."  His  method 
has  been  successfully  followed  by  subse- 
quent writers.  ...  At  the  same  time  it 
would  convey  a  false  impression  not  to  ob- 
serve that  most  of  his  work  was  common- 
place pedestrian,  and  that  though  he  often 


showed  genuine  poetic  feeling  he  seldom 
found  for  it  adequate  expressdon.  His  verse 
is  generally  mechanical,  rarely  instinct 
with  life  or  transfused  with  emotion.— Car- 
LYLE,  E.  Irving,  1901,  Didionary  of  Na- 
tional Bio^aphjff  Supplement,  vol.  n,  pp. 
153, 154. 


Sir  Henry  James  Stunner  Maine 

1822-1888 
Born  15th  August  1822,  from  Christ's  Hospital  passed  in  1840  to  Pembroke  College, 
Cambridge,  where  he  won  the  Craven,  and  graduated  in  1844  as  senior  classic  and  Chan- 
cellor's medalist  In  1845  he  became  a  tutor  of  Trinity  Hall,  in  1847  regius  professor  of 
Qvil  Law,  and  in  1852  Reader  on  Jurisprudence  to  the  Inns  of  Court.  He  was  called  to 
the  bar  in  1850,  and  went  to  India  in  1862  as  Legal  Member  of  Council.  In  1869  he  was 
appointed  professor  of  Comparative  Jurisprudence  at  Oxford,  and  in  1871  to  the  Council  of 
the  Secretary  of  State  for  India,  when  he  was  created  K.  C.  S.  I.  In  1877  he  was  elected 
Master  of  Trinity  Hall  at  Cambridge,  and  in  1877  Whewell  professor  of  International  Law. 
He  died  at  Cannes,  February  3, 1^.  It  is  by  his  work  on  the  origin  and  growth  of  legal 
and  social  institutions  that  Maine  will  be  best  remembered.  His  books  were  "Ancient 
Law"  (1861),  "  Village  Communities  in  the  East  and  West"  (1871),  "The  Early  History  of 
Institutions"  (1875),  "Early  Law  and  Custom"  (1883),  "Popular  Government"  (1885), 
and  "International  Law"  (1888).  A  fundamental  idea  of  Maine's  was  to  make  patri- 
archal power  the  germ  of  society.  See  Memoir  by  Sir  M.  E.  Grant  Duff  (1892).— Patrick 
AND  Grooms,  eds.,  1897,  Chambers's  Biographied  Dictionary,  p.  621. 


PERSONAL 

Hb  method,  his  writings,  and  his  speeches 
at  the  Indian  Council  Board  have  had  a 
strong  and  lasting  effect  upon  all  subse- 
quent ways  of  examining  and  dealing  with 
these  subjects,  whether  in  sdence  or  prao- 
tical  politics.  He  possessed  an  extraordinary 
power  of  appreciating  unfamiliar  facts  and 
apparently  irrational  beliefs,  of  extracting 
their  essence  and  the  principle  of  their 
vitality,  of  separating  what  still  has  life  and 
use  from  what  is  harmful  or  obsolete,  and  of 
stating  the  result  of  the  whole  operation  in 
some  clear  and  convincing  sentence.— 
Ltall,  Sir  Alfred,  1887,  Law  Quarterly 
Retnew. 

A  man  whose  writings  have  been  an 
honour  to  his  age,  and  who  did  admirable 
service  to  the  State;  who  had  no  enemies, 
and  who  has  left  on  the  minds  of  all  those 
who  had  the  privilege  of  knowing  him  well, 
an  absolutely  undouded  memory. — Duff, 
Sir  M.  E.  Grant,  1892,  Sir  Henry  Maine,  A 
Brief  Memoir  of  His  Life,  p.  1. 

The  delicacy  of  Maine's  constitution  must 
be  remembered  in  all  estimates  of  Us 
career.  It  disqualified  him  from  taking  a 
part  in  the  rougher  warfare  of  life.  He 
often  appeared  to  be  rather  a  spectator 
than  an  actor  in  affairs,  and  a  certain  re- 


serve was  the  natural  guard  of  an  acute 
sensibility.  To  casual  observers  he  might 
appear  as  somewhat  cold  and  sarcastic,  but 
closer  friends  recognised  both  the  sweet- 
ness of  his  temper  and  the  tenderness  of 
his  nature.  His  refinement  of  understand- 
ing n^ade  him  alive  to  the  weak  side  of  many 
popular  opinions,  and  he  neither  shared  nor 
encouraged  any  unqualified  enthusiasm. 
His  inability  for  drudgery  shows  itself  by 
one  weakness  of  his  books,  the  almost  com- 
plete absence  of  any  reference  to  author- 
ities. He  extracted  the  pith  of  a  large 
book,  it  is  said,  as  rapidly  as  another  man 
could  read  one  hundred  pages,  and  the 
singular  accuracy  of  his  judgments  was 
often  admitted  by  the  most  thorough  stu- 
dents; but  he  gave  his  conclusions  without 
producing,  or  perhaps  remembering,  the 
evidence  upon  which  they  rested.  It  is  a 
proof  of  the  astonishing  quickness,  as  well 
as  of  the  clearness  and  concentration  of  his 
intellect,  that,  in  spite  of  physical  feeble- 
ness, he  did  so  much  work  of  such  high 
qualities.— Stephen,  Lesue,  1893,  Dic- 
tionary of  National  Biography,  vol.  xxxv, 
p.  345. 

His  friends  thought,  when  he  was  gone, 
not  of  the  great  writer  whom  the  world 
had  lost,  but  the  genial,  sweet-spirited. 
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enlightened  gentleman  who  would  never 
again  make  their  gatherings  bright  with  his 
presence.  The  general  world  of  society  and 
affairs  had  never  known  Sir  Henry  Maine. 
He  gave  the  best  energies  of  his  life  to  pub- 
lic duty,— to  the  administration  of  India; 
but  he  rendered  his  service  at  quiet  ooundl 
boards,  whose  debates  were  of  business,  not 
of  questions  of  politics,  and  did  not  find 
their  way  into  the  public  prints.  He  had 
no  taste  for  publicity;  preferred  the  se- 
cluded groups  that  gathered  about  him  in 
the  little  haU  of  Corpus  Christi,  to  any  as- 
sembly of  the  people.  He  did  not  have 
strong  sympathies,  indeed,  and  disdained 
to  attempt  Uie  general  ear.  He  loved  knowl- 
edge, and  was  indifferent  to  opinion.  It  per- 
haps went  along  with  his  delicate  physique 
and  sensitive  temperament  that  he  should 
sbink  from  crowds  and  distrust  the  popu- 
lace.—Wilson,  WooDROW,  1898,  A  Lawyer 
toUh  a  Style,  AUanHe  Monthly,  vol.  82,  p. 
374. 

GENERAL 

In  his  '^ Ancient  Law"  Mr.  Maine  has 
shown  that  the  inductive  method  is  the  only 
way  to  attain  clear  notions  as  to  the  origin 
of  those  elementary  legal  conceptions  which 
are  incorporated  into  our  social  systems; 
and  the  primeval  institutions  and  customs 
of  Iitdia  which  have  been  handed  down, 
almost  unchanged,  to  the  present  genera- 
tion—such as  the  village  community,  the 
undivided  family,  the  practice  of  adoption 
taking  the  place  of  testation — furnished 
him  with  admirable  subjects  for  the  appli- 
cation of  that  method. — Strachet,  Sir 
John,  1868,  Speech. 

Probably  no  more  accurate  and  profound 
researches  and  generalization  in  the  field 
of  jurisprudence  have  ever  been  made  than 
those  incorporated  in  this  [''Ancient  Law"] 
volume.  .  .  .  For  the  general  student  this 
["  Village  Communities  "]  is  one  of  the  most 
valuable,  and  q^uite  the  most  interesting 
of  Sir  Henry  Maine's  works.  It  is  not  only 
written  in  the  judicious  spirit  always  char- 
acteristic of  the  author,  but  it  is  also  the 
fruit  of  special  study  and  observation.  The 
autiior  has  avaUed  himself  of  the  profound 
and  minute  researches  of  Von  Maurer,  and 
has  turned  to  good  account  his  own  exten- 
sive observations  and  studies  in  India.— 
Adahs,  Charles  Kendall,  1882,  A  Man- 
ual  o]  Hiitorieal  LUeraiure,  pp.  83,  84. 

Some,  at  least,  of  these  essays  were,  on 
their  anonymous  appearance,  attributed  to 


Lord  Salisbury;  but  what  was  then  hig^ 
praise  now  seems  like  the  bitt^*est  satire. 
.  .  .  More  ingenious  than  profound,  more 
epigrammatic  than  original,  more  dazzling 
than  persuasive,  this  work  would  be  worth- 
ier of  the  present  Prime  Ministw  than  of  the 
author  of  "Ancient  Law."  .  .  .  The  his- 
tory of  government  is  studied  apart  from 
the  more  general  history  of  society  and 
general  civilization,  with  the  result  that  the 
whole  subject  is  thrown  into  uncertainty 
and  confusion.— Benn,  Alfred  W.,  1885, 
Popular  Oovemment,  The  Academy,  vol.  28, 
p.  300. 

It  is  hardly  possible  that  he  should  dis- 
cuss any  subject  within  the  pobHcisfs 
range,  without  bringing  into  light  some  of 
its  less  superficial  aspects,  and  adding  ob- 
servations of  originality  and  value  to  the 
stock  of  political  thought  To  set  people 
thinking  at  all  on  the  more  general  and 
abstract  truths  of  that  great  subject  which 
is  commonly  left  to  be  handled  lightly,  un- 
systematically,  fragmentarily,  in  obedience 
to  the  transitory  necessities  of  the  day,  by 
Ministers,  members  of  Parliament,  journal- 
ists, electors,  and  the  whole  host  who  live 
intellectually  and  politically  from  hand  to 
mouth,  is  in  itself  a  service  of  all  but  the 
first  order.  Service  of  the  very  first  order 
is  not  merely  to  propound  objections,  but 
to  devise  working  answers,  and  this  is  ex- 
actly what  Sir  Henry  Maine  abstains  from 
doing.— MoRLEY,  John,  1886,  Maine  on 
Popular  Government,  Studia  in  Liieraiure, 
p.  105. 

For  the  present  we  may  at  least  say, 
looking  to  our  own  science  of  law,  that  the 
impulse  dyen  by  Maine  to  its  intelligent 
study  in  England  and  America  can  hardly 
be  overrated.  Within  living  memory  the 
Common  Law  was  treated  merely  as  a  dog- 
matic and  technical  system.  Historical 
explanation,  beyond  the  dates  and  facts 
which  were  manifestly  necessary,  was  re- 
garded Bs  at  best  an  idle  ornament,  and  all 
singularities  and  anomalies.had  to  be  taken 
as  they  stood,  either  without  any  reason  or 
(perhaps  oftener)  with  a  bad  one.  ...  A 
certain  amount  of  awakening  was  no  doubt 
affected  by  the  analytical  school,  as  Maine 
teught  us  to  call  it.  ..  .  But  the  scientific 
study  of  legal  phenomena  such  as  we  really 
find  them  had  no  place  among  us.  .  .  . 
Maine  not  only  showed  that  this  was  a 
possible  study,  but  showed  that  it  was  not 
less  interesting  and  fruitful  than  any  in  the 
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whole  range  of  the  moral  sciences.  At  one 
Diaster-stroke  he  forged  a  new  and  lasting 
bond  between  law,  history,  and  anthro- 
pology. Jurisprudence  itself  has  become 
a  study  of  the  living  growth  of  human  so- 
ciety through  all  its  stages,  and  it  is  no 
longer  possible  for  law  to  be  dealt  with  as  a 
collection  of  rules  imposed  on  societies  as 
it  were  by  accident,  nor  for  the  resemblances 
and  differences  of  the  laws  of  different  so- 
cieties to  be  regarded  as  casual.  -  Pollock, 
Sir  Frederick,  1888-90,  Sir  Henry  Maine 
and  hi$  Work,  Oxford  Leduree  and  Other 
DueourseSj  pp.  158, 159. 

The  slow  irresistible  pressure  of  Law  is 
the  strongest  British  influence  now  working 
in  India,  and  Maine,  from  1862  to  his  death, 
had  more  to  do  than  any  other  single  man, 
I  will  not  say  with  making  Indian  law, 
but  with  determining  what  Indian  law 
should  be.  That  and  the  new  spirit  which  he 
breathed  into  juridical  studies  in  England, 
and  to  some  extent  in  other  countries  of  the 
West,  are  his  chief  tities  to  the  remem- 
brance of  posterity.  His  published  works 
are  in  the  hands  of  all  who  care  for  the 
studies  which  he  cultivated,  and  the  re- 
mainder of  this  volume  will  be  devoted  to 
giving  some  idea  of  the  nature  and  extent 
of  his  work  during  the  years  when  he  acted 
directiy  upon  Indian  legislation  and  govern- 
ment, at  Calcutta  and  Simla.~DuFF,  Sir 

MOUNTBTUART  ELPHINSTONB  GRANT,  1892, 

Sir  Henry  Maine,  A  Brief  Memoir  of  Hi$ 
Life,  p.  83. 

Maine  treated  his  great  subject  not  onlv 
with  similar  learning  and  logic,  but  with 
the  advantages  of  a  lucid  style  and  much 
fine  literary  power, — making  a  very  ab- 
struse subject,  handled  in  a  new  and  un- 
usual method,  a  book  as  agreeable  to  read 
as  it  was  valuable  and  important  in  his- 
torical sdence.  If  it  is  too  much  to  say 
that  he  **  created  a  new  method  for  the 
study  of  legal  ideas  and  the  institutions 
founded  upon  them,"  it  is  yet  certain  that 
no  one  of  his  time  had  used  that  method  so 
powerfully.— OUPHANT,  Margaret  0.  W., 
1892,  The  Victorian  Age  of  English  Liter- 
aiure,  p.  551. 

Few  writers  of  our  time  could  claim  the 
phrase  "mitis  sapientia"  as  Maine  could, 
though  it  is  possible  that  he  was  a  littie  too 
much  given  to  theories.—SAiNTOBURY, 
George,  1896,  A  History  of  Nineteenth  Cen- 
tury Literature,  p.  358. 

It  ['' Ancient  Law"]  has  two  great  mer- 


its. It  is  written  in  a  most  ludd,  pleasant 
style,  and  it  is  decidedly  original  in  sub- 
stance. Maine's  design  is  far  less  ambitious 
than  Buckle's;  but  for  that  very  reason  his 
performance  is  more  adequate.  The  most 
conspicuous  distinction  between  the  two  is 
that  the  later  writer  shows  in  far  greater 
measure  than  his  predecessor  the  modem 
sense  of  the  importance  of  origins.  It  was 
this  that  gave  his  work  importance.  To  a 
great  extent  the  task  of  recent  historians 
has  been  to  trace  institutions  to  tiieir  source, 
and  explain  their  later  development  by 
means  of  the  germs  out  of  which  they  have 
grown.  In  this  respect  Maine  was  a  pioneer, 
and  his  later  work  was  just  a  fuUer  exposi- 
tion of  the  principles  at  the  root  of  "Ancient 
Law."  His  "village  Communities"  and 
his  "Early  Historv  of  Institutions"  are 
both  inspired  by  the  same  idea.  In  his 
"Popular  Government"  he  may  be  said  to 
break  new  ground;  but  it  is  easy  to  see  the 
influence  on  that  book  of  the  author's  pro- 
longed study  of  early  forms  of  society. 
These  later  books  are  not  perhaps  intrins- 
ically inferior  to  "Ancient  Law,"  but  they 
are  less  suggestive,  just  because  so  much  of 
the  work  had  been  already  done  by  it.— 
Walker,  Hugh,  1897,  The  Age  of  Tenny- 
son, p.  135. 

I  heard  Maine  deliver  in  the  hall  of  my 
college  at  Oxford  the  lectures  which  were 
published  in  his  book  entitled  "Village 
Communities  in  the  East  and  West;"  and 
his  pregnant  suggestions  have  constantly 
guided  my  work  in  India,  and  throughout 
my  life  have  chiefly  inspired  my  studies, 
whenever  I  have  been  able  to  find  time  for 
any  studies  at  all.  For  his  far-reaching, 
penetrating,  and  illuminating  genius  I  have 
a  profound  admiration.  ...  I  pass  from 
Maine  the  Law  Member  of  Council  to  Maine 
the  writer  of  books.  He  never  constructed 
a  complete  science  of  jurisprudence,  still 
less  a  complete  science  of  sociology.  His 
works  have  been  described  as  groups  of 
essays  rather  than  systematic  treatises;  but 
ihey.  appear  to  me  to  possess  a  certain 
unity.  He  never  published  a  revised  edi- 
tion of  "Ancient  Law,"  but  that  book  con- 
tains the  germinal  ideas  out  of  which  all 
else  he  wrote  was  unfolded.  ...  I  remem- 
ber being  told  at  Oxford,  in  the  year  1870 
or  thereabouts,  that  Maine  was  anxious  to 
write  his  "Village  Communities"  before  he 
forgot  what  he  had  to  say.  It  was  delight- 
ful to  hear  of  something  so  entirely  human 
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in  one  I  regarded  as  so  great  The  first 
chapter  of  that  book  is,  I  think,  from  an 
Indian  point  of  view,  one  of  the  most  im- 
portant that  he  ever  wrote.  .  .  .  The 
achievement  known  to  the  learned  world  is 
Maine's  account  of  the  early  history  of 
property,  the  process  of  feudalisation,  and 
the  decay  of  feudal  property  in  France  and 
England.  This  includes  his  description  of 
the  Irish  tribe,  and  his  discussions  of  village 
communities  in  the  East  and  West.  The 
subject,  in  fact,  is  nothing  less  than  his 
view  of  the  general  history  of  property  in 
land.  In  one  section  of  this  extensive  field 
of  research  a  whole  literature  has  sprung 
up  chiefly,  though  not  exclusively,  from 
seed  of  his  sowing.  Phear,  Seebohm, 
Gomme,  and  Baden-Powell,  amongst  others 
have  all  written  on  the  village  community, 
and  all  acknowledge  their  obligations  to 
Maine.  One  effect  in  India  of  Maine's 
teaching  here  is  that  we  can  never  again 
confound  Indian  and  English  ideas  of  landed 
property.— TuppER,  Charles  Lewis,  1898, 
India  and  Sir  Henry  Maine,  Journal  of  the 
Society  of  ArU,  vol.  46,  pp.  390,  391,  394, 
395,397. 

Sir  Henry  Maine  was  a  lawyer  with  a 
style,  and  belongs,  by  method  and  genius, 
among  men  of  letters.  The  literary  world 
looks  askance  upon  a  lawyer,  and  is  slow  to 
believe  that  the  grim  and  formal  matter  of 
his  studies  can  by  any  alchemy  of  style  be 
transmuted  into  literature.  Calfskin  seems 
to  it  the  most  unlikely  of  all  bindings  to  con- 
tain an3rthing  engaging  to  read.  Lawyers, 
in  their  turn,  are  apt  to  associate  the  word 
"literature"  almost  exclusively  with  works 
of  the  imagination,  and  to  think  "style"  a 
thing  wholly  misleading  and  unscientific. 
...  He  moves  in  a  large  region,  where  it  is 
refreshing  to  be  of  his  company,  where  wide 
prospects  open  with  every  comment,  and 
you  seem,  as  he  talks,  to  be  upon  a  tour  of 


the  world.  .  .  .  Maine  disliked  what  is 
called  "fine"  writing,  as  every  man  of  taste 
must;  and  he  was  no  coiner  of  striking 
phrases.  .  .  .  The  work  which  has  since 
held  tiie  attention  of  the  world.  .  .  .  His 
now  celebrated  volume  on  "Ancient  Law," 
his  first  book,  and  unquestionably  his 
greatest.  It  was  the  condensed  and  per- 
fected substance  of  his  lectures  at  the  Inn 
of  Court.  It  was  in  one  sense  not  an  orig- 
inal work:  it  was  not  founded  on  original 
research.  Its  author  had  broken  no  new 
^und  and  made  no  discoveries.  He  had 
simply  taken  the  best  historians  of  Roman 
law, — great  German  scholars  chiefly— had 
united  and  vivified,  extended  and  illus- 
trated, their  conclusions  in  his  own  com- 
prehensive way;  had  drawn,  with  that 
singularly  firm  hand  of  his,  the  long  lines 
that  connected  antique  states  of  mind  with 
unquestioned  but  otherwise  inexplicable 
modern  principles  of  law;  had  made  ob- 
scure things  luminous,  and  released  a  great 
body  of  cloistered  learning  into  liie  world, 
where  common  students  read  and  plod  and 
seek  to  understand. .  .  .  The  book  ["Popu- 
lar Government"]  abounds  in  good  things. 
Its  examination  of  the  abstract  doctrines 
which  underlie  democracy  is  in  his  best 
manner,— every  sentence  of  it  tells.  Tlie 
style  is  pointed,  too,  and  animated  beyond 
his  wont,— hurried  here  and  there  into  a 
quick  pace  by  force  of  feeling,  by  ardour 
against  an  adversary.  He  finds,  besides, 
with  his  unerring  instinct  for  the  heart  of  a 
question,  just  where  the  whole  theory  and 
practice  of  democracy  show  the  elements 
that  will  make  it  last  or  fail.  .  .  .  Maine's 
style  in  "Popular  Government"  is,  as  I 
have  said,  much  more  spirited  than  his 
style  elsewhere,  and  smacks  sometimes 
with  a  very  racy  flavor.— Wilson,  Wood- 
row,  1898,  A  Lawyer  with  a  Style,  AilanHe 
Monthly,  vol.  82,  pp.  363,  364,  367,  372. 


Laurence  Oliphant 

1829-1888 
Bom,  at  Capetown,  1829.  At  school  near  Salisbury  till  1841.  In  Ceylon  (wh&re  his 
father  was  Chief  Justice)  with  private  tutor,  1841-46.  Travelled  on  Continent  with  his 
parents,  1846-48.  Returned  with  them  to  Ceylon  and  became  private  sec.  to  his  father. 
To  England  with  his  mother,  1851.  Student  at  lincoln's  Inn,  1851.  Began  to  study  law 
at  Edinburgh,  1852.  Tour  in  Russia,  winter  of  1852-53.  On  staff  of  "Daily  News." 
1853.  In  Canada,  as  Sec.  to  Lord  Elgin,  1853-54.  In  Crimea  during  the  War,  1855,  as 
correspondent  to  the  "  Times. "  In  America,  1856.  Sec.  to  Lord  Elgin  on  the  latter's  mis- 
sion to  China  and  Japan,  1857-59.  Visit  to  Italy,  1860.  First  Sec.  to  Legation  at  Yeddo, 
June  1861;  returned  to  England,  wounded,  same  year.    Started  "The  Owl,"  wiUi  Sr  A. 
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Borthwick  and  others,  1864;  contrib.  to  nos.  1-10.  Frequent  contributor  to  "Black- 
wood's Mag., "  from  1865.  M.  P.  for  Stirling  Burghs,  1865;  resigned,  1867.  To  America, 
to  join  Thomas  Lake  Harris's  community  at  Brocton,  1867.  His  mother  joined  him 
there,  1868.  Returned  to  England,  1870.  Correspondent  for  "The  Times"  during 
Franco-Prussian  War,  1870-72.  Married  (i.)  Alice  Le  Strange,  June,  1872.  Returned  to 
Brocton  with  wife  and  mother,  1873.  Employed  by  Harris  in  commercial  and  financial 
business;  his  wife  sent  to  California.  In  Palestine  in  connection  with  Jewish  coloniza- 
tion there,  1879-80.  Joined  by  his  wife  in  England,  1880.  Visit  to  Egypt  with  her, 
winter  of  1880-81.  To  Brocton  on  account  of  illness  of  his  mother.  May  1881;  she  died 
soon  afterwards.  Rupture  of  relations  with  Harris.  To  Palestine  with  his  wife,  1882; 
settied  at  Haifa.  Wife  died,  2  Jan.  1887.  Visit  to  America,  1888.  Married  (ii.)  Rosa- 
mond Dale  Owen,  16  Aug.  1888.  Died  at  Twickenham,  23  Dec.  1888.  Works:  "A 
Journey  to  Katmandu,"  1852;  "The  Russian  Shores  of  the  Black  Sea,"  1853  (2nd  edn. 
same  year);  "Minnesota  and  the  Far  West,"  1855;  "The  Transcaucaaan  Provinces  the 
proper  field  of  operation  for  a  Christian  Army,"  1855;  "The  Transcaucasian  Campaign," 
1856;  "Narrative  of  the  Eari  of  Elgin's  Mission  to  China  and  Japan"  (2  vols.),  1859;  "Pa- 
triots and  Rlibusters,"  1860;  "Universal  Suffrage  and  Napoleon  the  Third,"  1860;  "On 
the  Present  State  of  Political  Parties  in  America,"  1866;  "Piccadilly,"  1870  (2nd  edn. 
same  year);  "The  Land  of  GUead,"  1880;  "The  Land  of  Khemi,"  1882;  "Traits  and 
Travesties,"  1882;  "Altiora  Peto,"  1883;  "Sympneumata,"  1885;  "MassoUam,"  1886; 
"Episodes  in  a  Life  of  Adventure,"  1887;  "Haifa,"  1887;  "Fashionable  PhDosophy," 
1887;  "The  Star  in  the  East,"  1887;  "Scientific  Religion,"  1888.  Life:  by  Mrs.  OUphant, 
1891.— Sharp,  R.  Farquharson,  1897,  A  Dictionary  of  English  Authors,  p.  216. 

much  the  poorer,  was  an  adventm-er,  travel- 
ler, a  born  statesman,  a  trained  diplomat- 
ist, a  keen  and  shrewd  man  of  business.  No 
man  was  keener  to  see  an  opportimity  or 
an  advantage,  or  more  intent  upon  work 
and  production;  no  man  ever  loved  action 
and  movement  more  completely,  or  had  a 
more  cordial,  almost  boyish,  pleasure  in  be- 
ing in  the  heart  of  all  that  was  going  on. 
Yet  above  all,  and  in  the  midst  of  aU  his 
perpetual  business,  his  pleasures,  his  love 
of  society,  he  was  a  visionary— one  of  the 
race  to  which  the  unseen  is  always  more 
present  than  the  palpable. — Oliphant, 
Margaret  0.  W.,  1889,  Laurence  Oliphant, 
Blackwood's  Magazine,  vd.  145,  p.  280. 

He  had  held  great  employments,  he  had 
also  been  a  day-labourer  and  a  pedlar. 
Himself  a  gentleman  of  good  Scottish  de- 
scent, and  finding  his  natural  place  in  good 
society,  he  had  friends  alike  among  princes 
and  beggars.  To  most  people  he  appeared 
as  a  charming  element  in  society,  to  many 
as  a  ke^n  practical  man  of  business,  to  some 
as  a  visionary  fanatic,  to  a  select  few  as  an 
inspired  prophet  of  the  Lord,  the  founder 
of  a  new  development  of  Christianity.  But 
in  whatever  guise  he  might  appear,  no  one 
could  fail  to  feel  that  he  was  interesting. 
To  him  had  been  given,  in  unusually  full 
measure,  that  mysterious  indefinable  charm 
tiie  presence  of  which  condones  such  serious 
faults,  the  absence  of  which  goes  so  far 
towards   neutraMng   even  transcendent 


PERSONAL 

New  and  unlooked-for  developments  have 
been  vouchsafed  to  us  since  our  marriage, 
chief  among  them  a  realization  of  the  ex- 
quisite union  awaiting  humanity  when  all 
jealousies  and  divisions  shall  have  been 
merged  in  the  supreme  desire  to  become  one 
with  our  fellow-creatures,  and  through 
them  with  our  God.  We  realize  that  our 
union,  instead  of  separating  my  husband 
from  the  sainted  wife  whose  influence  over- 
sliadowed  him  as  he  wrote  the  pages  of  his 
book,  has,  in  truth,  bound  him  only  the 
more  closely,  for  she  has  become  so  atom- 
icaUy  welded  with  me,  that  we,  the  wife  in 
the  unseen  and  the  wife  in  the  seen,  have 
become  as  one;  her  life  is  poured  through 
me  as  an  instrument  doubling  my  own 
affectional  consciousness.  Truly,  when  we 
come  to  realize  that  all  sense  of  division  be- 
tween the  fragments  of  God,  called  human 
beings,  is  an  utterly  false  sense,  then  shall 
we  be  prepared  for  the  in-pouring  of  the 
perfect,  the  universal  life. — Oliphant, 
Rosamond,  1888,  Scientific  Religion,  Pref- 
ace  to  the  American  Ed.,  p.  ii. 

He  was  one  of  the  men  who  are  never 
young.  His  spirit  was  indomitable,  and 
even  his  bodily  frame,  though  shaken  by 
illness,  still  so  elastic  and  capable  of  sud- 
den recoveries,  that  to  associate  the  idea  of 
death  with  his  wonderful  personality  was 
the  most  difficult  thing  in  the  world.  .  .  . 
This  man,  by  whose  loss  the  world  is  so 
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virtues.—  Duff,  Lady  A.  J.  Grant,  *v^*,, 
Laurence  Oliphanty  Contemporary  RetneUf, 
vol  55,  p.  179. 

Oliphant's  life  seems  a  lost  one,  save  as  a 
beacon  to  warn  others. — Leisching,  Louis, 
1891,  Personal  ReminUeenees  of  Laurence 
Oliphant. 

If  we  are  to  consider  his  life  a  f aOure,  so 
also  must  we  consider  the  lives  of  all  men 
and  women  who  faithfully  follow  the  light 
they  have,  imless  that  light  should  chance 
to  guide  them  where  they  can  lounge  in 
easy  chairs  and  sleep  on  beds  of  down.— 
Lewin,  Walter,  1891,  Laurence  Oliphant, 
The  Academy,  vol,  40,  p.  30. 

Though  of  British  parentage,  Laurence 
Oliphant  was  bom  in  Africa,  spent  mcH'e 
than  two-thirds  of  his  life  out  of  England, 
and  never  remained  more  than  a  year  or 
two  at  a  time  in  the  land  of  his  fathers. 
Travel  was  his  education,  travel  was  his 
livelihood,  travel  was  his  heaven,  and  to 
be  kept  from  travel  was  his  hell.  .  .  . 
From  thirty  years  on  to  nearly  three-score, 
he  remained  the  same  rolling  stone.  .  .  . 
He  appears  to  have  been  incapable  of  a 
generous  enthusiasm  for  the  great  literary 
men  of  his  age.  His  reading  was  always 
limited,  and  he  had  no  correspondence  with 
writers  of  note.  We  see,  indeed,  in  his  case 
the  strange  phenomenon  of  a  prolific  and 
much  vaunted  writer  without  any  taste  or 
appreciation  for  poetry  or  belles  lettres.  It 
was  tills  lack  of  taste  that  made  it  possible 
for  Oliphant  to  pin  his  faith  to  such  an  im- 
postor as  the  author  of  "The  Great  Re- 
public :  A  Poem  of  the  Sun, "  Thomas  Lake 
Harris,  whom  he  styled  "the  greatest  poet 
of  the  age,  as  yet,  alasl  unknown  to  fame. " 
It  was  this  same  lack  that  enabled  him  to 
accept  as  poetry  some  doggerel  rhymes  he 
had  himself  produced,  during  his  separa- 
tion from  his  wife,  under  the  alleged  in- 
fluence of  a  spiritual  "counterpart"  in 
Heaven.  Nor  was  his  taste  in  other  de- 
partments of  art  superior  to  his  taste  in 
literature,  as  is  proved  by  his  excessive 
admiration  for  Russian  architecture. 
Anderson,  Edward  Platfair,  1891, 
Laurence  Oliphanty  The  Dial,  vol.  12,  pp. 
138,  140. 

His  observations  were  sharp  and  severe, 
but  his  political  doctrines  were  of  unswerv- 
ing rectitude,  and  his  judgments  on  men 
and  things  were  both  caustic  and  infallible. 
...  He  was  a  man  who  could  not  submit 
to  discipline  in  the  ordinary  business  of  life. 


He  lost  his  temper  if  he  recdved  any  or- 
ders, and  he  resided  at  the  first  remark 
that  interfered  with  his  arrangements. — 
Blowtfz,  Henri  Georges  Adolphe  Op- 
PERDE,  1891,  Another  Chapter  of  My  Mem- 
oirs, Harper's  Magazine,  vol.  82,  pp.  292, 
299. 

His  career  as  a  whole,  though  brilliant  in 
parts,  was  a  melancholy  waste  of  grand 
opportunities  and  a  misuse  of  splendid 
talents  ....  At  all  stages  of  his  career, 
Oliphant  was  a  profoundly  religious  man; 
but  his  religion  was  not  that  of  the  major- 
ity; the  system  which  he  adopted  for  his 
own  use  did  not  wholly  satisfy  him,  and  he 
suffered  from  an  abnormal  developmrat 
of  one  side  of  his  nature.  Even  when  undtf 
the  baneful  domination  of  Mr.  Harris,  he 
engaged  in  enterprises  re<]uiring  a  cool  head 
and  in  adventures  requiring  a  brave  heart 
He  was  a  peculiar  compound  of  mystidsm 
as  beautiful  but  as  barren  as  moonshine, 
and  of  practical  good  sense;  indeed,  his 
business  capacity  was  higher  than  his  tal- 
ent for  philosophising.  His  most  useful 
books  are  those  telling  of  his  explorations 
in  the  Holy  Land;  the  most  sensible  of  his 
actions  were  those  which  related  to  re- 
storing its  former  prosperity  and  populous- 
ness  to  Palestine.— Rae,  W.  Fraser,  1891, 
A  Modem  Mystic,  Temjde  Bar,  vol.  93,  pp. 
413,  427. 

Brilliant,  versatile,  and  accomplished  we 
all  knew  Oliphant  to  be,  and  yet  there  was 
some  deep  defect  in  his  composition  which 
prevented  him  from  reaching  the  distinc- 
tion to  which  his  natural  abilities,  had  they 
been  accompanied  with  steadfastness  of 

Eurpose,  would  imdoubtedly  have  carried 
im.  Whatever  he  undertook  to  do  he  did 
well,  but  when  he  had  done  it  he  had  a 
tendency  to  fly  off  from  that  particular 
field  of  effort,  and  to  take  up  something 
new.  He  was  the  very  man,  c  ae  might  have 
supposed,  to  succeed  in  the  diplomatic 
service;  but  somehow  or  other  he  allowed 
all  his  chances  to  slip  through  his  fingers. 
He  had  not  the  requisite  concentration  of 
mind  or  sustained  industry  to  bring  him  to 
the  front  at  the  bar,  to  which  he  once 
thought  of  devoting  himself,  and  even  the 
pursuit  of  literature  he  followed  in  an  un- 
certain, irregular,  spasmodic  fashion.— 
Jennings,  L.  J.,  1891,  Laurence  Oliphant, 
MacmUlan^s  Magazine,  vol.  64,  p.  176. 

The  charm  of  Oliphant's  alert  and  versa- 
tile intellect  and  sympathetic  character 
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was  reoogniaed  by  a  wide  circle  of  friends. 
It  was  felt  not  least  by  those  who  most  re- 
gretted the  strange  religious  developments 
which  led  to  the  waste  of  his  powers  and 
his  enslavement  to  such  a  prophet  as  Harris. 
He  was  beloved  for  his  boyish  simplicity 
and  the  warmth  of  heart  which  appeared 
through  all  his  illusions.  Suggestions  of  in- 
sanity were,  of  course,  made,  but  appar- 
ently without  definite  reasons.  Remark- 
able talents  without  thorough  training  have 
thrown  many  minds  off  their  balance,  and 
OUphant's  case  is  only  exceptional  for  the 
singular  combination  of  two  apparently 
inconsistent  careers.  Till  his  last  years,  at 
any  rate,  his  religious  mysticism  did  not 
disqualify  him  for  being  also  a  shrewd, 
financier,  a  charming  man  of  the  world,  and 
a  brilliant  writer.— Stephen,  Leslie,  1895, 
DidianaTy  of  National  Biography,  vol.  xui, 

p.  137. 

GENERAL 

"Piccadilly"  has  just  enough  of  sketchy 
carelessness  and  improbability  to  pass  for 
ori^nality,  and  to  lead  many  people  into 
thinking  that  the  author  could  do  much 
greater  things  if  he  liked.  How  far  "Al- 
tiora  Peto"  has  complicated  or  dispelled 
this  notion  it  is  impossible  to  say,  though 
it  is  said  to  have  been  favourably  receiv^. 
We  are,  therefore,  the  more  bound  to  con- 
fess at  once  that  we  have  found  it  entirely 
dull  and  uninteresting,  both  in  detail  and 
as  a  whole.  .  .  .  After  searching  diligently 
and  anxiously  we  really  cannot  find  a 
single  thing  to  praise  in  this  book,  unless  it 
be  the  grammar  and  spelling,  and  the  big 
print  and  thick  paper;  but  all  that  is  a 
poor  compliment.  Of  course,  one  feels  that 
Mr.  Oliphant  is  a  practised  writer,  and  a 
man  of  ability  and  culture,  and  that  there 
is  nothing  to  reprobate  or  make  game  of  in 
his  work.  All  the  same,  it  is  as  clear  as  his 
print  that  he  has  no  more  idea  of  what  a 
novel  should  be  than  a  mummy,  and  that 
he  never  can  and  never  wiU  write  a  novel 
worth  yawning  over.— Purcbll,  E.,  1883, 
AlHora  Peto,  The  Academy,  vol.  24,  p.  240. 

He  has  taken  little  or  no  pains;  he  has 
insufficient  knowledge  of  many  subjects  of 
which  he  treats;  the  book  [''Haifa"]  is 
scrappy,  careless,  and  unconnected,  being 
a  mere  series  of  hasty  letters  scribbled  off 
for  the  columns  of  a  New  York  newspaper, 
and  reprinted  without  arrangement,  con- 
densation, or  due  revision;  and  yet,  in 
spite  of  in  these  defects,  it  possesses  the 
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delightful  and  indescribable  flavour  of 
genius.— Taylor,  Isaac,  1887,  Haifa,  The 
Academy,  vol.  31,  p.  319. 

By  an  obvious  law  of  its  evolutionary 
progress  physical  science  has  of  late  years 
passed  into  the  region  of  the  infinitesimally 
minute.  ...  It  is  a  field  in  which  Mr.  Oli- 
^hant's  imagination  runs  riot  to  an  excess 
which  I  at  least  have  never  seen  surpassed. 
...  He  explores  the  world  of  spirits  with 
a  self  assurance  whlth  no  materialist  in- 
vestigating the  laws  of  matter  could  pos- 
sibly rival.— Owen,  John,  1888,  ScienHfU 
Rdigion,  The  Academy,  vol.  34,  p.  81. 

In  1888  he  published  ''Scientific  Re- 
ligion," perhaps  the  least  read  of  his  works, 
tiiouffh  it  was  the  one  which  he  valued  him- 
self the  most.  It  contains  the  history  of  the 
opinions  he  finally  reached.  The  style  is 
difficult  and  somewhat  repellent,  and  the 
ideas  extremely  hard  of  comprehension  to 
ordinary  readers,  whUe  it  is  difficult  to 
understand  the  union  of  belief  in  the  verbal 
inspiration  of  tiie  canon,  with  profound 
distrust  of  the  Churches  which  fixed  that 
canon.  Still  there  are  passages  of  great 
beauty,  and  in  many  points  the  differences 
between  his  ideas  and  those  of  the  Chris- 
tian Churches  are  rather  matters  of  phrase- 
ology than  of  dogma.— Duff,  Lady  A.  J. 
Grant,  1889,  Laurence  Oliphant,  Contemr 
porary  Review,  vol.  55,  p.  187. 

But  the  generation,  not  only  of  his  con^ 
temporaries  but  of  their  children,  must  be 
exhausted  indeed  before  the  name  of  Laur- 
ence Oliphant  will  cease  to  conjure  up 
memories  of  all  that  was  most  brilliant  in 
intellect,  most  tender  in  heart,  most  tren- 
chant in  attack,  most  eager  to  succour  in 
life.  There  has  been  no  such  bold  satirist, 
no  such  cynic  philosopher,  no  sudi  de- 
voted enthusiast,  no  adventurer  so  daring 
and  gay,  no  religious  teacher  so  absolute 
and  visionary,  in  this  Victorian  age,  now 
beginning  to  round  towards  its  end,  and 
wMch  holds  in  its  long  and  brilliant  roU  no 
more  attractive  and  interesting  name. — 
OuPHANT,  Margaret  0.  W.,  1891,  Mem- 
oir of  the  Life  of  Laurence  Oliphant  and  of 
Alice  Oliphant  hie  Wife,  vol.  n,  p.  374. 

Oliphant's  failures,  however,  as  a  son,  as 
a  student,  as  a  husband,  as  a  lawyer,  as  a 
diplomatist,  as  a  parliamentarian,  as  a  re- 
ligionist, as  a  business  man,  and  as  a  cok>- 
nizer.  did  not  prevent  him  from  being  an 
agreeable  talker  and  a  clever  writer  of 
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travels  and  social  satire.  Doctor  0.  W. 
Holmes  is  said  to  have  thought  him  the 
most  interesting  man  in  England.  "The 
Tender  Recollections  of  Irene  Macgilli- 
cuddy"  and  "The  Autobiography  of  a 
Joint  Stock  Company"  are  humorously 
exaggerated  sketches  of  traits  popularly 
supposed  by  the  English  to  be  character^ 
istically  American.  "Fashionable  Philoso- 
phy" and  "Piccadilly"  treat  British  idols 
in  the  same  spirit.  li  would  be  a  mistaken 
to  suppose  that  any  of  Oliphant's  writings 
are  destined  to  live,  or  to  be  read  by  poste- 
ity.  The  contemporary  interest  attaching 
to  some  of  them  was  largely  due  to  the 
fact  that  they  were  opportune,  and  of  the 
nature  of  news  touching  localities  such  as 
the  Crimea,  to  which  the  popular  attention 
was  turned.  The  interest  was  thus  largely 
factitious,  not  inherent.  Except  in  so  far 
as  they  are  bound  up  with  "Blackwood's 
Magazine,"  copies  of  his  works  are  seldom 
to  be  found  in  the  bookstores  or  libraries.— 
Anderson,  Edward  Playfair,  1891, 
Laurence  Oliphant,  The  Did,  vcl.  12,  p.  140. 

This  extraordinary  book  ["Sjrmpneu- 
mata"]was  dictated  by  Alice,  written  out 
by  Laurence— revealed  to  the  woman,  but 
communicated  by  the  man.  It  was  their 
confession  of  faith,  but  more  perplexing 
than  enlightening.  General  Gordon  read 
the  MS.  on  his  way  to  Khartoum,  and 
wished  it  written  from  a  more  Biblical 
point  of  view,  as,  though,  he  said,  "it  con- 
tained nothing  that  was  not  to  be  found  in 
the  Bible,  yet  few  would  recognise  it,  and  it 
would  frighten  the  majority."  ...  In  his 
writings  sometimes  the  one  nature  is  in  full 
possession,  sometimes  the  other.  In  "The 
Autobiography  of  a  Joint-Stock  Com- 
pany," "The  Tender  Recollections  of  Irene 
Macpllicuddy,"  "The  Episodes  of  a  Wander- 
ing Life, "  "The  Land  of  Gilead, "  "  Haifa, " 
&c.,  we  have  the  bold  satirist,  the  C3mical 
philosopher,  the  boyish  fun  of  the  young 
aUachi,  or  the  observing  traveller.  In 
others,  such  as,  "The  Turkish  Effendi," 
"Sympneumata,"  "Scientific  Religion," 
&c.,  we  have  the  opposite  side— the 
dreamer,  the  mystic,  who  can  find  no  use 
for  life  but  to  "cast  it  before  the  feet  of  the 
himian  brotherhood  in  ceaseless  and  or- 
ganic service. "  Then  we  have  "  Piccadilly," 
"The  Reconstruction  of  the  Sheepfolds," 
"The  Land  of  Khemi,"  "Altiora  Peto,"  in 
which  both  natures  intermingle.  In  "Pic- 
cadilly" we  have  keen  satire  mixed  with 


the  most  serious  exposition  of  the  duty  of 
living  "the  inner  life."  In  "The  Sheep- 
folds,"  he  is  in  his  most  flippant  mood,  and 
yet  the  purport  of  it  is  to  prove  tiiat  there 
is  "a  dead  silence  on  the  part  of  the  Church 
on  the  intricate  problem  of  human  life." 
"The  Land  of  Khemi"  is  a  rather  bald  de- 
scription of  the  country  in  which  he  was 
travelling,  not  written  in  his  usual  fasci- 
nating s^le,  but  towards  the  end  bringing 
forward  his  peculiar  views  on  the  Egyptians 
and  Buddhism.— Fairbairn,  EvmNA, 
1892,  Laurence  Oliphant,  Westminster  Re- 
view, vol.  137,  pp.  508, 510. 

Oliphant  was  a  man  of  brilliant  literary 
ability,  and  he  proved  that  his  brain  was  a 
•  keen,  and  a  true,  and  a  cultured  one,  not 
only  by  the  bool^  he  produced  but  by  the 
intelligence  he  displayed  in  that  most 
difiicult  of  tasks,  a  newspaper  war-cor- 
respondent. We  have,  of  course,  only  to 
read  his  novel  of  "Piccadilly"  to  see  that 
a  strong  religious  vein  ran  through  his 
mind,  but  one  would  have  thought  that  in 
his  pious  moods  he  would  have  looked  at 
religion  from  a  very  high  standard,  and 
have  treated  it  in  the  most  dignified  fashion. 
—Angus,  J.  Keith,  1893,  The  Booth-ism  in 
the  Life  of  Laurence  Oliphant,  Belgravia, 
vol.  80,  p.  305. 

His  "Piccadilly,"  very  brightly  written, 
is  not  a  novel  proper,  but  a  satire  di- 
rected against  the  various  hypocrisies  and 
corruptions  of  society.  He  had  come,  he 
says,  to  think  that  the  world  at  large  was 
a  "lunatic  asylum,"  a  conunon  opinion 
among  persons  not  themselves  conspic- 
uous for  sanity.  He  mentions  in  it  "the 
greatest  poet  of  the  age,"  "Thomas  Lake 
Harris,"  author  of  "The  Great  Republic:  a 
Poem  of  the  Sun."  Harris  is  also  typified 
as  a  mysterious  prophet  who  meets  the 
hero,  and  was,  in  fact,  the  head  of  a  com- 
munity in  America.  The  creed  appears  to 
have  been  the  usual  mixture  of  scraps  of 
misunderstood  philosophy  and  science, 
with  peculiar  views  about  "physical  sensa- 
tions" caused  by  the  life  of  Christ  in  man, 
and  a  theory  that  marriage  should  be  a 
Platonic  relation.  Oliphant  had  also  some 
belief  in  "spiritualism, "  though  he  came  to 
regard  it  as  rather  diabolical  tiian  divine. — 
Stephen,  Lbsue,  1895,  Dictionary  oj 
National  Biography,  vol.  xui,  p.  135. 

Among  the  various  later-day  mystics 
who  have  laid  claim  to  supernatural  revel- 
ations in. regard  to  the  life  and  being  of  man. 
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that  brilliant  and  energetic  Englishman, 
Laurence  Oliphant,  holds  conspicuous  place 
by  reason  of  his  many  gifts,  his  posi- 
tion in  society,  the  superb  self-sacrifice  he 
showed  in  the  pursuit  of  occult  knowledge, 
«fid  Ms  devotion  to  high  spirituid  ideals. 
In  his  beautiful  and  accomplished  wife, 
Alice  L'Estrange,  he  found  a  devoted  co- 
worker. Through  them  was  given  to  the 
world  the  singular  work  so  s&angely  en- 
titled "Sympneumata."  .  .  .  Through  all 
his  adventurous  life,  despite  his  literary 
ambitions,  and  beneath  the  polished  ex- 


terior of  a  society  man,  Laurence  Oliphant 
was  ever  of  a  deeply  spiritual  nature,  find- 
ing no  real  happiness  or  solid  satisfaction 
in  either  society,  adventure,  or  gratified 
ambitions.  .  .  .  There  is  much  in  ttie  book 
somewhat  reasonable  and  truly  inspiring 
and  uplifting,  especially  in  its  portrayal  of  a 
grander  humanity,  strong,  unselfish,  pure, 
and  intellectually  great,  filled  with  di- 
vinely tender  love  towards  all  in  God's 
universc—UNDERWOOD,  Sara  A.,  1898, 
Laurence  OKphanfB  '* SympneunuUa,"  The 
Arena,  vol  20,  pp.  526,  527,  534. 


Richard  Anthony  Proctor 

1837-1888 
Astronomer,  bom  at  Chelsea,  23rd  March  1837,  graduated  from  St.  John's,  Cambridfi», 
in  1860.  Devoting  himself  from  1863  to  astronomy,  in  1866  he  was  elected  F.  R.  A.  S., 
and  in  1873  made  a  lecturing  tour  in  America.  About  this  time  he  communicated  to  the 
R.  A.  S.  some  important  papers  on  "The  Milky  Way,"  "The  Transit  of  Venus,"  "Star 
Distribution,"  &c.;  and  his  name  is  associated  with  the  determination  of  the  rotation  of 
Mars,  the  theory  of  the  solar  corona,  and  stellar  distribution.  He  charted  the  324,198 
stars  contained  in  Argelander's  great  catalogue.  His  magazine  Knowledge  was  founded  in 
1881,  in  which  year  he  settled  in  the  States;  and  he  died  at  New  York,12th  Sept.  1888.— 
Patrick  and  Groome,  ed$.  1897,  Chambers's  Biographical  Dictionary,  p.  764. 

was  regarded  by  many  outsiders  as  a  queru- 
lous and  agressive  man,  "never  at  peace  un- 
less he  was  fighting,"  was  seen  to  be  full  of 
kindly  considerateness  and  deference  to  men 
of  smaller  calibre  and  narrower  culture; 
willing  to  learn  of  them,  and  fretfully 
anxious  if  he  thought  he  had  said  anything 
that  might  hurt  or  vex  them.  .  .  .  Proctor, 
let  me  add,  was  a  man  of  deep  religious  feel- 
ing, looking^  with  no  glib  complacency  upon, 
or  ready  with  cut-and-dried  panaceas  for, 
the  sin  and  sorrow  of  the  world.  As  with 
Epicurus,  his  quarrel  was  not  with  the  gods, 
but  with  men's  theories  about  them.— 
Clodd,  Edward,  1888,  Richard  Anthony 
Proctor,  Knowledge,  vol.  11,  p.  265. 


PERSONAL 
Personally,  Proctor  was  a  lovable  man, 
endeared  to  his  friends  by  a  transparent 
simplicity  of  life  and  manners.  His  very 
faults  were  the  faults  of  a  noble  nature.  His 
pugnacity  proceeded  from  a  strong  sense 
of  justice  and  an  earnest  love  of  right;  his 
frank  self-assertion  from  a  modest  con- 
sciousness of  his  own  true  worth  and  the 
ridiculous  disparity  of  native  endowment 
between  himself  and  his  critics.— Allen, 
Grant,  1888,  Richard  Proctor,  The  Academy, 
vol.  34,  p.  193. 

Proctor  mixed  very  little  in  what  is  called 
''society;"  he  belonged  to  no  club;  it  is 
surprising  how  few  of  his  eminent  con- 
temporaries he  knew  personally.  His  de- 
light was  in  his  work,  his  appetite  for  knowl- 
edge was  onmivorous,  and  he  was  happy  in 
the  companionship  of  wife  and  children,  and 
of  a  chosen  friend  or  two  with  whom  to 
wind  up  the  day  over  a  rubber.  He  was  a 
good  oarsman,  an  excellent  fencer,  a 
doughty  champion  at  chess;  last,  and  not 
least  he  loved  a  romp  with  the  children.  It 
was  within  the  social  circle— narrow  only  in 
number — ^that  the  lovableness  and  sim- 
plicity of  his  character  came  out;  he  who, 
because  he  hated  shams  and  quacks,  of 
whatever  profession,  and  all  their  works. 


In  a  series  of  papers  communicated  to  the 
Royal  Asb*onomical  Society,  he  examined 
into  the  conditions  of  observation  for  the 
transits  of  1874  and  1882  with  great  thor- 
oughness and  at  much  detail,  and  his 
opinions  may  be  read  in  "Old  and  New 
Astronomy."  .  .  .  One  of  Mr.  Proc- 
tor's greatest  undertakings  was  the  chart- 
ing of  the  three  hundred  and  twenty- 
four  thousand  stars  contained  in  Argelan- 
der's  Catalogue,  showing  the  relation  of  stars 
down  to  the  eleventh  magnitude,  with  the 
Milky  Way  and  its  subsidiary  branches.  In 
a  series  of  papers  on  ''Star  Distribution," 
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"The  Construction  of  the  Milky  Way," 
"The  Distribution  of  Nebula  and  Star 
Ousters, "  and  on  "The  Proper  Motions  of 
the  Stars,"  etc.,  he  completely  disposed  of 
the  artificial  theories  which  had  been  pre- 
viously held  regarding  the  Stellar  universe. 
.  .  .  Amid  all  this  scientific  activity  Mr. 
Proctor  found  time  for  the  lighter  acoom- 
pUshments.  He  was  passionately  fond  of 
music,  and  played  the  piano  with  much 
delicacy  of  touch  and  feeling.  He  was  an 
authority  on  whist,  and  was  the  author  of  a 
book  on  the  subject;  and  he  was  at  one  time 
president  of  the  British  Chess  Society  in 
London.— Macqubary,  Howard,  1893, 
Richard  Anthony  Proctor,  Agtronomer,  The 
Arena,  vol  8,  p.  566. 

In  1884,  at  the  close  of  a  long  lecture 
season  m  the  United  States,  he  purchased 
a  home  in  St.  Joseph,  Missouri,  and  a  winter 
residence  at  Lake  Lawn,  Florida.  In  social 
life  Mr.  Proctor  was  a  genial,  entertaining 
companion  and  a  firm  friend.  As  a  con- 
versationalist he  had  exceptional  gifts.  On 
the  eighth  of  September,  1888,  Mr.  Proctor 
left  his  winter  home,  intending  to  sail  for 
Europe  a  week  later.  In  New  York  he  was 
taken  violently  ill,  and  two  days  after  his 
arrival  died  of  yellow  fever  in  one  of  the 
hospitals  of  that  city.— Willard,  Char- 
lotte R.,  1894,  Richard  A.  Proctor,  Popular 
Astronomy,  voL  i,  p.  321. 

His  success  on  the  lecture  platform  was 
from  the  first  assured,  and  greatly  increased 
his  popularity.  .  .  .  His  papers  on  the 
coming  ''  Transit  of  Venus,"  in  the  same 
journal  ["Knowledge"],  mvolved  him  in  an 
acrimonious  controversy  with  the  astron- 
omer royal,  Sir  George  Airy,  as  to  the  time 
and  place  for  observing  the  transit  Proc- 
tor's views  ultimately  prevailed.  Among 
his  many  gifts  that  of  lucid  exposition  was 
the  chief,  and  his  main  work  was  that  of 
popularising  science  as  a  writer  and  lec- 
turer. Yet  he  was  no  mere  exponent  The 
highest  value  attaches  to  his  researches 
into  the  rotation  period  of  Mars,  and  to  his 
demonstration  of  the  existence  of  a  resisting 
medium  in  the  sun's  surroundings  by  its 
effect  on  the  trajectory  of  the  prominences. 
His  grasp  of  higher  mathematics  was  proved 
by  Us  treatise  on  the  Cycloid,  and  his  abil- 
ity as  a  celestial  draughtsman  by  his  chart- 
ing 324,198  stars  from  Argelander's  "Sur- 
vey of  the  Northern  Heavens"  on  an  equal 
surface  projection.  Many  of  his  works 
were  illustrated  with  maps  drawn  by  him- 


self with  admirable  clearness  and  accuracy. 
Versatile  as  profound,  he  wrote  in  "Knowl- 
edge" on  miscellaneous  subjects  under  sev- 
er^ pseudonyms,  and  was  a  proficient  in 
chess,  whist,  and  on  the  pianoforte.— 
Clei^,  Miss  E.  M.,  1896,  Dictionary  of 
National  Biography,  vol.  XLVl,  p.  420. 

GENERAL 

As  an  Astronomer  and  Mathematician  he 
stands  in  the  front  rank  of  scientists,  and  to 
the  most  assiduous  application  and  untiring 
industry  he  adds  a  brilliancy  of  imagination, 
lucidity  of  style,  and  a  darmg  originality  of 
purpose  that  give  him  a  distinct  and  honor- 
able place  among  the  select  and  iUustrious 
few  who  have  widened  the  boundaries  of 
exact  knowledge,  and  devoted  great  in- 
tellectual powtf  to  the  elucidation  of  some 
of  the  grandest  themes  in  the  arcana  of  the 
sciences.— Fraser,  John,  1873,  Riekard 
Anthony  Proctor,  ScrHmer^i  Monthly,  voL 
7,  p.  175. 

It  has  been  a  favourite  charge  against 
him  by  a  few  ignorant  and  self-interested 
people,  that  he  was  simply  a  wonderfully 
clever  expositor  of  other  men's  ideas  and 
discoveries.  This  charge,  I  have  noted,  be- 
ing made  by  men  whose  entire  books  are  the 
merest  paste-and-sdssors  compilations  from 
the  works  of  their  predecessors,  and  whose 
worn  illustrative  woodcuts  have  done  duty 
in  text-books  over  and  over  and  over  again. 
Never  was  there  a  greater  misteke,  or  (wh«i 
deliberately  uttered)  a  greater  fals^ood. 
Admitting  that  Proctor  was  unrivalled  as  a 
popular  expositor  of  the  most  abstruse  dis- 
coveries of  others;  he  was  very  much  more 
than  this.  He  was  a  bom  mathematician, 
and  most  fertile  in  expedients,  geometrical 
and  ansJytical,  in  the  solution  of  problems. 
I  have  spoken  previously  of  his  "Geometiy 
and  Cycloids,"  and  the  first  edition  of  his 
"Moon,"  and  may  further  advert  to  his 
papers  scattered  through  the  Monthly  Notices 
of  the  Royal  Astronomical  Society,  as  in- 
dicative of  his  capacity  for  dealing  with 
mathematical  questions  in  an  original  man- 
ner. He  applied  the  differential  calculus 
to  the  solution  of  the  most  ludicrously  di- 
verse questions.  He  devoted  great  atten- 
tion to  cartography,  and  many  of  his  maps, 
both  celestial  and  terrestrial,  are  unsur- 
passed for  their  legibility,  convenience, 
accuracy,  and  adaptability  to  the  purposes 
for  which  they  were  designed.  No  existing 
maps  of  the  stars  visible  to  the  naked  eye 
can  compare  for  efficiency  with  those  in  his 
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"Larger  Star  Atlas,"  with  its  ingenious 
projection  of  his  own  devising,  whereby 
distortion  is  sensibly  eliminated;  while 
among  his  latest  works  his  large  charts  for 
great  circle  sailing,  and  his  maps  of  the 
world  on  the  equidistant  projection,  are 
conspicuous  for  ttieir  beauty  and  accuracy. 
—Noble,  Wiluam,  1888,  Richard  An- 
ihony  Proctor,  Knowledge,  vol  11,  p.  266. 

In  1881  he  founded  "Knowledge,"  a 
weekly  scientific  journal,  but  changed  it  to 
a  monthly  in  1885,  and  continued  its  ed- 
itor until  his  death.  His  productiveness 
and  versatility  were  remarkable.  In  the 
same  issue  of  his  journal  he  would  appear 
in  several  r6kt  at  once:  as  the  editor  and  as 
S^chard  A.  Proctor,  writing  on  astronomy 
and  mathematics;  as  Thomas  Foster, 
criticising  and  carrying  to  its  logical  con- 
clusions Dickens'  unfin^ed  novel  of  "Ed- 
win Drood;"  and  then  anonymously  criti- 
cising and  refuting  the  said  Thomas  Foster; 
as  the  whist  editor  and  the  chess  editor  and 
every  other  sort  of  editor  demanded  by 
the  occasion.  At  the  same  time  he  was 
writing  articles  for  other  periodicals  and 
newspapers,  and  he  wrote  well  on  every 
subject  he  handled.— Benjamin,  Mabgus, 
1888,  Appleton*s  Annual  Cydopadia,  p.  Iffl. 

I  will  not  speak  here  of  his  astronomical 
work.  Astronomers  of  a  certain  dry-as- 
dust  school  have  long  been  in  the  habit  of 
gauging  that  by  their  own  measure.  But 
tiiose  who  knew  him  knew  that  for  width 
of  grasp  and  breadth  of  vision  Proctor  had 
few  equals  among  modem  thinkers.  What 
he  saw  he  saw  with  a  philosophical  clear- 
ness and  a  oosmical  profundity  only  to  be 
found  within  a  very  smadl  and  select  circle. 
He  could  be  properly  judged  by  his  peers 
alone.  That  his  performance  unhappily 
somehow  fell  short  of  his  natural  powers 
was  due  to  the  fact  that  the  necessity  for 
earning  a  living  by  the  work  of  his  brains 
compeUed  him  to  waste  upon  popularizing 
results  and  upon  magazine  articles  a 
genius  capable  of  the  highest  efforts.  For 
myself,  I  do  not  remember  to  have  met 
among  contemporaries  three  other  men 
who  so  impressed  me  with  a  consciousness 
of  intellectual  greatness.— Allen,  Grant, 
1888,  The  Academy,  vol  34,  p.  193. 

No  writer  of  this  generation  has  done 
more  to  interest  people  in  the  high  science 
of  astronomy  than  the  man  wlK)se  name 
appears  at  the  head  of  this  article.  Both 
by  original  investigation  and  by  numerous 


popular  treatises  on  the  subject.  Professor 
Proctor  strove  to  promote  a  knowledge  of 
astronomy.  .  .  .  His  first  book  was  on 
"Saturn  and  its  System, "  and  was  published 
in  1865,  at  his  own  expense;  its  prepa- 
ration occupied  four  years.  It  was  very 
favorably  received  by  astronomers,  who 
recognized  that  a  writer  of  exceptional 
ability  had  appeared.  Geometrical  con- 
ceptions were  expounded  with  great  clear- 
ness, and  astronomical  and  historicid  de- 
tails were  explained  with  an  ease  and  en- 
thusiasm which  attracted  the  reader.  But 
though  the  book  was  well  received  by  the 
reviewers,  the  public  did  not  buy  it,  and  he 
found,  to  his  great  disappointment,  that  its 
publication  was  a  source  of  loss  instead  of 
profit.  .  .  .  Professor  Proctor  was  the 
author  of  fifty-seven  volumes  on  astronomy, 
the  most  popular  of  which  is  perhaps 
"  Other  Worlds  than  Ours. "  His  last  work, 
however,  is  his  most  important  and  comr 
plete  production.  It  is  entitled  "Old  and 
New  Astronomy,"  and  has  been  finished 
and  published  since  his  death  by  his  friend 
Mr.  Arthur  C.  Ranyard  of  England.— Mac- 
queary,  Howard,  1893,  Richard  Anthony 
Proctor,  Attronomer,  The  Arena,  vol  8,  pp. 
562,  564,  565. 

At  a  time  when  men  of  affairs  as  well  as 
men  of  science  turn  with  increasing  in- 
terest to  the  subject  of  Astronomy,  no 
small  importance  attaches  to  the  char- 
acter and  work  of  the  man  of  whom  Pro- 
fessor Young  could  say,  "As  an  expounder 
and  popularizer  of  science  he  stands,  I  think, 
unriviued  in  English  literature."  .  .  .  The 
first  work  which  Mr.  Proctor  published  was 
a  paper  on  "The  Colors  of  Double  Stars," 
which  appeared  in  the  Cornhill  Magazine,  in 
1863,  and  for  which  the  author  received 
fifty  dollars.  This  riiort  paper  of  nine  pages 
represented  six  weeks'  labor,  sometimes  not 
more  than  four  or  five  lines  having  been 
completed  in  a  day.  His  first  book,  "Saturn 
and  its  System,"  was  favorably  received 
by  scientific  men,  but  proved  a  financial 
burden  at  a  time  when  he  especially  needed 
remuneration.  The  years  which  followed 
were  full  of  varied  activities.  One  of  his 
greatest  undertakings  was  the  "Chartmg 
of  324,000  stars  contained  in  Argelander's 
Great  Catalogue  showing  the  relation  of 
stars  down  to  the  11th  n^apitude  with  the 
Milky  Way  and  its  subsidiary  branches.— 
WiLLARD,  Charlotte  R.,  1894,  Richard  A. 
Proctor,  Popular  Aitronomy,  vol  i. 
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Amos  Bronson  Alcott 

1799-1888 
An  American  philosophical  writer  and  educator,  one  of  the  founders  of  the  transcen- 
dental school  of  philosophy  in  New  England;  bom  at  Wolcott,  Conn.,  Nov.  29, 1799;  died 
at  Boston,  March  4, 1888.  I<Vom  1834-37  his  private  school  in  Boston,  conducted  on  the 
plan  of  adapting  the  instruction  to  the  individuality  of  each  pupil,  a^acted  attention. 
He  was  on  terms  of  friendship  with  Emerson,  Hawthorne,  Channing,  Thoreau,  Margaret 
Fuller,  and  many  other  noted  persons.  After  1840  he  lived  in  Concord,  Mass.,  and  was  the 
projector  and  dean  of  the  Concord  school  of  philosophy.  Lectures  on  speculative  and 
practical  subjects  occupied  his  later  years.  His  chief  works  are:  "Orphic  Sayings,"  con- 
tributed to  the  Dial  (1840);  "Tablets"  (1868);  "Concord  Days"  (1872);  "Table  Talk" 
(1877);  "Sonnets  and  Canzonets"  (1882);  "Ralph  Waldo  Emerson,  his  Character  and 
Genius"  (1882;)  "New  Connecticut"  (1886).— Warner,  Charles  Dudley,  ed.  1897, Li- 
brary  of  the  World's  Best  Literdwre,  Biographical  Dictionary,  vol.  xxix,  p.  10. 


PERSONAL 

He  has  been  twice  here,  at  considerable 
length;  the  second  time,  all  night.  He  is  a 
genial,  innocent,  simple-hearted  man,  of 
much  natural  intelligence  and  goodness, 
with  an  air  of  rustici^,  veracity,  and  dig- 
nity withal,  which  in  many  ways  appeals  to 
one.  The  good  Alcott:  with  his  long,  lean 
face  and  figure,  with  his  gray  worn  temples 
and  mild  radiant  eyes;  bII  bent  on  saving 
the  world  by  a  return  to  acorns  and  the 
golden  age;  he  comes  before  one  like  a  kind 
of  venerable  Don  Quixote,  whom  nobody 
can  even  laugh  at  without  loving!— Car- 
LYLE,  Thomas,  1842,  To  Emerson,  July  19; 
Correspondence  of  Carlyle  and  Emerson,  ed. 
Norton,  vol  U,  p.  8. 

He  is  a  great  man  and  was  made  for  what 
is  greatest,  but  I  now  fear  that  he  has  al- 
ready touched  what  best  he  can,  and 
through  his  more  than  a  prophet's  egotism, 
and  the  absence  of  all  useful  reconciling 
talents,  will  bring  nothing  to  pass,  and  be 
but  a  voice  in  the  wilderness.  As  you  do 
not  seem  to  have  seen  him  in  his  piure  and 
noble  intellect,  I  fear  that  it  lies  under  some 
new  and  denser  clouds.— Emerson,  Ralph 
Waldo,  1842,  To  Carlyle,  Oct.  15;  Corres- 
pondence of  Carlyle  and  Emerson,  ed.  Norton, 
vol.  II,  p.  14. 
Yonder,  calm  as  a  cloud,  Alcott  stalks  in  a 

dream, 
And  fancies  himself  in  the  groves  Academe, 
With  the  Parthenon  nigh,  and  his  olive-trees 

o'er  him, 
And  never  a  fact  to  perplex  or  bore  him, 
With  a  snug  room  at  Plato's,  when  night  comes, 

to  walk  to, 
And  people  from  morning  tiU  midnight  to  talk 

to. 

—Lowell,  Jambs  Russell,  1848,  A  Fable 
for  Critics. 
I  had  a  good  talk  with  Alcott  this  after- 


noon. He  is  certainly  the  youngest  man  of 
his  age  we  have  seen,— just  on  the  threshold 
of  life.  When  I  looked  at  his  gray  hairs,  his 
conversation  sounded  pathetic;  but  I  looked 
again,  and  they  reminded  me  of  the  gray 
dawn.  He  is  getting  better  acquainted  with 
Channing,  though  he  says  that  if  they  were 
to  live  in  the  same  house,  they  would  soon 
sit  with  their  backs  to  each  other.— Tho- 
REAU,  Henry  David,  1848,  Letter  to  Emer- 
son, Feb. 

To  establish  a  school  of  philosophy  had 
been  the  dream  of  Alcott's  life;  and  there 
he  sat  as  I  entered  the  vestry  of  a  church 
on  one  of  the  hottest  days  in  August.  He 
looked  full  as  young  as  he  did  twenty  years 
ago,  when  he  gave  us  a  "conversation"  in 
Lynn.— Mitchell,  Maria,  1879,  Life,  Lei- 
iers  and  Journals,  p.  246. 

I  remember  one  morning  that  Mr.  Al* 
cott  spent  with  my  husband  and  myself, 
many  years  ago,  when  his  swift  fancy,  and 
slow  speech,  his  uplifting  habit  of  mind,  his 
large  charity,  his  beautiful  benignity,  all 
brought  into  play  by  the  brilliant  and 
chivalric  spirit  that  met  him,  made  it  seem 
as  if  we  had  been  visited  by  an  angel  in  our 
Eden;  and  I  have  often  thought  since  then 
what  it  was  to  her  to  have  been  bred  and 
taught  by  such  a  being  as  that,  to  have 
livc3  in  the  daily  receipt  of  such  high 
thoughts,  to  have  inherited  something  of 
such  a  nature.  Possibly  Louisa  was  in- 
debted to  her  father  in  quite  another  fash- 
ion also;  since  she  may  have  made  the  re- 
bound into  the  practical  and  the  successful 
through  the  pressure  of  exigencies  arising 
from  his  life  in  the  impractical.— Spofford, 
Harriet  Prbscott,  1888,  Louisa  May  Al- 
cott, The  Chaviauquan,  vol.  9,  p.  160. 

He  was  in  some  aspects  at  the  level  of 
Plato;  yet  in  others  hardly  more  than  a 
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crank:  singulary  gifted  in  speculative  in- 
sight, in  ethical  refinement  and  in  flawless 
integrity,  but  as  empty  of  practical  sense, 
as  destitute  of  practical  energy,  and  as 
wild  in  fantastic  whims  and  worthless  in 
every  day  work,  as  any  mere  tramp  on  the 
high  road  of  modem  cnltore.  ...  Of  his 
fine  spirit,  his  beautiful  simplicity  and 
purity  of  character,  his  deep  wisdom  in 
things  of  the  spirit,  and  his  measurably  con- 
servative temper  among  radical  thinkers 
who  regarded  him  as  a  leader,  there  could 
be  no  doubt  But  very  much  that  he  said 
rose  so  far  into  the  air  of  vague  speculation 
as  to  lose  all  value  and  even  lack  all  interest, 
and  there  remains  little  result  of  his  long 
and  singular  life,  except  a  name  as  perhaps 
a  Yankee  Pythagoras,  who,  for  some  rare 
thoughts  and  fine  words,  will  have  the  fame 
of  a  philosopher  with  very  little  philosophy 
to  show  for  it.  His  practical  daughter  did  a 
work  and  made  a  mark  a  hundred  fold  bet- 
ter and  deeper  than  that  of  her  speculative 
and  unpractical  father.— Towne,  E.  C, 
1888,  A  Yankee  Pythagoras,  North  Amerir 
can  Review,  vol.  147,  pp.  345,  346. 

The  most  adroit  soliloquizer  I  ever 
listened  to,  who  delivered  in  a  vestry-room 
a  series  of  those  remarkable  "conversa- 
tions"—versations  with  the  eon  left  out — 
for  which  he  was  celebrated. — FROTfflNQ- 
HAM,  OCTAVius  Brooks,  1891,  RecoUectione 
and  Impressums,  p.  52. 

At  Concord  I  saw  and  spoke  with  Bron- 
son  Alcott,  a  strange,  mystical,  gentle  old 
philosopher,  very  gracious,  very  wordy, 
rather  incomprehensible. — Linton,  Will- 
iam James,  1894,  Threescore  and  Ten  Years, 
1820  to  1890,  ReeoUecHons,  p.  216. 

I  clearly  understood  that  Mr.  Alcott  was 
admirable ;  but  he  sometimes  brought  manu- 
script foetty  with  him,  the  dear  child  of  his 
own  Muse,  and  a  guest  more  unwelcome 
than  the  enfant  terrible  of  the  drawing- 
room.  There  was  one  particularly  long 
poem  which  he  had  read  aloud  to  my 
mother  and  father;  a  seemingly  harmless 
thing,  from  which  they  never  recovered. 
Out  of  the  mentions  made  of  this  effusion  I 
gathered  that  it  was  like  a  moonlit  expanse, 
quiet,  somnolent,  cool,  and  flat  as  a  month 
of  prairies.  Rapture,  conviction,  tender- 
ness, often  glowed  upon  Alcott's  features 
and  trembled  in  his  voice.  I  believe  he  was 
never  once  startled  from  the  dream  of  illu- 
sive joy  which  pictured  to  him  all  high  aims 
as  posfflble  of  realization  through  talk. 


Often  he  was  so  happy  that  he  could  have 
danced  like  a  child;  and  he  laughed  merrUy 
like  one;  and  the  quick,  upward  lift  of  his 
bead,  which  his  great  height  induced  him 
to  hold  as  a  rule,  slightly  bent  forward,— 
this  rapid,playful  liji,  and  the  glance,  bright 
and  ea^er  though  not  deep,  which  sparkled 
upon  you,  were  sweet  and  good  to  see.  Yet 
I  have  noticed  his  condition  as  pale  and 
dolorous  enough,  before  tiie  event  of  his 
noble  daughter's  splendid  success.  But 
such  was  not  his  character;  circumstances 
had  enslaved  him,  and  he  appeared  thin 
and  forlorn  by  incongruous  accident,  like  a 
lamb  in  chains.  He  might  have  been  taken 
for  a  centenarian  when  I  beheld  him  one 
day  slowly  and  pathetically  constructing  a 
pretty  rustic  fence  before  his  gabled  brown 
house,  as  if  at  the  unreasonable  command 
of  some  latter-day  Pharaoh.  Ten  years 
afterward  he  was,  on  the  contrary,  a  Titan: 
gay,  silvery-locked,  elegant,  ready  to  be- 
gin his  life  over  again.— Lathrop,  Rose 
Hawthorne,  1897,  Memories  of  Hawthorne, 
p.  415. 

Although  Emerson  had  a  high  opinion  of 
Alcott,  he  seemed  to  me  a  shallow  and 
illogical  thinker,  and  I  have  always  felt 
that  the  good  opinion  of  Emerson  was  due 
rather  to  the  fact  that  Alcott  presented  him 
with  his  own  ideas  served  up  in  forms  in 
which  he  no  longer  recognized  them,  and  so 
appeared  to  Emerson  as  original.  Such 
originality  as  he  had  was  rather  an  oracular 
and  often  incomprehensible  verbiage  than 
a  profundity  of  thought,  but,  as  no  one 
attempted  to  bring  him  to  book,  bewildered 
as  his  audience  generally  was  by  the  novelty 
of  the  propositions  he  made  or  by  their  ab- 
surdity, he  used  to  go  on  until  suggestion, 
or  breath,  failed  him.  .  .  .  Alcott  was  a 
drawing-room  philosopher,  the  justice  of 
whose  lucubrations  had  no  importance 
whatever,  while  his  manner  and  his  in- 
dividuality gave  to  wiser  people  than  I,  the 
pleasure  which  belongs  to  the  study  of 
such  a  specimen  of  human  nature.  He 
amused  and  superficially  interested,  and  he 
no  doubt  enjoyed  his  distorted  reflections 
of  the  wisdom  of  wiser  men  as  much  as  if 
he  had  been  an  original  seeker.— Stillman, 
William  James,  1901,  The  Autobiography 
of  a  Journalist,  vol  l,  pp.  219,  221. 

GENERAL 
Mr.  Alcott  is  the  great  man,  and  Miss 
Fuller  has  not  seen  him.  His  book  does  him 
no  justice,  and  I  do  not  like  to  see  it.   I  had 
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not  fronted  him  for  a  good  while,  and  was 
willing  to  revise  my  opinion.  But  he  has 
more  of  the  god-like  than  any  man  I  have 
ever  seen,  and  his  presence  rebukes,  and 
threatens,  and  raises.  He  is  a  teacher.  I 
shall  dismiss  for  the  future  all  anxiety 
about  his  success.  If  he  cannot  make  in- 
telligent men  feel  the  presence  of  a  superior 
nature,  the  worse  for  them;  I  can  never 
doubt  him.  His  ideal  is  beheld  with  such 
unrivalled  distinctness  that  he  is  not  only 
justified  but  necessitated  to  condemn  and 
to  seek  to  upheave  the  vast  actual,  and 
cleanse  the  world.— Emerson,  Ralph 
Waldo,  1837,  To  Margaret  FuOet,  May  19; 
A  Memoir  of  Ralph  Waldo  Emerson,  ed. 
Cabot,  vol.  I,  p.  279. 

While  he  talks  he  is  great,  but  goes  out  like  a 

taper, 
If  you  shut  him  up  closely  with  pen,  ink,  and 

paper; 
Yet  his  fingers  itch  for  'em  from  morning  till 

night, 
And  he  thinks  he  does  wrong  if  he  don't  always 

write; 
In  this,  as  in  all  things,  a  lamb  among  men. 
He  goes  to  sure  death  when  he  goes  to  his  pen. 

—Lowell,  Jambs  Russell,  1848,  A  Fable 
for  Criiies. 

He  is  a  Yankee  seer,  who  has  suppressed 
every  tendency  in  his  Yankee  nature  toward 
"argufying"  a  point.— WfflPPLB,  Edwin 
Perct,  1876-86,  American  Literature  and 
Other  Papers,  ed.  Whittier,  p.  112. 

Mr.  Alcott  was  a  teacher  more  than  a 
man  of  letters.  There  is  little  system  in  his 
writing^.  They  are  mainly  notes  of  thought 
but  of  such  a  kind  as  to  charm  and  dao 
stimulate  to  a  high  degree.  .  .  .  His  was 
an  original  nature  and  self-poised.  He 
sought  for  guidance  witUn  himself,  not 
from  his  fellow  men.  He  was  not  a  dis- 
dple  or  follower  of  any  one.  At  one  time 
he  was  regarded  as  the  leader  of  the ''  Trans- 
cendental" movement,  but  he  lacked  ttie 
practical  qualities  of  which  Emerson  had 
so  large  a  measure;  yet  he  received  and 
needed  less  influence  from  Emerson  than, 
perhaps,  any  other  member  of  that  cbcle.— 
Lewin,  Walter,  1888,  Amos  Bronson  Al- 
cott and  Louisa  May  Alcott,  The  Academy, 
vol.  33,  p.  206. 

The  "Orphic  Sayings,"  which  he  con- 
tributed to  "The  Dial"  (under  Miss  FuUer's 
administration)  are  perhaps  most  char- 
acteristic of  him;  he  was  rather  mystical 
than  profound;  he  delighted  in  forays  into 


regions  of  the  unknown— with  whatever 
tentative  or  timid  steps— and  although 
he  may  have  put  a  vehemence  into  his  ex- 
pression that  would  seem  to  imply  that  be 
was  drifting  in  deep  wat«*s— one  cannot 
forbear  the  conviction  that  'twould  be  easy 
for  this  man  of  the  explorative  mentalities 
to  touch  ground  with  his  feet  (if  he  chose) 
—in  all  the  bays  where  he  swims. —  Hitch- 
ell,  Donald  Q.,  1889,  American  Lands  and 
Letters,  Leather-Stocking  to  Poe^s  "Raven," 
p.  188. 

In  Alcott's  "Tablets"  and  "Concord 
Days"  and  papers  reminiscent  of  "The 
Dial"  perioa  may  be  found  interest- 
ing records— and  echoes— of  his  great 
friend  and  spiritual  master.— Hawthorne, 
Julian,  and  Lemmon,  Leonard,  1891, 
American  Literature,  p.  147. 

Alcott,  as  we  have  seen,  attempted  edu- 
cation for  his  profession,  but  found  the 
world  unready  where  his  capacity  lay,  and 
himself  incapable  where  the  world's  readi- 
ness was.  like  Channing,  although  not 
quite  so  willing  to  accept  the  unobserved 
pathway  of  life,  Alcott  yielded  to  his  lot 
with  tolerable  patience,  and  oonstantiy 
sought  that  career  of  studious  leisure  and 
friendly  companionship  which  should  be 
the  ideal  of  scholars.  His  gift  of  expression 
was  not  so  much  for  writing  as  for  speech, 
and  conversation  was  his  fine  ait;  but  at 
intervals  during  his  whole  life,  he  had  writ- 
ten verses  worttiy  of  notice;  and  when  his 
career  was  closing,  he  stood  forth,  at  the 
age  of  eighty,  as  a  poet  of  no  mean  rank. 
His  theme  was  friendship;  and  his  best  skill 
was  to  draw  the  portraits  of  his  friends  in  a 
series  of  sonnets.— Sanborn,  Franklin 
Benjamin,  1893,  A.  Bronson  Alcott,  his  Life 
and  Philosophy,  vol.  n,  p.  514. 

Lately  it  has  come  to  me  that  Alootf  s 
style  is  not  literary  because  it  continuaUy 
harps  on  one  string,  that  of  genesis.  All  re- 
marks are  made,  all  refleraons  initiated, 
with  the  doctrine  of  Lapse  in  the  back- 
ground; a  constant  spectacle  needed  by  the 
reader  if  he  wiU  interpret  aright  the  most 
triviid  of  Alcott's  utterances.  He  is  a  theo- 
logical idealist  intoxicated  with  the  One,  as 
every  good  theologian  must  be.  Hence  all 
his  utterances  have  the  form  of  philoso- 
phemes,  and  he  has  furnished  them  of  the 
best  quality  both  in  prose  and  poetry.  .  .  . 
But  if  we  deny  him  the  merit  of  literary  art, 
we  are  yet  compelled  to  concede  rare  philo- 
sophical merit.   In  the  days  of  his  earlier 
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conversations,  and  before  he  had  printed 
his  works,  Mr.  Alcott  used  to  read,  in  the 
course  of  the  evening,  from  a  red-covered 
book  that  he  carried,  certain  poems  which 
had  his  character  of  philosophemes.  They 
puzzled  one  at  first,  resembling  in  this  re- 
spect, indeed,  the  most  of  Emerson's  poems 
as  well  as  Browning's.  But  on  getting  fa- 
miliar with  them,  they  seemed  to  be  very 
felicitous  in  expression,  and  to  have  an  in- 
finite depth  of  suggestion,  as  all  true  philoso- 
phemes shoidd  have.  ...  I  think,  there- 
fore, that  Mr.  Alcott's  books  wh^ein  he  has 
recorded  his  deepest  and  sincerest  convic- 
tions are  to  b6  resorted  to  and  studied  along 
with  the  works  of  Plotinus  and  Proclus, 
inasmuch  as  they  present  this  world-his- 
toric theory  as  a  ''survival"  in  a  person 
bom  in  our  own  age.— Harris,  William 
ToRRET,  1893,  A.  Branson  AleoU,  his  Life 
and  Philosophy,  ed.  Sanborn,  pp.  618,  620, 
664. 

He  was  a  beautiful  and  inspiring  presence 
in  the  community  where  he  lived,  and  his 
influence  was  broadening  and  uplifting  al- 
ways.—Noble,  Charles,  1898,  Studies  in 
American  Liieratvre,  p.  322. 

Tradition  has  remembered  about  it 
["Dial"]  chiefly  such  oddities  as  the  "  Orphic 
Sayings"  of  Bronson  Alcott,— "  awful  say- 
ings," they  have  since  been  called,  in  days 
when  the  adjective  "awful"  had  attained 
its  cant  meaning.  There  is  room  for  grave 
doubt  whether  Alcott  ever  knew  what  some 
of  them  meant;  certainly  no  one  else  ever 


knew,  and  for  many  years  no  one  has 
wanted  to  know.— Wendell,  Barrett, 
1900,  A  Literary  History  of  Ameriea,  p.  303. 

Whether  in  his  capacity  of  philosopher  or 
religious  idealist  he  was  much  more  than  an 
aspiring  soul  is  a  question  that  need  not  be 
discussed  here.  As  an  educationaJ  re- 
former he  was  a  good  deal  more,  and  he  was 
probably  something  more  as  a  writer,  al- 
though this  is  not  the  usual  opinion.  His 
"Orphic  Sayings"  contributed  to  The  Dial 
brought  him  harsh  criticism  and  ridicule, 
at  which  his  admirers  have  expressed  a  not 
justifiable  indignation,  Orphic  literature  b 
to-day  best  adapted  to  private  circulation, 
as  Emerson,  who  was  sometimes  scarcely 
less  guilty  than  Alcott,  seems  to  have 
thought  when  he  advised  against  the  publi- 
cation of  his  friend's  philosophical  romance 
entitled  "Psyche."  Emerson,  indeed,  was 
constantly  regretting  that  a  man  who 
talked  so  well  wrote  so  ill,  and  teking  their 
cue  from  Emerson,  Lowell  and  other  critics 
have  treated  Alcott  the  author  with  scant 
courtesy.  Yet  while  it  would  be  absurd  to 
attribute  great  power  or  charm  to  Alcott's 
scraps  of  speculation  or  to  his  jottings  upon 
social  and  literary  topics  gathered  in  his 
"Tablets"  and  his  "Table  Talk,"  or  even 
to  his  reminiscential  "Concord  Days,"  it 
would  be  unjust  to  deny  that  these  books 
contain  suggestive  pages  worthy  of  the  at- 
tention of  those  who  do  not  read  as  they 
run.— Trent,  Wiluam  P.,  1903,  A  History 
of  American  Literature,  p.  312. 


Louisa  May  Aloott 

1832-1888 
Author,  bom  in  Germantown,  Penn.,  29th  November,  1832.  Her  birth  was  the  anni- 
versary of  the  birth  of  her  father.  Her  first  published  book  was  "Flower  Fables" 
(Boston,  1855).  It  was  not  successful.  She  continued  to  write  for  her  own  amusement 
in  her  spare  hours,  but  devoted  herself  to  helping  her  father  and  mother  by  teaching 
school,  serving  as  nursery  governess,  and  even  at  times  sewing  for  a  living.  ...  In  1862 
she  became  a  nurse  in  the  Washmgton  Hospitals  and  devoted  herself  to  her  duties  there 
with  consciencious  zeal.  In  consequence,  she  became  ill  herself  and  narrowly  escaped 
death  by  t3n3hoid  fever.  While  in  Washington  she  wrote  to  her  mother  and  sisters  letters 
describing  hospital  life  and  experience,  which  were  revised  and  published  in  book-form 
as  "Hospital  Sketehes"  (Boston,  1863).  In  that  year  she  went  to  Europe  as  companion 
to  an  invalid  woman,  spending  the  year  in  Glermany,  Switzerland,  Paris,  and  London. 
Then  followed  "Moods"  (1864);  "Morning  Glories,  and  Other  Tales"  (1867);  "Proverb 
Stories"  (1868).  She  then  published  "Little  Women,"  2  volumes,  (1868),  a  story  founded 
largely  on  incidents  in  the  lives  of  her  three  sisters  and  herself  at  Concord.  This  book 
made  its  author  famous.  From  its  appearance  until  her  death  she  was  constantly  held 
in  public  esteem,  and  the  sale  of  her  books  has  passed  into  many  hundred  thousands. 
Most  of  her  stories  were  written  while  she  resided  in  (Toncord,  though  she  penned  the 
manuscript  in  Boston,  declaring  that  she  could  do  her  writing  better  in  that  city,  so 
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favorable  to  her  genius  and  success.  Following  "Little  Women"  came  "An  Old-Fash- 
ioned  Girl"  (1870);  "Little  Men"  (1871),  the  mere  announcement  of  which  brought  an 
advance  order  from  the  dealers  for  50,000  copies;  the  "Aunt  Jo's  Scrap-Bag"  (1871), 
6  volumes;  "Work"  (1873);  "Eight  Cousins"  (1875);  "A  Rose  in  Bloom"  (1876); 
"Silver  Pitchers  and  Independence"  (1876);  "Modern  Mephistopheles,?  anonymously 
in  the  "No  Name  Series"  (1877);  "Under  The  LUacs"  (1878);  "Jack  and  Jill"  (1880); 
"Proverb  Stories"  a  new  edition  revised  (1882);  "Moods"  a  revised  edition  (1884); 
"Spinning-Wheel  Stories"  (1884);  "Jo's  Boys"  (1886).  This  latest  storj'  was  a  sequel 
to  "Little  Men."  "A  Garland  for  Girls"  (1887).— Moulton,  Charles  Weli£,  1893, 
A  Woman  of  the  Centwry,  ed,  WiUard  and  Livermore,  pp.  12, 13. 

cendental  influence, —is  one  who,  as  a 
woman,  might  be  expected  to  have  made 
her  mark,  and  she  did  it  by  the  simplest, 
kindliest,  cheeriest  of  writing,  and  the 
sweetest  of  companionship  and  kindness 
toward  others.— Lillie,  Lucy  C,  1888, 
Louisa  May  AlcoU,  The  Cosmopolitan,  vcl,  5, 
p.  156. 


PERSONAL 
She  never  had  a  study — any  comer  will 
answer  to  write  in.  She  is  not  particular  as 
to  pen  and  paper,  and  an  old  atlas  on  her 
knee  is  all  she  cares  for.  She  has  the  won- 
derful power  to  carry  a  dozen  plots  in  her 
head  at  a  time,  thinking  them  over  when- 
ever she  is  in  the  mood.  Sometimes  she 
carries  a  plot  thus  for  years,  and  suddenly 
finds  it  all  ready  to  be  written.  Often,  in 
the  dead  waste  and  middle  of  the  night,  she 
lies  awake  and  plans  whole  chapters,  word 
for  word,  and  when  daylight  comes  has  only 
to  write  them  off  as  if  she  were  copying.  In 
her  hardest-working  days  she  used  to  write 
foiurteen  hours  in  the  twenty-four,  sitting 
steadily  at  her  work,  and  scarcely  tasting 
food  tUl  her  daUy  task  was  done.— MouL- 
TON,  Louise  Chandler,  1883,  Our  Famous 
Women,  p.  52. 

A  singular  combination  of  opposing  in- 
fluences dominated  the  youth  of  Louisa 
Alcott  It  is  to  be  doubted  if  any  woman 
ever  before  achieved  literary  fame  and  for- 
tune under  more  discouraging  material 
circumstanes, — or  what  woi2d  have  been 
discouraging  to  any  one  placed  in  the 
neighborhood  of  less  noble  natures, — or 
was  ever  led  up  to  her  attempt  under  more 
fortunate  inheritance  and  training;  and  a 
great  part  of  her  excellence  consists  in  the 
way  in  which  she  conquered  one  with 
the  other.— Spoppord,  Harriet  Prescott, 
1888,  Louisa  May  AleoU,  The  Chautauquan, 
vol.  9,  p.  160. 

A  girl,  whose  earliest  teacher  was  Mar- 
garet Fuller;  who  at  ten  years  of  age, 
learned  to  know  the  seasons  in  theur  varied 
dress  and  nature  in  its  deepest  meanings 
under  Thoreau's  guidance;  to  whom  men 
like  Emerson,  Channing,  Ripley,  and  Haw- 
thorne were  every-day  company,  yet  who 
was  brought  up  almost  in  poverty,  and  with 
the  necessity  of  work  at  home  if  not  abroad ; 
who  had  a  fund  of  downright  common 
sense  and  keen  humor  underlying  all  trans- 


On  her  birthday,  twenty  years  after  her 
first  story  was  written,  and  while  the  whole 
country  was  enjoying  her  last,  she  writes  in 
her  diary:  ''Spent  alone,  working  hard.  No 
presents,  but  father's  "Tablets"  (recently 
published).  I  never  seem  to  have  many 
presents,  though  I  give  a  good  many.  That 
is  best,  perhaps,  and  makes  a  ^t  very 
precious  when  it  does  come."  Six  months 
later,  when  her  name  was  in  every  one's 
mouth,  she  wrote:  "Very  poorly;  fed 
quite  used  up.  Don't  care  much  for  myself, 
as  rest  is  heavenly  even  with  pain,  but  the 
family  seems  so  panic-stricken  and  help- 
less when  I  break  down  that  I  try  to  keep  the 
miU  going. "  So  she  plods  along  and  writes 
four  short  stories,  which  together  bring  her 
seventy  dollars— barely  as  much  as  a 
writer  of  equal  prominence  nowadays  would 
demand  for  one  little  tale.  Even  after  she 
had  received  many  thousands  of  dollars  for 
"Little  Women"  she  continucKl  to  work 
hard,  for  she  alwa3rs  saw  new  ways  of  using 
money  for  her  dear  ones.— Habberton, 
John,  1889,  In  the  Library,  The  Cosmo- 
politan, vol.  8,  p.  255. 

The  happy,  guileless  world  of  children 
claims  her  for  its  own.  She  comes  freely 
among  them— «  child  herself  in  h^  sim- 
plicity and  camaraderie,  with  that  undefin- 
able  "something"  which  means  sympathy, 
comprehension,  and,  above  all,  apprecia- 
tion. We  have  all  been  under  the  spell, 
whether  we  can  fairly  conjure  it  up  anew  or 
not.  But  now  that  the  story  of  her  life  has 
been  told,  with  its  unswerving  purpose  and 
will,  its  gentle  and  absolutely  dianterested 
affections,  her  works  seem  to  fade  into 
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insignificance,  while  her  fame  lifts  itself  upon 
a  broader  basis,  and  takes  ampler  scope  and 
proportions.  It  is  the  woman  who  rises  be- 
fore us,  —single-minded  and  single-hearted, 
with  no  distraction,  no  bewilderment,  no 
vagaries,  and  always  a  master-voice  in  her 
life  to  be  obeyed,— and  who  comes  freely 
among  us,  children  no  more,  but  struggling 
men  and  women  less  well  trained  and 
equipped  than  she,  but  all  the  more  grate- 
ful to  be  helped,  to  be  sustained,  and  even 
to  be  rebuked  by  so  valiant  an  example  as 
hers.— Lazarus,  JosEPfflNE,  1891,  Louisa 
May  AlcoU,  Century  Magadne,  vol.  42,  p.  59. 

Finding  she  had  a  talent  for  writing  stories, 
she  employed  that  to  the  best  of  her  powers, 
and  for  the  same  ends.  She  often  thought 
out  stories  while  busy  with  sewing.  What- 
ever her  hands  found  to  do  she  did  cheer- 
fully. If  a  sad,  this  is  also  an  inspiring 
story:  few  more  notable  have  come  to  pub- 
lic knowledge  in  the  lives  of  women  in  our 
day.  Its  splendour  and  nobility  should  long 
survive,  and  many  thousands  who  read  her 
books  have  been  grateful  for  knowing  how 
cheerful,  brave,  and  beautifid  her  own  life 
was.  She  might  have  married  advantage- 
ously. She  had  more  than  one  offer  and 
many  attentions  she  did  not  care  for;  but 
her  heart  was  bound  up  in  her  family.  She 
could  not  contemplate  her  own  interests  as 
something  separate  from  theirs.  She  died 
Louisa  Aloott,  and  honoured  be  her  name. 
— Hai^ey,  Francis  Whtting,  1902,  Our 
Literary  Deluge  and  Some  of  its  Deep  Waters, 
p.  124. 

GENERAL 

In  the  absence  of  knowledge,  our  author- 
ess has  derived  her  figure,  as  the  German 
derived  his  camel,  from  the  depths  of  her 
moral  consciousness.  If  they  are  on  this 
account  the  less  real,  they  are  also  on  this 
account  the  more  unmistakably  instinct 
with  a  certain  beauty  and  grace.  If  Miss 
Alcott's  experience  of  human  nature  has 
been  small,  as  we  should  suppose,  her  ad- 
miration for  it  is  nevertheless  great.  Put- 
ting aside  Adam's  treatment  of  Ottila,she 
sympathises  throughout  her  book  ["Moods"] 
with  none  but  great  things.  She  has  the 
rare  merit,  accordingly,  of  being  very  sel- 
dom puerile.  For  inanimate  nature,  too, 
she  has  a  genuine  love,  together  with  a 
very  pretty  way  of  describing  it.  With 
these  qualities  there  is  no  reason  why  Miss 
Alcott  should  not  write  a  very  good  novel, 
provided  she  will  be  satisfied  to  describe 


only  that  which  she  has  seen.  When  such  a 
novel  comes,  as  we  doubt  not  it  eventually 
shall,  we  shall  be  among  the  first  to  welcome 
it.  With  the  exception  of  two  or  three  cele- 
brated' names,  we  know  not,  indeed,  to 
whom,  in  this  country,  unless  to  Miss  Al- 
cott, we  are  to  look  for  a  novel  above  the 
average.— James,  Henrt,  1865,  Miss  Al- 
coWs  MoodSf  North  American  Review,  vol 
101,  p.  281. 

Miss  Louisa  M.  Alcott,  in  her  "Little 
Women"  and  "Little  Men,"  has  ahnost 
revolutionized  juvenile  literature  by  the 
audacity  of  her  innovations.  She  thor- 
oughly understands  that  peculiar  element 
in  practical  youthful  character  which  makes 
romps  of  so  many  girls  and  "roughs"  of  so 
many  boys.  Real  little  women  and  real 
little  men  look  into  her  stories  as  into  mir- 
rors in  order  to  get  an  accurate  reflection  of 
their  inward  selves.  She  has  also  a  tart, 
quaint,  racy,  witty  good  sense,  which  acts 
on  the  mind  like  a  tonic.  Her  success  has 
been  as  ^eat  as  her  rejection  of  conven- 
tionality in  depicting  lads  and  lasses  de- 
served.-WfflPPLE,  Edwin  Percy,  1876-86, 
American  Literature  and  Other  Papers,  ed. 
Whittier,  p.  126. 

It  has  been  said  that  one  of  Mr.  Alcott's 
best  contributions  to  literature  was  his 
daughter,  Louisa;  and  readers  of  all  ages, 
here  and  in  America,  will  give  their  cordial 
assent  to  that  Few  writers  are  more  popu- 
lar, and  none  more  deservedly  so.- Lewin, 
Walter,  1888,  Amos  Bronson  AlcoU  and 
Louisa  May  Alcott,  The  Academy,  vol.  33,  p. 
206. 

I  fancy  that  all  the  reading  world  must 
know  the  story  of  the  phenomenal  furor 
which  this  book  ["little  Women"]  created. 
Twenty  years  have  elapsed  since  its  publi- 
cation, and,  looking  back  to  the  days  of  my 
own  childhood,  I  can  recall  the  wild  de- 
light with  which  "we  girls"  read,  imitated, 
rehearsed,  laughed,  and  cried  over  it,  and 
how  we  all  longed  to  know  Miss  Alcott, 
wondered  who  and  what  she  was;  and  my 
own  experience  in  regard  to  the  excitement 
created  during  the  firat  five  years  of  its  life 
is  worth  recording,  merely  because  it  proves 
the  permanent  successful  quality  in  the 
work,  since  I  see  young  people  to-day  read- 
ing it  in  the  fashion  that  we  did  fifteen 
years  ago,  repeating  all  of  the  sentiments  it 
elicited  and  all  the  enthusiasm  which  girls 
of  our  time  delighted  to  express.  We  read 
it  in  much  the  same  fashion,  I  think,  that 
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Thackeray  said  his  daughter  did  "Nicholas 
Nickleby,"  which  was  by  day  and  by  night, 
when  she  was  sick  or  well,  deepy  or  wake- 
ful, even  walking  or  riding.  We  picked 
out  our  ''favourites,"  as  what  girl  of  to- 
day does  not?— LiLUE,  Lucy  C,  1888, 
Louim  May  AlcoU,  The  Co»mopolUan,  vol. 
5,  p.  162. 

M|ss  Alcott  addressed  herself  to  children, 
and  no  author's  name  is  more  endeared  to 
the  young  than  hers.  Although  there  is 
little  in  her  writing  that  is  not  drawn  from 
personal  experience,  this  is  so  colored  by  her 
imagination,  and  so  strong  through  her 
sympathy  with  life,  that  her  books  repre- 
sent the  universal  world  of  childhood  and 
youth.  But  while  they  are  characterized 
by  himior,  cheerfuhiess,  good  morals,  and 
natural  action,  their  healthfuhiess  may  be 
somewhat  questionable  on  account  of  the 
sentimentality  that  i3  woven  into  her  work 
and  breaks  the  natural  grace  of  childhood 
by  introducing  the  romantic  element,  and  a 
hint  of  self-importance  and  independence 
that  tends  to  create  a  restless  and  rebellious 
spirit.— Singleton,  Esther,  1888,  Appfo- 
ton's  Annual  Cydopcsdia,  p.  112. 

Louisa  May  Alcott  is  universally  recog- 
nized as  the  greatest  and  most  popular 
story-teller  for  children  in  her  generation. 
She  has  known  the  way  to  the  hearts  of 
young  people,  not  only  in  her  own  class,  or 
even  country,  but  in  every  condition  of  Ufe, 
and  in  many  foreign  lands.  ...  Of  no 
author  can  it  be  more  truly  said  than  of 
Louisa  Alcott  that  her  works  are  a  revela- 
tion of  herself.  She  rarely  sought  for  the 
material  of  her  stories  in  the  old  chronicles, 
or  foreign  adventures.  Her  capital  was  her 
own  life  and  experiences  and  those  of  others 
directly  about  her;  and  her  own  well-re- 
membered girlish  frolics  and  fancies  were 
sure  to  find  responsive  enjoyment  in  the 
minds  of  other  girls.—  Cheney,  Ednah  D*, 
1889,  Louisa  May  AkoU,heT  lAfe,  Letters, 
and  Journals,  Introduction,  pp.  ui,  iv. 

What  was  it  in  Miss  Alcott's  books  that 
surprised  and  delighted  the  children  of  a 
score  of  years  ago,  and  that  still  holds  its 
charm  for  the  childhood  of  to-day?  Was  it 
a  new  world  that  she  discovered— a  fairy- 
land of  imagination  and  romance,  peopled 
by  heroes  and  enchanted  beings?  Far  from 
it.  It  was  the  literal  homespun,  child's 
world  of  to-day;  the  conunon  air  and  skies, 
the  common  life  of  everj^  New  England  boy 
and  girl,  such  as  she  knew  it;  the  daily  joys 


and  cares,  the  games  and  romps  and  jolly 
companions— all  the  actuality  and  detail  of 
familiar  and  accustomed  things  whidi 
children  love.  For  children  are  Bom  real- 
ists, who  delight  in  the  marvelous  simply 
because  for  them  the  marvelous  is  no  less 
real  than  the  conunonplace,  and  is  aocq)ted 
just  as  unconditionally.  Miss  Alcott  met 
the  children  on  their  own  plane,  gravely 
discussed  their  problems,  and  adopted  their 
point  of  view,  (frawing  in  no  wise  upon  her 
invention  or  imagination,  but  upon  the 
facts  of  her  own  memory  and  experience. 
Whether  or  not  the  picture,  so  true  to  tiie 
life,  as  she  had  lived  it,  will  remain  true  and 
vital  for  all  times  cannot  now  be  deter-, 
mined.  For  the  literature  of  children,  no 
less  than  for  our  own,  a  higher  gift  may  be 
needed;  more  finish,  and  less  of  tiie  "rough- 
and-ready"  of  every-day  habit  and  exist- 
ence; above  all,  perhaps,  a  larger  generaliza- 
tion and  suggestion,  and  the  touch  of  things 
unseen  as  well  as  things  familiar. — Lazarus, 
Josephine,  1891,  Louisa  May  AlcoU,  Cenr 
tury  Magazine,  vol  42,  p.  67. 

No  name  in  American  literature  has  more 
thrilled  the  hearts  of  the  young  people  of 
this  generation  than  that  of  Louisa  May  Al- 
cott.—Porter,  Maru  S.,  1892,  Recollec- 
tions of  Louisa  May  Alcott,  New  England 
Magazine,  N.  S.,  vol  6,  pp.  3, 5. 

It  has  been  truly  said  that  Ifiss  Alcotf  s 
fictions  have  imparted  genuine  happiness  to 
thousands  and  thousands  of  the  young,  and 
those  thrice  happy  eldm^  who  have  kept 
young  in  heart  and  feeling.— RusseUi, 
Perot,  1894,  A  Guide  to  British  and  Amerir 
can  Novels,  p.  287. 

Adeline  D.  T.  Whitney  and  eminently 
Louisa  Alcott  have  the  secret  of  laughter 
as  well  as  of  tears,  but  their  abiding  charm 
for  girlhood  is  less  in  the  story  told  than 
in  the  tenderness  of  the  telling. — ^Bates, 
Katharine  Lee,  1897,  American  Liierature, 
p.  288. 

Among  the  great  multitude  of  writers  of 
Juvenile  Literatiu*e,  I  select  for  special  men- 
tion here  Louisa  May  Alcott,  as  on  the 
whole  the  best  representative  of  the  tend- 
encies of  this  form  of  literature.— Noble, 
Charles,  1898,  Studies  in  American  LUer- 
atwre,  p.  306. 

Her  stories  are  transcriptions  rather  than 
creations,  and  if  the  Alcott  family  life  had 
not  been  what  it  was,  the  "Littie  Women" 
and  ''Littie  Men"  and  the  other  delightful 
stories  could  never   have  been   written. 
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For  they  were  the  Kterary  flowering  of  out- 
ward and  actual  experiences.  Coming 
directly  out  of  life,  Miss  Alcott's  books  ap- 
peal to  life.  .  .  .  Some  of  the  more  artificial 
writers  or  critics  of  writers  who  do  not 
suflSciently  relate  literature  to  life  assert 
that  Miss  Alcott's  stories  lack  this  or  that, 
and  are  not  ''literature."  Yet  her  books 
are  translated  into  more  than  half  a  dozen 
languages;  they  are  widely  read  in  half  a 
dozen  countries,  and  her  name  is  a  house- 
hold word  where  the  names  of  some  of  these 
superfine  critics  will  never  be  dreamed  of,  or 
heard,  lifiss  Alcott  appealed  to  the  higher 
qualities  of  the  spirit  in  our  common  hu- 
manity, and  the  response  was  universal. 
She  had  an  infinite  capacity  for  affection, 
great  love  for  the  people,  an  exquisite  ten- 
derness, keen,  practical  good  sense,  and  a 
fund  of  humour  that  enlivened  daily  life.— 
Whiting,  Liuan,  1899,  Lovim  May  AU 
coU,  The  Chautauquan,  vol  29,  p.  281. 

Just  thirty  years  ago  "little  Men"  was 
published,  and,  from  then  until  now,  prob- 
ably no  other  book  excepting  "Little 
Women  "  has  been  so  much  read  by  children. 
Other  writers  for  young  people  have  come 


and  gone,  or  have  come  and  stayed,  but 
their  popularity  has  never  been  so  great  in 
any  direction  as  Miss  Alcott's.  She  is  less 
exquisitely  charming  than  Mrs.  Ewing  and 
no  more  delightful  than  Susan  Coolidge,  but 
her  appeal  to  the  heart  of  most  children  is 
unfailing.  She  preaches  them  innumerable 
little  sermons  in  the  most  barefaced  way; 
her  grown-up  characters  remind  her  little 
folks  of  their  faults  with  a  faithfulness  which 
one  sometimes  feels  would  defeat  its  own 
end,  but  there  is  frankness  about  it  all,  and 
confidence  that  every  nature  has  plenty  of 
good  in  it  to  be  appealed  to;  fran&ess  and 
confidence  are  always  winning  cards,  and 
year  after  year  the  old  stories  are  read 
again.  Year  after  year,  too,  the  worn  old 
copies  give  way  after  long  and  faithful  ser- 
vice, and,  if  their  original  owners  do  not  re- 
place them,  new  copies  must  be  obtained 
for  younger  children.  They  are  read  and 
re-read  and  lent  and  carried  on  journeys. 
They  are  just  as  popular  now  as  they  used 
to  be,  and  there  seems  no  reason  why  their 
vogue  should  not  continue  indefinitely.— 
Earle,  Mart  Tract,  1901,  The  Book  Buyer, 
vol.  23,  p.  381. 


Asa  Gray 

1810-1888 
An  eminent  American  botanist;  bom  at  Paris,  N.  Y.,  Nov.  18, 1810;  died  at  Cambridge 
Mass.,  Jan.  30, 1888.  He  was  Professor  at  Harvard  from  1842  to  1873,  when  he  resigned 
to  take  charge  of  the  herbarium  of  Harvard.  In  1874  he  was  chosen  a  regent  of  the 
Smithsonian  Institution.  He  was  recognized  throughout  the  world  as  one  of  the  leading 
botanists  of  the  age.  Besides  contributions  to  scientific  journals,  his  numerous  works  in- 
clude: "Elements  of  Botany"  (1836);  "Manual  of  the  Botany  of  the  Northern  United 
States"  (1848);  "Botany  of  the  United  States  Pacific  Exploring  Expedition"  (1854); 
"School  and  Field  Book  of  Botany"  (1869);  "Natural  Science  and  Religion"  (1880).— 
Warner,  Charles  Dudley,  ed.  1897,  Library  of  the  WotW%  Be$t  Literaiure,  Biographical 
Dictionary,  vcl.  xxix,  p.  230. 


PERSONAL 

I  wish  we  could  find  a  place  for  my  friend 
Gray  in  the  college.  ...  He  has  no  su- 
perior in  botany,  considering  his  age,  and 
any  subject  that  he  takes  up  he  hanSes  in  a 
masterly  manner.  ...  He  is  an  uncom- 
monly fine  fellow,  and  will  make  a  great 
noise  in  the  scientific  world  one  of  these 
days.  It  is  good  policy  for  the  college  to 
secure  the  services  and  affections  of  young 
men  of  talent,  and  let  them  grow  up  with 
the  institution.  ...  He  would  do  great 
credit  to  the  college;  and  he  will  be  con- 
tinually publishing.  He  has  just  prepared 
for  publication  m  the  Annals  of  the  Lyceum 
two  capital  botanical  papers.  .  .  .  Gray 


has  a  capital  herbarium  and  collection  of 
minerals.  He  understands  most  of  the 
branches  of  natural  history  well,  and  in 
botany  he  has  few  superiors.— Torrey, 
John,  1835,  LeHer  to  Pro).  Henry  of  Prince- 
ton, Letters  of  Asa  Gray,  ed.  Gray,  vol.  l.  p. 
31. 

Just  Fate  I  prolong  his  life,  well  spent, 
Whose  indefatigable  hours 

Have  been  as  gaily  innocent 
And  fragrant  as  his  flowers. 

—Lowell,  James  Russell,  1885,  To  Asa 
Gray  on  his  Seventy-fifth  Birthday. 

Gray's  work  as  a  teacher  extended  over  a 
period  of  more  than  fifty  years,  dating  from 
the  first  lectures  on  botany  at  the  Furfidd 
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Medical  School,  in  1831  and  1832,  and  the 
publication  of  his  "Elements  of  Botany," 
in  1836.  During  that  period  he  trained  up 
a  whole  race  of  botanists,  now  scattered 
through  all  parts  of  the  United  States,  so 
that  wherever  he  went  he  was  greeted  by 
those  who  remembered  his  instruction  with 
pleasiu^.  When  at  Santa  Barbara  in  1885, 
an  elderly  man,  who  seemed  to  be  about 
his  own  age,  introduced  himself  as  a  former 
pupil  in  his  first  class  at  Harvard.  As  a 
college  lectiu^r  he  was  not  seen  at  his  best, 
for  his  somewhat  hesitating  manner  when 
he  spoke  extemporaneously  was  unfavour- 
ably contrasts  with  the  fervid,  almost 
impetuous  utterance  of  Agassiz,  and  the 
clear  exposition  and  dignified  address  of 
Jeffries  Wyman,  his  two  great  contempo- 
raries at  Harvard.  In  his  public  addresses 
he  idways  spoke  from  notes,  and,  especially 
in  his  later  years,  his  striking  expressive 
face  commanded  the  attention  of  Ins  hear- 
ers from  the  start.  In  the  class-room  he  was 
personally  much  liked,  and  he  made  a 
strong  impression  on  the  majority  of  stu- 
dents, although,  in  the  days  when  every 
student  was  forced  to  study  botany,  there 
were  of  course  some  who  would  not  have 
cared  for  the  subject  under  any  circunn 
stances.  The  insia'uction,  as  was  natural, 
bearing  in  mind  his  own  early  training  and 
the  state  of  botany  in  this  country  at  the 
time  when  he  became  professor  at  Harvard, 
was  confined  mainly  to  the  morphological 
study  of  flowering  plants;  for  he  recognized 
that,  until  some  advance  had  been  made  in 
that  direction,  it  was  out  of  the  question 
dealing  adequately  with  the  more  technic- 
ally complicated  subjects  of  histology,  em- 
bryology, and  physiology.— Farlow,  Will- 
iam G.,  1888,  Memoir  of  Asa  Oray,  Address 
Before  the  American  Academy  of  Arts  and 
Sciences,  June  13;  SmUhsontan  Report,  p. 
770. 

He  was  most  genial,  [1881]  and  cranuned 
with  useful  information,  and  had  the  rare 
art  of  adapting  himself  at  once  to  any  new 
acquaintance,  seeming  to  know  and  enter 
into  their  particular  hobbies.  He  set  them 
galloping  away  easily  on  them,  and  show- 
ing tiiemselves  off  to  their  best  advantage, 
perfectly  convinced  that  they  were  instruct- 
ing Asa  Gray,  not  Asa  Gray  them.  His 
wife  was  very  pretty  and  energetic,  and 
left  few  sights  of  London  unseen.— North, 
Marianne,  1892,  Recollections  of  a  Happy 
Life,  vol.  n,  p.  213. 


GENERAL 

Asa  Gray  and  Dr.  Torrey  are  known 
wherever  the  study  of  botany  is  pursued. 
Gray,  with  his  indefatigable  zeal,  will  gain 
upon  his  competitors. — Agassiz,  Louis, 
1847,  To  Milne  Edwards,  May  31;  Life  and 
Correspondence,  ed.  Agasnz,  vol.  n,  p.  437. 

But,  after  all,  the  munspring  and  o^tral 
fact  about  the  garden  is  Dr.  Gray  himself. 
Though  now  in  his  75th  year,  this  kindly 
professor  and  wise  investigator  possesses 
to  an  admirable  degree  the  activity  and 
alertness  of  his  younger  days,  when  an  ex- 
pedition with  him  was  a  pedestrian  feat  to 
be  proud  of;  and  he  has  added  to  his  quick 
wit  and  keen  perception  sudi  tMreadth  and 
ripeness  of  judgment,  such  fruit  of  large  ex- 
perience as  make  him  not  only  fadk  prtn- 
ceps  among  our  botanists,  but  give  him  fore- 
most rank  among  the  critics  of  all  branches 
of  biological  science.  From  the  beginning  of 
his  career  his  name  has  been  associated  with 
the  progress  of  botany  in  the  United  States. 
— iNGERfiOLL,  Ernest,  1886,  HarvariPs 
Botanic  Garden  and  Us  Botanisis,  Century 
Magazine,  vol.  32,  p.  246. 

The  greatest  botanist—may  we  not  say 
the  greatest  naturalist  7— that  America  has 
yet  produced. — Bennett,  Alfred  W., 
1888,  Asa  Gray,  The  Academy,  vol,  33,  p. 
100. 

By  the  death  of  Asa  Gray  this  academy 
has  lost  a  member  whose  activity  and  zeal 
were  unceasing,  and  whose  brilliant  talents 
as  a  scientific  writer,  not  surpassed  by  those 
of  any  of  the  illustnous  names  on  our  roll, 
added  much  to  the  reputation  of  the  so- 
ciety at  home  and  abroad.  ...  Dr.  Gray 
had  the  rare  faculty  of  being  able  to  adapt 
himself  to  all  classes  of  readers.  With  the 
scientific  he  was  learned,  to  the  student  he 
was  instructive  and  suggestive,  and  he 
charmed  the  general  reader  by  the  grace- 
ful beauty  of  Us  style,  while  to  the  children 
he  was  simplicity  itself.  The  littte  books, 
"  How  Plants  Grow, "  and  "  How  Plants  Be- 
have," found  their  way  where  botany  as 
botany  could  not  have  gained  an  entrance, 
and  they  set  in  motion  a  current  which 
moved  in  the  general  direction  of  a  higher 
science  with  a  force  which  can  hardly  be 
estimated.  ...  As  a  reviewer  he  was 
certainly  extraordinary.  Some  of  his  re- 
views were  in  reality  elaborate  essays,  in 
which,  taking  the  work  of  another  as  a  text, 
he  presented  his  own  views  on  important 
topics  in  a  masterly  mann^.    Others  were 
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technically  critical,  while  some  were  simply 
concise  and  very  clear  summaries  of  lengthy 
works.  Taken  collectively,  they  show  bet- 
ter than  any  other  of  his  writings  the  liter- 
ary excellence  of  his  style,  as  well  as  his 
great  fertility  and  his  fairness  and  acuteness 
as  a  critic.  Never  unfair,  never  ill-natured, 
his  sharp  criticism,  like  the  surgeon's  knife, 
aimed  not  to  wound,  but  to  cure;  and  if  he 
sometimes  felt  it  his  duty  to  be  severe,  he 
never  failed  to  praise  what  was  worthy.— 
Farlow,  William  G.,  1888,  Memoir  of  Asa 
Gray  Before  the  Ameriean  Academy  of  Arts 
and  Sciences,  June  13;  Smithsonian  Re- 
poH,  pp.  767,  773. 

I  did  not  follow  Gray  into  his  later  com- 
ments on  Darwinism,  and  I  never  read  his 
"Darwiniana."  My  recollection  of  his  at- 
titude after  acceptance  of  the  doctrine,  and 
during  the  first  few  years  of  his  active  pro- 
mulgation of  it,  is  that  he  understood  it 
clearly,  but  sought  to  harmonise  it  with  his 
prepossessions,  without  disturbing  its  physi- 
cal principles  in  any  way.  He  certainly 
showed  far  more  knowledge  and  apprecia- 
tion of  the  contents  of  the  ^'Origin"  than  any 
of  the  reviewers  and  than  any  of  the  com- 
mentators, yourself  excepted.  Latterly  he 
got  deeper  and  deeper  into  theological  and 
metaphysical  wanderings,  and  finally  for- 
mulated his  ideas  in  an  illogical  fashion.— 
Hooker,  Sir  J.  D.,  1888,  Letter  to  Huxley, 
March  27;  Life  and  Letters  of  Thomas  Henry 
Huxley,  ed.  Huxley,  vol.  n,  p.  205. 

No  student  of  natural  theology  can  afford 
to  neglect  the  original  store-houses  of  argu- 
ment and  illustration  which  Dr.  Gray  has 
placed  within  reach.  ...  To  the  late  lov- 
able, devout,  and  profoimdly  philosophical 
botanist  of  Harvard  College  the  church 
owes  more  than  it  yet  appreciates  for  its  de- 
liverance from  such  another  mistake  as 
was  made  m  the  time  of  Galileo.— Wright, 
G.  Frederick,  1888,  The  Debt  of  the  Church 
to  Asa  Gray,  Bibliotheca  Sacra,  vol.  45,  p. 
530. 

Gray's  comprehensive  knowledge  of  the 
plants  of  the  world,  of  their  distribution, 
and  specifically  of  the  relations  of  North 
American  species,  genera  and  orders  to 
those  of  the  other  continents,  and  the  pre- 
cision of  his  knowledge,  enabled  him  to  be 
of  much  service  to  Darwin  in  the  prepara- 
tion of  the  first  edition  of  the  "Origin  of 
Species,"  and  afterward,  also,  in  the  elabor- 
ation of  Darwin's  other  publications.  His 
mind  was  not  very   strongly  bound   to 


opinions  about  species,  partly  because  of 
his  natural  openness  to  facts,  his  conclu- 
sions seeming  always  to  have  only  a  rea- 
sonable prominence  in  his  philosophical 
mind,  rarely  enough  to  exclude  the  free 
entrance  of  the  new,  whatever  the  source, 
and  to  a  considerable  extent  from  the 
difficulties  he  had  experienced  in  defining 
species  and  genera  amidst  the  wide  diver- 
sities and  approximate  bladings  which  vari- 
ation had  introduced. — Dana,  James  D., 
1888,  Asa  Gray,  American  Journal  of  Sci- 
ence, vol.  135,  p.  195. 

There  is  a  special  cachet  in  all  Dr.  Gray's 
papers,  great  and  small,  which  is  his  own, 
and  which  seems  to  me  to  distinguish  him 
from  even  his  more  famous  contemporaries. 
There  is  the  scientific  spirit  in  its  best  form, 
imaginative,  fearless,  cautious,  with  large 
horizons,  and  very  attentive  and  careful  to 
objections  and  qualifications;  and  there  is 
besides,  what  is  so  often  wanting  in  scientific 
writing,  the  human  spirit  always  remem- 
bering that  besides  facts  and  laws,  how- 
ever wonderful  or  minute,  there  are  souls 
and  characters  over  against  them  of  as 
great  account  as  they,  in  whose  mirrors 
they  are  reflected,  whom  they  excite  and 
delight,  and  without  whose  interest  they 
would  be  blanks.— Church,  Richard  Will- 
iam, 1889,roAf  r«.  Gray,  Oc^  IS;  Life  and  Let- 
ters of  Dean  Church,  ed.  his  Daughter,  p.  409. 

Of  course,  the  letters  give  special  prom- 
inence to  the  nature  and  scope  of  the  bo- 
tanical researches  and  discoveries  on  which 
his  fame  securely  rests,  but  these  letters 
have  been  chosen  so  skilfully  that  they  can 
be  read  even  by  a  layman  with  pleasure  and 
profit.  .  .  .  They  show  that  from  the  very 
outset  he  became  not  merely  the  correspond- 
ent but  the  intimate  and  affectionate  friend 
of  the  leading  botanists  in  all  countries.  The 
only  interruptions  of  his  toil  were  his  occa- 
sional journeysy  but  these  were  all  made 
tributary  to  his  work.  In  these  journeys,  as 
soon  as  he  had  fairly  thrown  off  the  vexa- 
tions of  administrative  service,  he  entered 
on  new  scenes  with  the  glee  of  a  boy,  and 
records  his  impressions  of  delight  without 
restraint  or  reserve.  We  shall  be  mistaken 
if  the  charming  journals  of  travel  only 
lightiy  freighted  with  botanical  lore  but 
rich  in  friendly  gossip,  botanical  and  other, 
do  not  prove  welcome  to  many  a  reader 
who  does  not  know  one  plant  from  another. 
— <}OODALE,  G.  L.,  1893,  Letters  of  Asa 
Gray,  The  Nation,  vol.  57,  p.  377. 
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James  Freexoazi  Clarke 

1810-1888 
An  American  Unitarian  clergyman.  He  was  bom  in  Hanover,  N.  H.,  and  graduated  at 
Harvard  in  1829,  and  at  the  Cambridge  Divinity  School  in  1833.  He  was  then  called  to 
become  pastor  of  a  Unitarian  church  in  Louisville,  Ky.  In  1841  he  assisted  in  founding 
the  Church  of  the  Disciples,  Boston,  of  which  he  was  pastor  from  1841  to  1850,  and  from 
1853  until  his  death.  He  was  a  friend  of  Emerson  and  Channing,  a  supporter  of  ti^e  anti- 
slavery  movement,  and  secretary  of  the  American  Unitarian  Association  in  1859-^2.  He 
was  abo  for  many  years  one  of  the  overseers  of  Harvard,  where  he  was  professor  of 
natural  religion  and  Christian  doctrine  (1867-71),  and  lecturer  on  ethnic  religions  (1876^-77). 
Besides  a  vast  number  of  articles  contributed  to  current  journals  and  magazines.  Dr.  Clarke 
published  many  works,  including:  "Theodore"  (1841),  a  translation  from  the  CSerman 
of  De  Wette;  ^'Campaign  of  1812"  (1848);  "Eleven  Weeks  in  Europe"  (1852);  ''Chris- 
tian Doctrine  of  Prayer"  (1854,  new  ed.  1874);  "The  Hour  Which  Cometh  and  Now 
Is"  (1864,  3d  ed.  1877);  "Orthodoxy:  Its  Truths  and  Errors"  (8th  ed.  1886);  "Steps 
of  Belief"  (1870);  "The  Ten  Great  Religions"  (2  vols.,  1871-83;  vol.  i.,  22d  ed.  1886; 
vol.  ii.,  5th  ed.  1886);  "Common  Sense  in  Religion"  (1874);  "Essentials  and  Non-Essen- 
tialsinReligion"  (1878);  "Manual  of  Unitarian  BeBef"  (1884);  "Anti-Slavery  Days" 
(1884);  and  "Vexed  Questions"  (1886).— Oilman,  Peck,  and  Colby,  etU.,  1902,  The 
New  iTUemoHond  EncydopiBdia,  vol.  IT,  p.  695. 

literature,  which  in  the  work  of  his  church 
he  regularly  carried  on,  were  stimulating 
and  suggestive.  He  was  so  fond  of  young 
people  that  they  could  hardly  fail  to  learn 
from  him.  "Everything  I  know  of  the 
Norse  mythology,"  said  a  young  student^ 
who  will  one  day  be  teaching  others  in  the 
same  line,  "I  learned  from  him  as  we  sat 
together,  summer  evenings,  on  the  piazza." 
—Hale,  Edward  EvBRETr,1891,  ed.  James 
Freeman  Clarke^  Autobiography,  Diary  and 
Correspondence,  p.  305. 

Mr.  Clarke's  preaching  was  as  unlike  as 
possible  to  that  of  Theodore  Parker.  While 
not  wanting  in  the  critical  spirit,  and  char- 
acterized by  very  definite  views  of  the 
questions  which  at  that  time  were  fore- 
most in  the  mind  of  the  community,  tiiere 
ran  through  the  whole  course  of  his  minis- 
trations an  exquisite  tone  of  charity  and 
good-will.  He  had  not  the  philosophic  and 
militant  genius  of  Parker,  but  he  had  a 
genius  of  his  own,  poetical,  harmonizing.  In 
after  years  I  esteemed  myself  fortunate  in 
having  passed  from  the  drastic  discipline  of 
the  one  to  the  tender  and  reconciling  min- 
istry of  the  other.  .  .  .  Our  minister  was  a 
man  of  much  impulse,  but  of  more  judg- 
ment In  his  character  were  blended  the 
best  traits  of  the  conservative  and  of  the 
liberal.  His  ardent  temperament  and 
sanguine  disposition  bred  in  him  that  natural 
hopefulness  which  is  so  important  an  ele- 
ment in  all  attempted  reform.  His  sound 
mind,  well  disciplined  by  culture,  held  fast 
to  the  inherited  treasures  of  society,  while  a 


PERSONAL 

The  heights  are  gained.     Ah,  say  not  so 

For  him  who  smiles  at  time, 
Leaves  his  tired  comrades  down  below, 

And  only  lives  to  climb! 
His  labors, — will  they  ever  cease, — 

With  hand  and  tongue  and  pen? 
Shall  wearied  Nature  ask  release 

At  threescore  years  and  ten? 
Our  strength  the  clustered  seasons  tax,^ 

For  him  new  life  they  mean; 
Like  rods  around  the  lictor's  axe 

They  keep  him  bright  and  keen. 

With  truth's  bold  cohorts,  or  alone, 

He  strides  through  error's  field; 
His  lance  is  ever  manhood's  own. 

His  breast  is  woman's  shield. 
Ck>unt  not  his  years  while  earth  has  need 

Of  souls  that  Heaven  inflames 
With  sacred  zeal  to  save,  to  lead, — 

Long  live  our  dear  Saint  James! 

—Holmes,  Oliver  Wendell,  1880,  To 
James  Freeman  Clarke,  April  4. 

Dr.  Clarke's  name  is  intimately  linked 
with  the  Transcendentalists  of  New  Eng- 
land; for,  although  he  can  hardly  be  de- 
scribed as  one  of  the  leaders  in  that  move- 
ment, he  was  in  many  ways  so  closely 
connected  with  its  leaders,  and  was  so  im- 
bued with  its  spirit  that,  when  its  history 
comes  to  be  fully  written,  it  will  be  found 
that  his  influence,  though  quiet,  was  far 
from  insignificant.— Lewin,  Walter,  1888, 
James  Freeman  Clarke,  The  Academy,  vol. 
33,  p.  431. 

He  was  well-nigh  a  perfect  teacher.  His 
Bible-classes,  and  his  classes  of  history  and 
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foriainate  power  of  apprehending  princi- 
ples rendered  him  very  steadfast,  both  in 
advance  and  reserve.  In  the  agitated  period 
which  preceded  the  civil  war  and  in  that 
which  followed  it,  he  in  his  modest  pulpit 
became  one  of  the  leaders,  not  of  his  own 
flock  alone,  but  of  the  community  to  which 
he  belonged.— Howe,  Julia  Ward,  1899, 
Reminiscences,  1819-1899,  p.  247. 

GENERAL 

James  Freeman  Clarke,  a  grandson, 
through  his  mother,  of  the  first  avowed 
Unitarian  minister  in  the  United  States,  is, 
if  not  the  most  gifted,  at  least  among  the 
most  earnest,  industrious,  energetic,  and  in- 
fluential of  contemporary  Unitarian  min- 
isters. He  has  a  mind  of  singular  compre- 
hensiveness, and  as  open  to  the  reception  of 
error  as  to  the  reception  of  truth.  He  is 
an  eclectic,  or,  rather,  a  syncretist,  and  holds 
it  his  duty  to  accept  all  opinions,  whether 
true  or  false,  as  equally  respectable.  As  a 
Unitarian,  he  comprehends  both  wings  of 
the  denomination,  accepts  both  extremes, 
without  troubling  himself  about  the  middle 
term  that  unites  them.  He  is  rarely  im- 
pressed with  the  importance  of  logical  con- 
sistency, and  feels  no  difficulty  in  maintain- 
ing that,  of  two  contradictory  propositions, 
both  are  true,  or  both  are  false.— Brown- 
son,  Orestes  Augustus,  1870,  Steps  to 
Belief,  XJatholic  World,  vol.  12,  p.  289. 

Through  all  hi»  active  life  Dr.  Clarke  has 
been  a  prominent  advocate  of  freedom  and 
friend  of  humanity,  and  has  been  (Us- 
tmguished  for  his  broad  and  genial  S3rm- 
pathies  with  sects  and  parties  of  the  most 
varied  or  antagonistic  views,  while  yet 
holding  firmly  to  his  own  clear  and  well- 
defined  opinions.  This  strength  of  convic- 
tion and  catholicity  of  spirit,  taken  in  con- 
nedaon  with  his  large  resources  of  thought 
and  illustration,  his  keenness  and  cogency 
of  argument,  his  ample  range  of  knowledge 
and  inquiry,  and  his  simplicity  and  force  of 
expression,  have  gained  him  a  conmianding 
influence  among  men.— Putnam,  Alfred 
P.,  1874,  Singers  and  Songs  of  the  Liberal 
FaHh,  p.  284. 

An  attractive  and  scholarly  account 
["Ten  Great  Religions'']  of  the  most  im- 
portant religious  systems  that  have  ap- 
peared.—Adams,  Charles  Kendall,  1882, 
A  Manual  of  Historical  Literatvre,  p.  80. 

Allied  to  the  "Channing  Unitarians"  by 
his  reverential  spirit  and  non-iconoclastic 
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temper,  and  yet  willing  to  study  and  to  get 
benefit  from  advanced  and  novel  schools  of 
thought,  within  and  without  his  own  de- 
nomination. ...  In  his  books, — "The 
Christian  Doctrine  of  Forgiveness,"  "The 
Christian  Doctrine  of  Prayer,"  "Steps  of 
Belief,"  "Orthodoxy,  its  Truths  and-  Er- 
rors," and  "Conmion-Sense  in  Religion," 
we  find  a  distinct  Christian  sentiment  by  no 
means  universally  prevalent  in  the  Trans- 
scendental  movement.  Dr.  Clarke,  while 
sharing  in  most  of  the  intellectual  move- 
ments which  affected  New  England  thought 
after  1830,  left  ...  no  original,  formative 
literary  work  of  the  first  class,  his  labor 
having  been  chiefly  in  the  constant  ex- 
ercise of  preaching.  Clarke's  "Ten  Great 
Religions"  (two  series),  though  interesting, 
is  rather  an  industrious  gleaning  in  pre- 
viously tilled  fields,  than  a  force  such  as 
one  feels  at  first-hand  in  Max  Miiller's 
lectures  on  comparative  religion.— Rich- 
ardson, Charles  F.,  1887,  American 
Literature,  1607—1885,  vol.  i,  p.  309. 

"The  Doctrine  of  Prayer"  was  circulated 
widely  among  thoughtful  people  of  all  com- 
munions, and  was  read  with  such  interest 
that  many  were  moved  to  write  personaUy 
to  the  author.  This  gave  to  him  the  posi- 
tion he  was  well  adapted  to  fill,  of  mediat- 
ing between  different  communions,  and  of 
showing  to  each  what  were  the  merits  of 
the  other.  It  was  a  good  thing  for  us  (of  the 
Unitarian  Church)  that  we  had  a  man  who 
brought  us  and  the  Orthodox  people  nearer 
to  each  other,  and  there  were  few  among  us 
in  whom  the  Orthodox  had  the  same  con- 
fidence that  they  had  in  him.  .  .  .  "The 
Truths  and  Errors  of  Orthodoxy"  was  a 
second  book  which  did  great  good  in  show- 
ing to  earnest  persons,  on  both  sides  of  the 
imagined  gulf  between  the  Liberal  and  the 
Evangelical  Churches,  that  it  was  not  very 
much  of  a  gulf  after  aJl.  Indeed,  wherever 
people  read  his  books,  they  found  out,  what 
may  be  regarded  as  a  general  truth,  that 
most  intelhgent  Christians,  so  far  as  their 
everyday  religion  goes,  are  in  practical 
agreement,  though  probably  without  Imow- 
ing  it.  When  they  come  to  state  occasions, 
and  to  the  full-dress  uniform  of  established 
creeds  and  confessions,  they  appear,  of 
course,  in  a  different  array.— ILuj:,  Ed- 
ward Everett,  1891,  ed.,  James  Freeman 
Clarke,  Autobiography,  Diary  and  Corres- 
pondence, p.  256. 

He  deliberately  accepted  the  tendency  to 
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good  or  evil  in  a  doctrine  as  a  test  of  truth 
and  all  the  doctrines  appealed  to  him  pre- 
eminently as  calculated  to  increase  the 
amount  of  goodness  in  the  world  and  soothe 
its  sorrow  and  distress.  He  was  not  a  pro- 
found thinker  nor  a  careful  scholar,  and  he 
did  not  win  the  audience  of  those  who  care  a 
great  deal  for  serious  thinking  and  for  care- 
ful study.  Of  this  he  was  aware,  and  by  it 
he  was  not  troubled,  for  he  had  great  com- 
pensations.   He  spoke  to  hundreds  once  a 


week,  he  wrote  for  many  thousands  every 
day.  The  circulation  of  his  writings  was 
immense,  and  it  answered  the  prayer  of  his 
youth,  for  it  brought  into  the  oonununion  of 
his  invisible  church  thousands  who  were 
not  of  the  Unitarian  fold.  No  other  has 
done  so  much  to  commend  Unitarianism  to 
orthodox  believers,  and  few,  if  any,  have 
done  more  to  break  down  the  sectarian  di- 
visions of  oiur  American  life.— Chadwick, 
John  White,  1891,  Nation,  vol.  52,  p.  365. 


Edward  Payson  Roe 

1838-1888 
An  American  novelist;  bom  in  Orange  Ck)unty,  N.  Y.,  March  7, 1838;  died  at  Cornwall, 
N.  Y.,  July  19, 1888.  He  has  written  a  great  number  of  very  popular  novels,  which  have 
been  republished  in  England  and  other  countries.  His  firat  novel,  ''Barriers  Burned 
Away"  (1872),  met  with  immediate  success,  and  was  followed  by  "What  Cwi  She  Do?" 
(1873) ; "  The  Opening  of  a  Chestnut  Burr  "  (1874) ; "  From  Jest  to  Earnest "  (1875) ; "  Near 
to  Nature's  Heart"  (1876);  "A  Knight  of  the  Nineteenth  Century"  (1877);  "A  Face 
Illumined"  (1878);  "A  Day  of  Fate"  (1880);  "Without  a  Home"  (1880);  "His  London 
Rivals"  (1883);  "A  Young  Gu-l's  Wooing"  (1884);  "Nature's  Serial  Story"  (1884);  "An 
Original  BeUe"  (1885);  "Driven  Back  to  Eden"  (1885);  "He  Fell  in  Love  with  his  Wife" 
(1886);  "The  Earth  Trembled"  (1887);  "A  Hornet's  Nest"  (1887);  "Found,  Yet  Lost" 
(1888);  "Miss  Lou"  (1888);  and  "Taken  Alive,  and  Other  Stories."— Warner,  Charles 
Dudley,  ed.  1897,  Library  of  the  World's  Best  Literature,  Biographical  Dictionary,  vol.  XZDC, 
p.  463. 

PERSONAL 

None  .  .  .  could  have  loved  him  more 
than  I  did.  The  telegram  which  to-day  told 
me  of  his  death,  has  made  my  own  life  less 
interesting  to  me.  He  was  so  good  a  man 
that  no  one  can  take  his  place  with  those 
who  knew  him.  It  is  the  simple  truth  that 
he  cared  for  his  friends  more  than  for  him- 
self: that  his  greatest  happiness  was  to  see 
others  happy:  that  he  would  have  more  re- 
joiced in  the  literary  fame  of  one  of  his 
friends  than  in  any  such  fame  of  his  own 
winning.  All  his  leisure  was  spent  in  mak- 
ing plans  for  the  pleasure  and  profit  of  other 
people.  I  have  seen  him  laugh  with  delight 
at  the  success  of  these  plans.  As  I  write,  so 
many  generous,  sweet,  noble  deeds  of  his 
throng  in  my  memory,— deeds  done  so  un- 
obtrusively, delicately  and  heartily,— that  I 
feel  the  uselessness  of  trying  to  express  his 
value  and  our  loss.  He  was  at  once  manly 
and  childlike:  manly  in  honor,  truth  and 
tenderness;  childlike  in  the  simplicity  that 
suspects  no  guile  and  practices  none.  He 
had  in  him  that  rare  quality  of  loving  sym- 
pathy that  prompted  sinners  to  bring  their 
confessions  to  him,  and  ask  help  and  coun- 
sel of  him,— which  he  gave,  and  human 
love  into  the  bargain.    Among  his  million 


readers,  thousands  wrote  to  thank  him  for 
good  that  his  books  had  awakened  in  their 
souls  and  stimulated  in  their  lives.  He 
knew  the  human  heart,  his  own  was  so 
human  and  so  great;  and  the  vast  success  of 
his  stories,  however  technical  critics  may 
have  questioned  it,  was  within  his  deserts, 
because  it  was  based  on  this  fact.  No  one 
could  have  had  a  humbler  opinion  of  Roe's 
"art"  than  he  had:  but  an  author  who  be- 
lieves that  good  is  stronger  than  evil,  and 
that  a  sinner  may  turn  from  his  wickedness 
and  live,  and  who  embodies  these  convic- 
tions in  his  stories,  without  a  trace  of  cant 
or  taint  of  insincerity, — such  an  author  and 
man  deserves  a  success  infinitely  wider  and 
more  permanent  than  that  of  the  skilf ullest 
literary  mechanic:  and  it  is  to  the  credit  of 
our  nation  that  he  has  it.— Hawthorne, 
Julian,  1888,  Edward  Payson  Roe,  The 
Critic,  vol.  13,  p.  43. 

One  need  not  go  abroad  for  an  estimate 
of  his  character.  At  Comwidl-on-the-Hud- 
son  you  will  find  friends  who  delight  to 
praise.  Mr.  Roe  was  loved  there  because 
he  deserved  to  be.  It  may  not  be  generally 
known  that  all  profits  from  his  earlier 
novels  and  writings  were  given  to  the  pay* 
ment  of  debts  contracted  by  another.    And 
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yet  such  is  the  fact.  Mr.  Roe  was  not  a  rich 
man,  though  he  might  have  been.  While 
yet  unknown  to  fame  his  endorsement  of 
certain  notes  threw  him  into  bankruptcy. 
Soon  after,  his  reputation  was  made;  but 
every  dollar  earned  was  given  to  the  cred- 
itors who  legally  could  not  have  collected  a 
cent.  The  money  was  given  cheerfully ;  and 
it  amounted  to  a  large  sum.  ...  In  his 
family  Mr.  Roe  was  the  ideal  husband  and 
father,— the  very  personification  of  kind- 
ness and  generosity.  .  .  .  Next  to  his  love 
of  Nature  was  his  love  of  mankind.  I  never 
heard  from  his  lips  an  unkind  word  con- 
cerning the  many  men  of  whom  he  spoke. 
If  he  ever  felt  resentment  I  failed  to  know 
it  He  enjoyed  visiting  and  receiving 
friends,  and  was  never  so  happy  as  when 
in  their  company.  Those  who  so  lately 
passed  the  day  at  Cornwall  will  remember 
the  welcome  extended  them;  and  the  open- 
handed  and  open-hearted  hospitality. — 
Roberts,  Edward,  1888,  How  Mr.  Roe 
Impressed  his  Frieiids,  The  Critic^  Aug.  4, 
p.  49. 

financially  he  is  a  giant  among  lilliputians 
as  to  manuscript-making.  It  sounds  in- 
credible; but  I  am  authoritatively  informed 
that  the  royalty  from  his  works  for  the  last 
fiscal  year  reached  forty  thousand  dollars. 
.  .  .  Not  since  Ck>oper,  probably,  has  any 
native  author's  works  found  such  a  host  of 
readers.— Cleveland,  Paul  R.,  1888,  Is 
Ldteraivre  Bread-Winning  f  The  Cosmopoli- 
tan^ vol.  5,  p.  319. 

He  was  methodical  in  his  work.  He  had 
his  hours  for  labor,  and  never  changed 
them  while  at  his  home:  The  early  mormng 
was  given  to  farming,  the  bulk  of  the  day 
to  writing,  and  the  evenings  to  recreation. 
It  was  his  custom  to  write  out  the  chapters 
of  his  novels  on  slips  and  then  have  them 
copied  on  typewriters.  The  original  slips 
look  much  like  the  slips  on  which  Dickens 
wrote  his  copy.  They  are  almost  illegible 
owing  to  the  great  number  of  erasions,  cor- 
rections, etc.  Mr.  Roe  was  a  believer  in 
Ben  Jonson's  saying :  ''  Easv  writing  makes 
hard  reading. "  He  carried  his  corrections 
even  into  the  composing  department  of  his 
publisher,  oft^n  taking  the  proof-reader's 
place  and  making  changes  just  before  the 
type  was  sent  to  the  press-room. — Walker, 
E.  D.,  1888,  Edward  P.  Roe,  The  Cosmo- 
politan, vol.  5,  p.  401. 

The  relations  between  Mr.  Roe  and  my- 
self were  those  of  intimate  friendship.  Orig- 


inally associated  with  him  in  his  papers 
on  "Small  Fruits,"  I  first  met  him  at  his 
home  and  was  charmed,  as  all  were,  by  his 
winning  personality.  Beneath  this  mere 
kindliness  I  soon  found  the  tender,  noble 
heart,  the  beautiful  Christian  manhood,  the 
sympathetic  and  truly  lovable  friend.  In 
our  later  collaboration  on  ''Nature's 
Serial  Story,"  I  reaped  my  richest  harvest 
from  his  friendship.  The  happy  memories 
crowd  thick  and  fast  upon  me  as  I  write, 
and  yet  I  am  helplesss  to  convey  by  words 
what  that  companionship  was  to  me.  .  .  . 
His  noble  manhood  has  brought  me  many 
lessons  for  which  I  am  grateful.  I  have 
seen  him  patient  and  sweet  and  courageous 
and  equitable  under  circumstances  which 
would  have  soured  most  men.  I  have  seen 
him  dignified,  tolerant  and  forgiving  at 
sharp  critical  censure  which  I  knew  cut 
more  deeply  into  his  heart  than  he  would 
admit,  and  to  which  his  forbearing  reply 
would  be,  "Why  find  fault  with  the  song- 
sparrow  because  it  can  not  sing  like  a 
thrush?  Each  has  its  appointed  place  and 
does  its  duty."— Gibson,  Wiluam  Hamil- 
ton, 1888,  Letter  to  E.  D.  Walker,  The  Cos- 
mopolitan,  vol.  5,  p.  403. 

GENERAL 

I  had  little  idea  then  how  long  the  story 
would  be.  We  all  supposed  that  a  few  more 
chapters  would  finish  it;  but  it  grew  from 
week  to  week  and  from  month  to  month. 
Sometimes  I  would  make  a  ''spurt"  in 
writing,  and  get  well  ahead  of  the  journal, 
and  again  interruptions  and  various  duties 
would  prevent  my  touching  the  work  for 
weeks,  and  the  paper  would  catch  up  and 
be  close  at  my  very  heels.  The  evolution 
of  the  story  in  my  mind,  and  the  task  of 
writing  out  the  pages,  occupied  about  a 
year,  and  just  fifty-two  installments  ap- 
peared in  the  "Evangelist."  The  serial 
publication  was  of  much  assistance  in  pro- 
curing a  publisher  for  this  novel  in  book 
form,  for  the  story  gradually  began  to  at- 
tract attention  and  secure  friends.  At  some 
period  during  the  summer  of  1872,  Messrs. 
Dodd  &  Mead  (Mr.  Van  Wagener  had  not 
yet  become  a  member  of  the  firm)  offered 
to  publish  the  story,  and  a  12mo  edition  at 
one  dollar  seventy-five  cents  per  volume 
was  issued  about  the  1st  of  December. 
Much  to  the  surprise  of  others,  and  more  to 
me  than  to  any  one  else,  the  thirteenth 
thousand  was  reached  by  the  following 
March.    Of  late  years  the  sale  of  this  book 
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has  been  steadily  increasing,  and  my  pub- 
lishers have  abeady  paid  royalty  on  over 
one  hundred  and  thirty  thousand  copies, 
including  a  cheap  edition.— Roe,  £.  P., 
1887,  My  Fini  Navel,  The  Cosmopolitan, 
vol.  3,  p.  329. 

Mr.  Roe  accomplished  the  first  elemen- 
tary duty  of  an  author— he  secured  a  hear- 
ing. He  was  like  the  great  popular  orators, 
Beecher,  Gough,  and  the  rest,  in  that  there 
was  no  trouble  about  collecting  his  audi- 
ences. But  his  books,  like  their  speeches, 
have  a  vast  service  to  render— the  transla- 
tion into  simple  language  for  a  million  read- 
ers of  the  first  principles  of  social  ethics,  of 
personal  rectitude,  of  an  industrious  and 
innocent  life.  These  they  render  into  plain 
words  without  any  harmful  influence,  and 
with  no  alloy  but  commbnplaceness:  in- 
deed, commonplaceness  is  not  an  alloy,  it  is 
only  a  dilution.  Every  manufacturing  town 
is  the  better,  for  instance,  for  having  a  set 
of  Roe's  novels  on  the  shelves  of  its  public 
library;  they  may  not  be  a  literary  diet  so 
good  as  Scott  or  Thackeray,  but  the  ad- 
vantage is  that  the  factory  girls  will  read 
Roe,  while  they  will  leave  Thackeray  and 
Scott  upon  the  shelves. — Higginson, 
Thomas  Wentworth,  1888,  E,  P.  Roe, 
Harper's  Bazaar. 

He  never  tried  to  reach  men  and  women 
of  great  intellect,  and  wisely  refus^  to 
change  his  style  and  work  from  that  which 
appealed  to  the  mass  of  struggling  men  and 
women.  But  the  underlying  motive  with 
him  was  always  the  desire  to  help  people. 
There  are  many  instances  of  severe  liter- 
ary critics,  who  have  violently  censured  his 
writings,  being  completely  captivated  by 
him  upon  personal  acquaintance.  The 
charm  of  simple  great-heartedness  was  em- 
inently his.  No  one  could  charge  him  with 
sensationalism  or  affectation.  His  modesty 
admitted  deficiencies  in  his  work,  but  the 
bushels  of  letters  that  poured  into  his  hands 
from  total  strangers  and  the  unprece- 
dented sale  of  his  books  proved  that  he  was 
vitally  in  accord  with  the  heart  of  his  fel- 
low-men, and  that  he  knew  how  to  minister 
to  them  as  no  other  American  writer  has 
done.— Walker,  E.  D.,  1888,  Edward  P. 
Roe,  The  Cosmopolitan,  vol.  5,  p.  399. 

As  to  the  value  of  his  literary  work,  Mr. 
Roe  would  from  the  very  first  have  been 
content  to  leave  the  verdict  to  the  critics 
and  to  the  American  public.  But  the  critics 
differed  so  widely  that  their  judgment  was 


merely  confusing,  and  the  Ammcan  pub- 
lic took  him  to  its  heart.  When  critics  like 
George  Ripley  and  Julian  Hawthorne 
praised  his  books,  when  men  and  women  all 
over  the  United  States  found  comfort  and 
guidance  in  them,  it  was  difficult  for  the 
humblest-minded  author  to  believe  they 
were  the  trash  that  they  were  often  pro- 
cl^med  to  be  by  young  people  addicted  to 
being  clever,— especially  as  Mr.  Roe's  good 
sense  helped  him  to  see  that  this  proclama- 
tion was  often  due  to  the  fact  that  the  clever 
people  in  question  had  never  read  his  books, 
and  often  to  the  fact  that  the  books  had 
run  through  a  provokingly  large  number  of 
editions.  Of  course  it  was  also  true  that 
many  unprejudiced  critics  honestly  be- 
lieved the  books  to  be  trash,  and  said  so, 
and  that  their  opinions  were  not  lightly  to  be 
set  aside.  But,  again,  it  showed  no  conceit 
in  an  author  to  recognize  that  critics  al- 
ways differ,  that  they  are  often  wrong,  that 
if  the  people  at  large  liked  his  books  the 
critics  who  praised  them  were  at  least  as 
likely  to  be  right  as  the  critics  who  con- 
denmed  them,  and  that  at  all  ev&ats  he  was 
giving  innocent  amusem^t  if  not  some- 
thing higher  and  better,  to  the  large  num- 
ber of  American  and  English  readers,  who 
constituted  his  audience.— Walsh,  Will- 
iam S.,  1888,  Some  Words  about  E.  P.  Roe, 
LippineotCs  Magazine,  vol.  42,  p.  497. 

I  have  no  close  acquaintance  with  Mr. 
Roe's  novels,  but  I  know  them  well  enough 
to  despair  of  discovering  why  they  were 
found  to  to  be  so  eminently  welcome  to 
thousands  of  readers.  So  far  as  I  have  ex- 
amined them,  they  have  appeared  to  me  to 
be— if  I  may  speak  frankly — ndther  good 
enough  nor  bad  enough  to  account  for  their 
popularity.  It  is  not  that  I  am  such  a  prig 
as  to  disdain  Mr.  Roe's  honourable  industry ; 
far  from  it.  But  his  books  are  lukewarm; 
they  have  neither  the  heat  of  a  rich  in- 
sight into  character,  nor  the  deathly  cold- 
ness of  false  or  insincere  fiction.  They  are 
not  ill-constructed,  although  they  certainly 
are  not  well-constructed.  It  is  their  lack  of 
salient  character  that  makes  me  wonder 
what  enabled  them  to  float  where  scores 
and  scores  of  works  not  appreciably  worse 
or  better  than  they  have  sunk.— GossB, 
Edmund,  1889,  Making  a  Name  in  Liter- 
ature, Questions  at  Issue,  p.  125. 

So  the  Rev.  E.  P.  Roe  is  your  favourite 
novelist  there;  a  thousand  of  his  books  are 
sold  for  every  two  copies  of  the  works  of 
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Henry  Relding?     This  appears  to  me  to  suspicious;  he  dwelt  with  domestic  scenes 

speak  but  oddly  for  taste  in  the  Upper  and  with  characters  in  humble  life,  and  he 

Misassippi  Valley.— Lang,  Andrew,  1889,  mingled  sentiment  and  sensation  with  a 

LeUerz  on  Ldierature,  p.  29.  judicious  hand.    His  novds  have  no  high 

The  late  Rev.  E.  P.  Roe  never  attracted  literary  merit;  their  style  is  labored,  often 

much  attention  from  the  newspapers  (and  "pretentious,  and  their  plots  and  situations 

the  more  authoritative  journals  i^ored  him  are  conventional  to  a  degree.    "Through 

aJtogether);  and  yet  he  rejoiced  m  a  popu-  struggle  to  victory"  might  be  given  as  the 

larity  which  threw  all  his  competitors  into  motto  of  them  all,  the  victory  in  each  being 

the  shade.  — BoTESEN,  Hjaliiar  HjORTH,  celebrated  with  the  chiming  of  wedding 

1893,  Ameriean  Literary  Criiicwn  and  its  bells.    But  despite  their  artistic  defects 

Valmy  The  Forum,  vol  15,  p.  461.  these  novels  cannot  be  overlooked  by  the 

Roe  is  the  novelist  of  the  great  middle  literary  historian.  They  have  retained  their 

class  which  constitutes  the  reading  major-  popularity  to  a  wonderful  degree,  and  they 

ity.   His  novels  are  singularly  fitt^  to  ap-  have  exerted  no  small  influence  for  good  on 

peal  to  the  class  for  which  they  were  writ-  a  lai^ge  audience  that  cares  little  for  more 

ten.     Their  author  was  a  clergyman  who  classic  literature. — Pattee,  Fred  Lewis, 

wrote  his  books  with  a  moral  almost  a  re-  1896,  A  Hiitory  of  Ameriean  Ldterature,  p, 

ligious  purpose,  a  fact  that  disarmed  the  443. 


Robert  Browning 

1812-1889 
Bom,  at  Camberwell,  7  May  1812.  Educated  at  school  at  Peckham,  till  1826.  Father 
printed  for  him  volume  of  poems,  "Incondita,"1824.  Educated  by  private  tutor,  1826- 
29;  attended  lectures  at  University  Coll.,  London,  1829-30.  Literary  career  decided  on. 
Published  first  poem,  1833.  Resided  at  Camberwell.  Started  on  tour  to  Russia  and 
Italy,  autunm  of  1833;  returned  to  Camberwell,  sunmier  of  1834.  Contrib.  poems  to 
"Monthly  Repository"  (under  signature  "Z."),  1834.  First  met  Macready,  Nov.  1835. 
"  Strafford  "  produced  at  Covent  Garden,  1  May  1837.  Married  Elizabeth  Barrett  Moulton- 
Barrett,  12  Sep.  1846.  To  Paris  and  Italy.  Settled  m  Florence,  winter  of  1847.  Son 
bom,  9  March  1849.  Visit  to  Rome,  1850;  to  England,  1851;  winter  and  spring  in  Paris; 
to  London,  summer  of  1852;  return  to  Florence  in  autunm.  In  Rome,  wmter  1853-54. 
To  Normandy,  July  1858.  In  Rome,  winter  of  1859-60  and  1860-61.  Wife  died,  29 
June  1861.  Left  Florence,  July  1861.  Returned  to  London,  Sept.  1861.  Settled  m 
Warwick  Crescent.  Hon.  M.  A.,  Oxford,  June  1867;  Hon.  Fellow  of  Balliol  Coll.,  Oct. 
1867.  Declined  Lord  Rectorship  of  St.  Andrews  Univ.,  1868,  1877,  and  1884;  declined 
Lord  Rectorship  of  Glasgow  Univ.,  1875.  First  revisited  Italy,  Aug.  1878.  Autumns  sub- 
sequently frequently  spent  in  Venice.  Hon.  LL.  D.,  Cambridge,  1879.  Browning  So- 
ciety established,  Oct.  1881.  Hon.  D.  C.  L.,  Oxford,  1882.  Hon.  LL.  D.,  Edinburgh,  17 
Apnl  1884.  Hon.  Pres.  Associated  Societies  of  Edinburgh,  1885.  Foreign  Correspon- 
dent to  Royal  Academy,  1886.  Son  married,  4  Oct.  1887.  Removed  to  De  Vere  Gardens. 
To  Italy  Aug.  1888.  In  England,  wmter  1888-89.  Return  to  Italy,  Aug.  1889.  To 
Asolo.  Joined  son  at  Venice,  Nov.  1889;  died  there,  12  Dec.  1889.  Buried  m  Poet's 
Comer,  Westminster  Abbey,  31  Dec.  Works:  "  Incondita "  (priv.  ptd.),  1824; " Pauline," 
1833;  "Paracelsus,"  1835;  "Strafford,"  1837;  "Sordello,'^1840;  "Bells and  Pomegranates 
(8  pts.:  i.  "Pippa  Passes,"  1841;  ii.  "King  Victor  and  King  Charles,"  1842;  iii.  "Dra- 
maticLyrics,"1842;iv."The  Return  of  the  Druses,"  1843;v."ABlot  in  the  'Scutcheon, 
1843;  vi.  "Colombe's  Birthday,"  1844;  vii.  "Dramatic  Romances  and  Lyrics,"  1845;  viii. 
"Luria:  and  a  Soul's  Tragedy,"  1846),  1841-46;  "Christmas  Eve  and  Easter  Day,"  1850; 
"Two  Poems  by  E.  Barrett  and  R.  Browning,"  1854;  "Men  and  Women"  (2  vols.),  1855; 
"Dramatis  Person»,"  1864  (2nd  edn.  same  year);  "The  Ring  and  the  Book"  (4  vols.), 
1868-69;  "Balaustion's  Adventure,"  1871;  "Prince  Hohenstiel-Schwangau,"  1871;  "Fi- 
iine  at  the  Fau","  1872;  "Red  Cotton  Night-Cap  Country,"  1873;  "Aristophanes'  Apol- 
ogy," 1875;  "The  Inn  Album,"  1875;  "Pacchiarotto,"  1876;  "La  Saisiaz:  and  the  Two 
Poets  of  Croisic,"  1878;  "Dramatic  Idylls"  (2  series),  1879-80;  "  Jocoseria,"  1883;  "Fer- 
ishtah's  Fancies,"  1884;  "Parleyings  with  Certain  People,"  1887;  "Asolando,"  1890 
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[1889].  He  tramlated:  iEschylus'  "Agamemnon,"  1877;  and  edited:  the  forged  "Letters 
of  SheUey,"  1852;  Selections  from  his  wife's  Poems,  1866  and  1880;  "The  Divine  Older," 
by  Rev.  T.  Jones,  1884;  his  wife's  Poetical  Works,  1889  and  1890.  CoOeeUd  Poems:  in  2 
vols.,  1849;  and  3  vols.,  1863;  in  6  vols.,  1868;  in  16  vols.,  1888-89.  Life:  by  William 
Sharp  (Great  Writers'  series),  1890;  "Life  and  Letters,"  by  Mrs.  Qrr,  1891.— Sharp,  R. 
Farquharson,  1897,  A  Dictionary  of  English  Authors,  p.  34. 

plidty  of  character  which  often,  I  think, 
appears  in  the  family  of  a  great  man  who 
uses  at  last  what  the  others  have  kept  for 
him.  The  father  is  a  complete  oddity— 
with  a  real  genius  for  drawing— but  caring 
for  nothing  in  the  least  except  Dutch 
boors,— fancy  the  father  of  Browning!— 
and  as  innocent  as  a  child.  In  the  New 
Volumes,  the  only  thing  he  seemed  to  care 
for  much  was  that  about  the  Sermon  to 
the  Jews.— RossETTi,  Dante  Gabriel, 
1856,  Letters  to  WiUiam  AUingham,  p.  161. 

I  thought  I  was  getting  too  old  to  make 
new  friends.  But  I  believe  that  I  have 
made  one — Mr.  Browning,  the  poet,  who 
has  been  staying  with  me  during  the  past 
few  days.  It  is  impossible  to  spes^  without 
enthusiasm  of  his  open,  generous  nature 
and  his  great  ability  and  knowledge.  I 
had  no  idea  that  there  was  a  perfectly  sen- 
sible poet  in  the  world,  entirely  free  from 
vanity,  jealousy,  or  any  other  littleness, 
and  thinking  no  more  of  himself  than  if  he 
were  an  ordinary  man.  His  great  energy 
is  very  remarkable,  and  his  determination 
to  make  the  most  of  the  remainder  of  life. 
— Jowett,  Benjamin,  1865,  Letters,  June 
12;  Life  and  Letters,  vol.  l,  p.  400. 

At  that  dinner  I  sat  opposite  to  Brown- 
ing, and  found  that  in  private  life  he  was 
much  like  another  man.  I  had  thought 
that  his  Comitatus,  the  Browning  Society, 
would  follow  him  ever3rwhere  to  explain 
what  he  said.  But  if  a  man  can  talk  to  be 
understood,  why  can't  he  write  to  be  under- 
stood? But  those  things  are  not  in  my  line 
—Homer  and  Macaulay  for  me — them 
I  can  understand.— Freeman,  Edward 
Augustus,  1884,  Mr.  Freeman  at  Home,  by 
Delia  Lyman  Porter,  Scribnefs  Magadne, 
vol  14,  p.  616. 

To  my  good  friend 

Robert  Browning, 

Whose  genius  and  geniality 

Will  best  appreciate  what  is  best. 

And  make  allowance  for  what  may  be  worst, 

This  volume 

Is 

Affectionately  inscribed. 

—Tennyson,  Alfred  Lord,  1885,  Tiresias 
and  Other  Poems,  Dedication. 


PERSONAL 

Mr.  Browning  was  very  popular  with  the 
whole  party;  Us  simple  and  enthusiastic 
manner  engaged  attention  and  won  opinion 
from  all  present;  he  looks  and  speaks  more 
like  a  youthful  poet  than  any  man  I  ever 
saw.— Macreadt,  William  Charles,  1835, 
Diary,  Dec.  31;  Reminisences,  ed.  Pollock. 

Browning's  conversation  is  like  the 
poetry  of  Chaucer,  or  like  his  own,  sim- 
plified and  made  transparent.  His  coun- 
tenance is  so  full  of  vigor,  freshness,  and  re- 
fined power,  that  it  seems  impossible  to 
think  that  he  can  ever  grow  old.  His 
poetry  is  subtle,  passionate  and  profound; 
but  he  himself  is  simple,  natural,  and  play- 
ful. He  has  the  repose  of  a  man  who  has 
lived  much  in  the  open  air;  with  no  nervous 
uneasiness  and  no  unhealthy  self-conscious- 
ness.—Hillard,  George  Stillman,  1853- 
55,  Six  Months  in  Italy,  p.  114. 

Robert  Browning  is  an  admirable  man, 
frank,  cheerful,  and  charming.  He  is  said 
to  be  the  most  captivating  conversational- 
ist on  the  Continent;  (however,  I  think 
there  are  some  in  America  quite  equal  to 
him).  There  is  a  genial  warmth,  and  a 
sparkling  merriment  in  his  words,  which 
made  us  friends  at  once. — LeVert,  Oc- 
TAVIA  Walton,  1855,  Souvenirs  of  Travel, 
vol.  n,  p.  229. 

A  younger  man  than  I  expected  to  see, 
handsome,  with  brown  hair.  He  is  very 
simple  and  agreeable  in  manner,  gently  im- 
pulsive, talking  as  if  his  heart  were  upper- 
most. He  spoke  of  his  pleasure  in  meeting 
me,  and  his  appreciation  of  my  books;  and 
— which  has  not  often  happened  to  me— 
mentioned  that  "The  Blithedale  Romance' ' 
was  the  one  he  admired  most.— Haw- 
thorne, Nathaniel,  1856,  English  Note- 
Books,  vol.  II,  p.  106. 

At  Paris  I  met  his  father,  and  in  Lon- 
don an  uncle  of  his  and  his  sister,  who,  it  ap- 
pears, performed  the  singular  female  feat  of 
copying  "Sordello"  for  Mm,  to  which  some 
of  its  eccentricities  may  possibly  be  re- 
ferred. .  .  .  The  father  and  uncle  — 
father  especially— show  just  that  submis- 
sive yet  highly  cheerful  and  capable  sim- 
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Of  course,  in  the  recollections  of  an  Eng- 
lishman living  during  those  years  in  Flor- 
ence, Robert  Browning  must  necessaril}^ 
stand  out  in  high  relief  and  in  the  foremost 
line.  But  very  obviously  this  is  neither  the 
time  nor  the  place,  nor  is  my  dose  of  pre- 
sumption sufficient,  for  any  attempt  at  a 
delineation  of  the  man.  To  speak  of  the 
poet,  since  I  write  for  Englishmen,  would 
be  very  superfluous.  It  may  be  readily  im- 
agined that  the  "tag-rag  and  bob-tail''  of 
the  men  who  mainly  constituted  that  very 
pleasant,  but  not  very  intellectual  society, 
were  not  likely  to  be  such  as  Mr.  Browning 
would  readily  make  intimates  of.  And  I 
think  I  see,  in  memory's  magic  glass  that 
the  men  used  to  be  rather  afraid  of  him. 
Not  that  I  ever  saw  him  rough  or  un- 
courteous  with  the  most  exasperating  fool 
that  ever  rubbed  a  n^an's  nervous  system 
the  wrong  way,  but  there  was  a  quiet,  lurk- 
ing smile  which,  supported  by  very  few 
words,  used  to  seem  to  have  the  singular 
property  of  making  the  utterers  of  plati- 
tudes and  the  mistakers  of  non-tequUvrs  for 
sequiivrs  uncomfortably  aware  of  the 
natiure  of  their  words  within  a  very  few 
minutes  after  they  had  uttered  them.  I 
may  say,  however,  that  I  believe  that,  in 
any  dispute  on  any  sort  of  subject  between 
any  two  men  in  the  place,  if  it  had  been 
proposed  to  submit  the  matter  in  dispute 
for  adjudication  to  Mr.  Browning,  the  pro- 
posal would  have  been  jumped  at  with  a 
greater  readiness  of  consenstis  than  in  the 
case  of  any  other  man  there.— Trollope, 
Thomas  Adolphus,  1888,  What  I  Remem- 
ber, p.  403. 

Is  one  of  the  most  familiar  figures  of  the 
metropolis,  and  he  is  also  one  of  the  few 
men  of  letters  who  do  their  work  within 
London.  A  thorough  Londoner,  bom  in 
that  commonplace  part  called  Camberwell 
seventy-six  years  ago;  his  father  a  clerk  in 
the  Bank  of  England— though  from  his  four 
grandparents,  ^otch,  Creole,  German,  and 
English  blood  meet  in  his  veins;  educated 
at  the  University  of  London;  living,  since 
his  wife's  death  exiled  him  from  Itoly,  for 
many  years  in  Maida  Vale,  and  now  in 
Kendngton— he  is  perhaps  the  last  person 
one  would  select  in  a  London  throng  as  the 
author  of  Browning's  poetry.  He  looks 
rather  like  a  bank  president,  a  brisk  and 
successful  merchant,  than  a  poet,  with  his 
well-set  figure,  his  frank  and  pleasant  face, 
with  trim  white  beard  and  wonderfully 


bright  eyes,  his  bonhomie  of  manner— al- 
together an  agreeable  gentleman,  much  of 
the  world  one  would  say,  and  by  no  means  a 
dreamer  of  dreams. — Bowker,  Richard 
Rogers,  1888,  London  as  a  Liierary  Centre, 
'  Harper^B  Magazine,  vol  76,  p.  817. 

Slowly  we  diaarray,  • 

Our  leaves  grow  few, 

Few  on  the  bough,  and  many  on  the  sod : 

Round  him  no  ruining  autumn  tempest  blew> 

Gathered  on  genial  day, 

He  fills,  fresh  as  ApoUo's  bay, 

The  Hand  of  God. 

—Field,  Michael,  1889,  In  Memoriam, 
Robert  Browning,  The  Academy,  vol.  36,  p. 
405. 

When  I  first  knew  him,  twent]f-six  years 
ago,  he  was  living  in  Delamere  Crescent 
with  his  father,  sister,  and  son.  The  father 
was  a  notable  man.  Dante  Rossetti  al- 
ways contended  that  there  was  something 
Semitic  on  Robert  Browning's  handsome 
countenance,  and  the  fact  that  his  father 
had  been  a  clerk  of  the  Rothschilds  added 
plausibility  to  the  supposition.  The  family 
were,  of  old,  Congregationalists  in  creed,  but 
the  elder  Browning,  as  I  remember,  did 
have  a  slightly  Jewish  complexion.  It  was 
an  old  family;  the  original  name.  Browning 
told  me,  being  DeBruni.  ...  No  Ameri- 
can who  knew  Browning  can  write  of  him 
without  remembering  his  cordiality  for 
Americans.  He  met  those  who  brought  him 
letters  of  introduction  with  open  arms.  He 
enjoyed  many  of  our  writers,  admired  our 
ladies,  and  liked  our  sparkling  Catawba— 
to  which  I  had  the  pleasure  of  introducing 
him  in  the  old  days  when  Longworth  made 
wine  fit  for  any  poet's  palate.  Not  even 
memories  of  book-piracy  could  induce  him 
to  abuse  America.— Conway,  Moncure 
Daniel,  1889,  RecoUeeHons  of  Robert  Broumr 
ing,  The  Nation,  vol,  50,  pp.  27,  28. 

In  the  centre  of  the  lofty  ceiling  of  the 
room  occupied  by  him,  in  the  Palazzo  Rez- 
zonico,  in  which  he  slept  and  wrote,  and  in 
which  he  died,  is  the  painting  by  his  son  of 
an  eagle  struggling  with  a  serpent,  illus- 
trative of  a  passage  in  Shelley's  "Revolt  of 
Islam."  .  .  .  No  more  appropriate  paint- 
ing could  have  been  over  the  poet,  in  his 
last  days  than  this.  It  is  a  fitting  S3anbol  of 
his  voluminous  poetry,  in  which,  from  the 
earliest  to  the  latest,  his  soaring  spirit  holds 
and  maintains  the  mastery  over  what 
strives  ever  to  overthrow  man  in  his  weak- 
ness, as  the  eagle,  in  the  picture,  with  beak 
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and  talons,  holds  and  maintains  the  mast- 
ery over  the  struggling  serpent. — Corson, 
Hiram,  1889,  ReeoUeetiani  of  Robert  Brown- 
ing,  The  Nation,  vd,  50,  p.  28. 

Gone  from  our  eyes,  a  loss  for  evermore, 
Gone  tojpuTBue  within  an  ampler  sphere 
The  aims  that  wing'd  thy  soaring  spirit  here! 
Gone  where  she  waits  thee,  who  when  living 

bore 
A  heart,  like  thine,  vein'd  with  love's  purest 

ore  I 
Gone  to  behold  with  eyes  serene  and  clear 
The  worid,  that  to  thy  life  was  ever  near 
In  gleams,  now  perfect  dawn,  of  heavenly  lore! 
Gone  from  our  eyes  that  noble  gracious  head, 
The  quick,  keen  glance,  the  welcoming  frank 

smile, 
Hush'd,  too,  the  voice  with  its  strong  manly 

ring, 
But  not  the  strains  in  which  our  souls  are  fed 
With  thoughts  that  life  of  half  its  pain  beguile. 
And  hopes  of  what  the  great  Beyond  shall 

bring! 

— BIartin,  Sm  Theodore,  1889,  Robert 
Brouming. 

The  formation  of  these  Browning  so- 
cieties undoubtedly  pleased  Browning.  .  .  . 
It  came  at  a  critical  period,  and  he  was  a 
more  important  figure  in  literature  by 
reason  of  the  existence  of  these  societies. 
He  was  quite  aware  of  the  ludicrous  Ade  of 
the  business,  and  the  effusive  enthusiasms 
of  his  least  wise  admirers  annoyed  him  more 
than  he  chose  to  own.  One  or  two  Ameri- 
can societies  seemed  to  have  been  founded 
and  worked  with  little  regard  to  that  Ameri- 
can sense  of  humor  which  so  often  saves 
people  from  ridicule.  He  was  patient  with 
them,  accepted  tiieir  tributes  of  admiration, 
took  the  will  for  the  deed  when  the  expres- 
sion of  it  was  absurd,  and  rejoiced  to  know 
thait  beneath  all  the  nonsense  on  the  surface 
there  was  a  basis  of  real  appreciation  for 
what  he  himself  most  valued  in  his  own 
writings.  When  appealed  to,  he  no  more 
professed  always  to  know  what  he  had 
meant  than  Rirfus  Choate  to  decipher  his 
own  handwriting  after  a  lapse  of  time. — 
Shallet,  George  W.,  1889,  London  Letter, 
New  York  Tribune, 

Well  do  I  remember  that  evening  in  1855, 
at  the  temporary  home  of  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Browning  near  Marylebone  Church,  when 
Tennyson  read  aloud  his  recently  pub- 
lished poem  of  "Maud,"  and  my  brother 
took  a  sketch  of  him  as  he  sat  on  the  sofa 
with  the  volume  held  high  up  to  suit  his 
short  sight.  When  Tennyson  had  concluded, 
Browning  was  implored  to  read  out  his 


"Fra  Lippo  lippi,"  which,  with  some  little 
pressing,  he  consented  to  do.  The  contrast 
between  the  two  readers  was  interesting 
and  highly  characteristic.  Tennyson,  in  his 
introduction  to  his  "Morte  d' Arthur,"  has 
weU  described  his  own  elocution— "mouth- 
ing out  his  hollow  o's  and  a's  "  (except  that 
"mouthing,"  as  a  term  of  disparagement, 
should  be  altered  into  some  milder  word) — 
his  grand  deep  voice  sways  onward  with 
a  long-drawn  chaunt,  which  some  hearers 
might  deem  monotonous,  but  which  gives 
noble  value  and  emphasis  to  the  metrical 
structure  and  pauses.  Browning^s  voice, 
which  was  at  once  rich  and  pecifiar,  took 
much  less  account  of  the  poem  as  a  rhyth- 
mical whole;  his  delivery  had  more  affinity 
to  that  of  an  actor,  laying  stress  on  all  the 
light  and  shade  of  the  composition— its 
touches  of  character,  its  conversational 
points,  its  dramatic  give-and-take.  In  those 
qualities  of  elocution  in  which  Tennyson 
was  strong,  and  aimed  to  be  strong.  Brown- 
ing was  contentedly  weak;  and  vice  vend. 
To  which  of  the  two  modes  of  reading  the 
preference  should  be  accorded  will  remain 
a  matter  of  taste;  in  the  very  small  audi- 
ence on  that  occasion,  most  were,  I  think, 
in  favour  of  Tennyson.— RossEm,  Will- 
iam Michael,  1890,  Portraits  of  Robert 
Browning,  Magazine  of  Art,  vol.  13,  p.  182. 

Next  morning  betimes  the  note  was  de- 
spatched, and  a  half-hour  had  not  passed 
when  there  was  a  brisk  rap  at  the  Easy 
Chair's  door.  He  opened  it,  and  saw  a  young 
man,  who  briskly  inquired,  "Is  Mr.  Easy 
CJhairhere?"  "That  is  my  name."  "I  am 
Robert  Browning."  Browning  shook  hands 
heartily  with  his  young  American  admirer, 
and  thanked  him  for  his  note.  The  poet  was 
th^n  about  thirty-five.  His  figure  was  not 
large,  but  compact,  erect,  and  active;  the 
face  smooth,  the  hair  dark;  the  aspect  that 
of  active  intelligence,  and  of  a  man  of  the 
world.  He  was  in  no  way  eccentric,  either 
in  manner  or  appearance.  He  talked  freely, 
with  great  vivacity,  and  delightfuDy,  rising 
and  walking  about  the  room  as  his  talk 
sparkled  on.  He  heard,  with  evident  pleas- 
ure, but  with  entire  simplicity  and  manli- 
ness, of  the  American  interest  in  his  works 
and  in  those  of  Mrs.  Browning,  and  the 
Easy  Chair  gave  him  a  copy  of  Bfiss  Fuller's 
paper  in  the  Tribune.  It  was  a  bright  and, 
to  the  Easy  Chair,  a  wonderfully  happy 
hour.  As  he  went,  the  poet  said  that  Mrs. 
Browning  would  certainly  expect  to  give 
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Mr.  Easy  Chair  a  cup  of  tea  in  the  evening, 
and  with  a  brisk  and  gay  good-by,  Browning 
was  gone.  ...  It  was  not  in  the  Casa 
Guidi  that  the  Brownings  were  then  living, 
but  in  an  apartment  in  the  Via  della  Scala, 
not  far  from  the  place  or  square  most 
familiar  to  strangers  in  Florence,  the  Hazza 
Trinita.  Through  several  rooms  the  Easy 
Chair  passed,  Browning  leading  the  way, 
until  at  the  end  they  entered  a  smaller 
room  arranged  with  an  air  of  English  com- 
fort, where  at  a  table,  bending  over  a  tea- 
urn,  sat  a  slight  lady,  her  long  curls  droop- 
ing forward.  "  Here, "  said  Browning,  ad- 
dressing her  with  a  tender  diminutive,  "here 
is  Mr.  Easy  Chair."  .  .  .  The  most  kindly 
welcome  and  pleasant  chat  followed. 
Browning's  gayety  dashing  and  flashing  in, 
with  a  sense  of  profuse  and  bubbling  vital- 
ity, glancing  at  a  hundred  topics;  and  when 
there  was  some  allusion  to  his  "Sordello," 
he  asked  quickly,  with  an  amused  smile, 
"Have  you  read  it?"  The  Easy  Chair 
pleaded  that  he  had  not  seen  it.  "  So  much 
the  better.  Nobody  understands  it.  Don't 
read  it,  except  in  the  revised  form  which  is 
coming. "  The  revised  form  has  come  long 
ago,  and  the  Easy  Chair  has  read,  and  prob- 
ably supposes  that  he  understands.  But 
Thackeray  used  to  say  that  he  did  not  read 
Browning  because  he  could  not  comprehend 
him,  adding,  ruefully,  "I  have  no  head 
above  my  eyes." — Curtis,  George  Will- 
iam, 1890,  The  Easy  Chair,  Harper's  Magor 
zine,  vol.  80,  p.  637. 

The  poet  was,  personally  and  to  a  great 
extent  in  his  genius,  Anglo-Saxon.  Though 
there  are  plausible  grounds  for  the  assump- 
tion, I  can  find  nothing  to  substantiate  the 
common  assertion  that,  immediately,  or 
remotely,  his  people  were  Jews.  As  to 
Browning's  physiognomy  and  personal 
traits,  tins  much  may  be  granted:  if  those 
who  knew  him  were  told  he  was  a  Jew  they 
would  not  be  much  surprised.  In  his  ex- 
uberant vitality,  in  his  sensuous  love  of 
music  and  the  other  arts,  in  his  combined 
imaginativeness  and  shrewdness  of  common 
sense,  in  his  superficial  expansiveness  and 
actual  reticence  he  would  have  been  typical 
enough  of  the  potent  and  artistic  race  for 
whom  he  has  so  often  of  late  been  claimed. 
.  .  .  What,  however,  is  most  to  the  point  is 
that  neither  to  curious  acquaintances  nor 
to  intimate  friends,  neither  to  Jews  nor 
Gentiles,  did  he  ever  admit  more  than  that 
he  was  a  good  Protestant,  and  sprung  of  a 


Puritan  stock.  He  was  tolerant  of  aU  re- 
ligious forms,  but  with  a  natural  bias 
towards  Anglican  Evangelicalism.— Sharp, 
WiLUAM,  1890,  lAfe  of  Robert  Browning 
(Oreai  Writers),  p.  15. 

It  was  the  writer's  good  fortune,  a  few 
years  ago,  to  meet  Robert  Browning  at  St. 
Moritz,  in  the  Engadine,  and  later  at  his 
home  in  Warwick  Crescent,  London.  .  .  . 
Mr.  Browning  was  short  and  stout,  and 
plainly  enough  the  original  of  his  photo- 
graphs. His  face  was  ruddy,  his  hair  very 
white,  his  manner  animated.  He  was  notice- 
ably well  dressed,  there  was  a  comfortable 
and  easy  elegance  about  him.  It  has  long 
b^n  a  matter  of  common  report  that  Mr. 
Browning  looked  like  a  business  man,  rather 
than  a  poet  and  scholar.  He  might  have 
been  a  banker,  a  lawyer,  a  physician,  so 
far  as  his  appearance  was  concerned.  But 
if  a  physician,  certainly  a  well-to-do  one;  if 
a  lawyer,  then  a  lawyer  accustomed  to 
pood  fees;  if  a  banker,  connected  with  an 
institution  which  is  not  going  to  give  its 
depositors  cause  for  anxiety.  But  while 
markedly  "stylish,"  he  wore  his  good 
clothes  with  an  air  of  one  who  had  never 
worn  anything  else.  In  his  youth  I  fancy 
that  he  might  have  been  something  of  a 
dandy.  There  was  a  pleasant  atmosphere 
of  large  prosperity  about  him.  His  manner 
was  simple,  kind,  cheery.  He  made  one 
feel  at  home,  and  time  went  rapidly.  That 
blessed  saint  of  American  literature,  Henry 
W.  Longfellow,  made  each  of  his  chance 
visitors  happy  by  his  cordial  and  unaffected 
manner.  But  Longfellow's  sweetness  was 
the  sweetness  of  resignation.  A  young 
won^an  who  had  called  upon  him  told  me 
that  he  was  so  amiable  that  she  felt  actually 
guilty!  Browning,  fascinating  hypocrite 
that  he  was,  made  the  stranger  feel  that  his 
visit  was  not  only  agreeable,  but  positively 
opportune.  If  visitors  stayed  longer  than 
they  ought,  the  fault  was  quite  as  much  his 
as  theirs.— Vincent,  Leon  H.,  1890-95,  A 
Few  Words  on  Robert  Browning,  pp.  47,  48. 

Here,  in  this  old  York  Street  Dissenting 
chapel,  on  the  14th  of  Jime,  1812,  he  was 
brought  to  be  baptised,  and  no  more  valiant 
soldier  was  enlisted  in  the  army  of  things 
spiritual,  at  any  of  the  altars  of  Christian- 
ity, on  that  14th  of  June,  than  Robert 
Browning.  He  has  been  what  we  call  dead 
for  eight  years.  The  loss  is  great  for  those 
who  knew  him.  In  my  memory  he  will  al- 
ways live  as  the  most  cordial  man  I  ever 
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knew.  Never  can  I  forget  how  on  your  en- 
trance he  would  rise  from  his  chair,  advance 
to  meet  you  with  both  arms  outstretched, 
and  cover  you  with  the  rich  bounty  of  his 
welcome.— BiRRELL,  Augustine,  1891- 
1901,  Robert  Browning,  Essays  and  Ad- 
dresses, p.  195. 

We  are  told  by  Mr.  Sharp  that  a  new 
star  appeared  in  Orion  on  the  night  on 
which  Mr.  Browning  died.  The  alleged 
fact  is  disproved  by  the  statement  of  the 
Astronomer  Royal,  to  whom  it  has  been 
submitted;  but  it  would  have  been  a  beauti- 
ful symbol  of  translation,  such  as  affection- 
ate fancy  might  gladly  cherish  if  it  were 
true.  It  is  indeed  true  that  on  that  12th 
of  December  a  vivid  centre  of  light  and 
warmth  was  extinguished  upon  our  earth. 
The  clouded  brightness  of  many  lives  bears 
witness  to  the  poet  spirit  which  has  de- 
parted, the  glowing  human  presence  which 
has  passed  away.  We  mourn  the  poet 
whom  we  have  lost  far  less  than  we  regret 
the  man:  for  he  had  done  his  appointed 
work;  and  that  work  remains  to  us.  But 
the  two  beings  were  in  truth  inseparable. 
The  man  is  always  present  in  the  poet;  the 
poet  was  dominant  in  the  man.  This  fact 
can  never  be  absent  from  our  loving  re- 
membrance of  him.  No  just  estimate  of  his 
life  and  character  will  fail  to  give  it  weight. 
— Orr,  Mrs.  Sutherland,  1891,  ed.  lAje 
and  Letters  of  Robert  Brovming,  vol  n,  p. 
633. 

He  was  true  and  tender  and  sim.ple  in 
heart  to  the  end.  My  wonder  has  always 
been  that  a  man  moving  among  all  ranks  in 
the  fashionable  world  for  more  than  thirty 
years  should  have  remained  so  untainted, 
and  kept  his  soul  and  his  art  so  clear.  He 
lived  in  Gaza,  Ekron,  and  all  the  cities  of 
the  Philistines,  yet  he  never  served  their 
lords  and  never  made  sport  for  them.  More- 
over, he  was  just  as  pleased,  as  happy,  as 
interested,  gave  himself  just  as  much 
trouble,  and  was  just  as  much  carried  away 
in  talk  when  he  was  with  a  few  imknown 
men  and  women,  quite  out  of  the  fashion, 
as  he  was  among  persons  of  great  fame  or 
of  high  rank.— Brooke,  Stopford  A.,  1892, 
Impressions  of  Browning  and  His  Art, 
Century  Magazine,  vol.  45,  p.  241. 

Always  full  of  spirits,  full  of  interest  in 
everything  from  politics  to  hedge-flowers, 
cordial  and  utterly  unaffected,  he  was  at 
all  times  a  charming  member  of  society;  but 
I  confess  that  in  those  days  (1860)  I  had  no 


adequate  sense  of  his  greatness  as  a  poet.  I 
could  not  read  his  poetry  though  he  had 
not  then  writtten  his  most  di£Scult  pieces, 
and  his  conversation  was  so  playful  and 
light  that  it  never  occurred  to  me  that  I 
was  wasting  precious  time  chatting  friv- 
olously with  him  when  I  might  have  been 
gaining  high  thoughts  and  instruction. 
There  was  always  a  ripple  of  laughter 
round  the  sofa  where  he  used  to  seat  him- 
self, generally  beside  some  lady  of  the  com- 
pany, towards  whom,  in  his  eagerness,  he. 
would  push  nearer  and  near^  tiU  she  fre-* 
quently  rose  to  avoid  falling  off  at  the  end ! 
When  he  drove  out  in  parties  he  would  dis- 
cuss every  tree  and  weed,  and  get  excited 
about  the  difference  between  eglantine  and 
eglatere  (if  there  be  any),  and  between 
either  of  them  and  honey-suckle. — Cobbe, 
Frances  Power,  1894,  Life  by  Herself,  vol. 
11,  p.  342. 

I  met  Robert  Browning  at  a  party,  when 
he  happened  to  be  surrounded  by  many 
who  were  congenial  to  him.  He  took  me  in 
to  dinner,  and  my  first  impression  of  him 
was  that  he  resembled  one  of  our  old-school 
Southern  country  gentlemen  more  than  my 
ideal  of  England's  mystic  poet.  There  was 
a  kind  of  friendly  chattiness  in  his  conver- 
sation, more  agreeable,  I  thought,  than 
distinguished.  I  should  have  named  any  of 
the  men  at  table  sooner  than  he  as  the 
author  of  "Rabbi  Ben-Ezra"  and  "Pippa 
Passes."  .  .  .  Browning  was  always  charm- 
ing, often  amusing  in  conversation,  but  per- 
sonally he  never  appealed  to  me  as  much  as 
either  Longfellow  or  Tennyson.  Perhaps 
this  was  because  I  frequently  saw  the  last 
two  in  their  own  homes,  whereas  my 
acquaintance  with  Browning  was  a  society 
one,  which  least  of  all  reveals  the  deep, 
earnest,  or  best  side  of  any  character.— 
Anderson,  Mart,  (Madame  De  Navarro) 
1896,  A  Few  Memories,  pp.  152, 154. 

As  I  entered  the  parlor  of  Madame  Mil- 
sand  one  day,  I  saw  comfortably  seated 
near  the  fireplace,  a  square,  solidly 
built  man,  with  white  hair  and  beard, 
dressed  in  rough  gray  cloth,  and  wearing 
an  air  of  bourgeoise  dignity  and  pleasant 
bonhomie  which  betray^  nothing  to  me 
at  first  sight  of  the  author  of  "  The  Ring  and 
the  Book."  When  we  were  introdu(^  to 
each  other  my  heart  leaped,  and  it  is  useless 
to  add  that  my  imagination  helped  me  to 
recognize  immediately  the  signs  of  genius  in 
the  broad  forehead  and  penetratmg  eyes 
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under  their  heavy  brows.  But  what  really 
impressed  me  in  Browning's  look  and  in  his 
talk  was  kindness;  simple,  open,  and  buoy- 
ant kindness.  All  the  chords  of  sympathy 
vibrated  in  his  strong  voice.— Bentzon, 
Th.,  (Mme.  Blanc),  1896,  A  French  Friend 
of  Browning  J  Seribner^s  Magazine,  vol.  20,  p. 
116. 

His  [Rossetti's]  friendship  with  Mr. 
Browning  came  to  an  end  through  a  wild 
suspicion  that  in  some  lines  in  ''Fifine  at 
the  Fair"  he  was  attacked.  "On  one  or 
two  occasions,"  writes  Mr.  W.  M.  Rossetti, 
"when  the  great  poet,  the  object  of  my 
brother's  early  and  imbounded  homage, 
kindly  inquired  of  me  concerning  him,  and 
expressed  a  wish  to  look  him  up,  I  was  com- 
pelled to  fence  with  the  suggestion,  lest 
worse  should  ensue.  "—Hill,  George  Birk- 
BECK,  1897,  LeUett  of  Dante  Oabrid  Rossetti 
to  William  AUingham,  p.  196. 

Mr.  Browning  was  a  great  disappoint- 
ment at  first.  He  looked  [1884]  like  a  re- 
tu-ed  ship-captain,  was  short,  rather  stout, 
red-faced,  with  a  large  nose  and  white  hair, 
but  he  was  so  simple  and  kindly  and  polite 
that  I  forgave  him  for  not  looking  the  poet. 
—Sherwood,  Mary  E.  W.,  1897,  An  Epis- 
tie  to  Posterity,  p.  218. 

A  fine-looking  man  [1882]  of  seventy 
years,  with  white  hair  and  mustache.  He 
was  frank,  easy,  playful,  and  brilliant  in 
conversation.— Stanton,  Elizabeth  Cady, 
1898,  Eighty  Years  and  More,  p.  360. 

He  was  a  man  with  men,  mixing  with  the 
life  of  his  fellows;  friendly  and  manly,  tak- 
ing his  part  in  conversation  frankly,  and  in 
fit  circles  an  able  and  interesting  talker.  In 
a  certain  way  he  was  a  man  of  the  world, 
measuring  men  and  their  affairs  at  their 
due  value  in  the  world,  yet  independent  and 
unworldly  at  the  heart  of  him.  Observant, 
practical,  common-sensible,  but  with  a 
core  of  passion  and  ideality.  His  nature 
was,  in  fact,  richly  passioned,  on  a  ground 
of  strong  intellect,  with  manly  control  and 
even  reserve  of  emotion.  But  in  his  love 
for  his  mother  and  for  his  wife,  and  in  the 
disturbance  of  feeling  roused  by  the  deaths 
of  these,  or  by  whatever  touched  the  memory 
of  the  latter,  we  see  the  depth  and  force, 
we  feel  the  fire  and  tenderness  of  his  mind. 
His  strong  sensibility  to  music  is  another 
test  of  his  emotional  quality.  He  had, 
owing  to  this,  a  marked  tenacity  and  con- 
stancy of  affection.   He  had  a  keen  memory 


for  suffering,  and  a  certain  shrinking  from 
it.  He  was  thus  an  optimist  by  temper  and 
habit,  forced  by  bias  and  energy  of  the 
brain,  and  by  dramatic  observation  and 
sympathy,  to  weigh  his  optimism,  yet  in- 
clined to  make  the  best  of  tilings.— Fother- 
INGHAM,  James,  1898,  Studies  of  the  Mind 
and  Art  of  Ftobert  Browning,  Third  Ed.,  p. 
42. 

Robert  Browning  was  a  strong,  glowing, 
whole-souled  human  being,  who  enjoyed 
life  more  intensely  than  any  Englishman 

since  Walter  Scott Ind^,  only 

great  poets  are  known  so  intimately  as  we 
know  Robert  Browning.  .  .  .  Everything 
that  was  hopeful  his  spirit  accepted;  every- 
thing that  was  sunny  and  joyful  and  good 
for  the  brave  soul  he  embraced.  .  .  .  Never 
was  there  a  man  who  in  the  course  of  a 
long  life  changed  less.— Chapman,  John 
Jay,  1898,  Emerson  and  Other  Essays,  pp. 
187, 190. 

In  his  methods  of  work  he  became  in- 
creasingly methodical.  He  wrote  on  an 
average  so  much  a  day,  and  his  work  was 
finished  at  the  date  he  set  for  himself.  In 
building  up  his  plots  he  was  rapid  and  defi- 
nite. The  story  of  "The  Inn  Album"  was 
decided  upon  and  constructed  in  a  single 
morning,  to  be  carried  out  precisely  as  it 
was  planned;  and  many  anecdotes  are  told 
of  him  showing  how  vividly  and  instantly 
the  scheme  of  his  poem,  long  or  short, 
sprang  up  in  his  mind.  .  .  .  His  manu- 
script showed  few  corrections,  and  twenty 
or  thirty  lines  a  day  seemed  to  him  a  good 
rate  of  production.  His  habit  was  to  rise 
early  and  read  or  write  before  breakfast; 
after  breakfast  to  give  an  hour  to  the  news- 
papers, then  to  retire  to  his  study  for  the  re- 
mainder of  the  morning,  much  of  which 
must  have  been  occupied  with  his  oppres- 
sive correspondence,  as  he  never  willingly 
wrote  even  a  note  after  luncheon.  Like 
Tennyson  and  Landor  he  was  a  great  walker 
and  preferred  the  crowded  street  to  a  park 
or  suburb. — Gary,  Elisabeth  Luther, 
1899,  Browning  Poet  and  Man,  pp.  204, 205. 

A  man  of  the  world  to  his  finger  tips,  who 
knew  every  one,  went  everywhere,  and  had 
seen  everything,  he  might  pass  as  a  social 
lion,  but  not  as  a  poet,  or  a  genius.  His 
animal  spirito,  his  bonhomie,  his  curious 
v^-satility  and  experience,  made  him  the 
autocrat  of  the  London  dinner  table,  of 
which  he  was  never  the  tyrant— or  the  bore. 
Dear  old  Browning!  how  we  aU  loved  him; 
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how  we  listened  to  his  anecdotes;  how  we 
enjoyed  his  improvised  ''epitaphs  of  coun- 
try churchyards/'  till  we  broke  into  shouts 
of  laughter  as  we  detected  the  amusing 
forgery.  At  home  in  the  smoking  room  of  a 
club,  in  a  lady's  literary  tea-party,  in  a 
drawing-room  concert,  or  in  a  river  picnic, 
he  might  have  passed  for  a  retired  diplo- 
mat, but  for  his  buoyancy  of  mind  and  bril- 
liancy of  talk.  His  heart  was  as  warm,  his 
morsJ  judgment  as  sound  as  his  genius 
was  original.— Harrison,  Frederic,  1901, 
■  Oearge  Waskinffton  and  other  American  Ad" 
dresieSf  p.  207. 

At  Cortina  I  met  and  first  knew  Brown- 
ing, who,  with  his  sister  Sariana,  our  old 
and  dear  friend,  came  to  stay  at  the  inn 
where  we  were.  I  am  not  much  inclined  to 
reckon  intellectual  greatness  as  a  personal 
charm,  for  experience  has  shown  me  that 
the  relation  is  very  remote;  but  Browning 
always  impressed  me— and  then  and  after  I 
saw  a  good  deal  of  him— as  one  of  the 
healthiest  and  most  robust  minds  I  have 
ever  known,  sound  to  the  core,  and  with  an 
almost  unlimited  intellectual  vitality  and 
an  individuality  which  nothing  could  in- 
fringe on,  but  which  a  singular  sensitiveness 
towards  others  prevented  from  ever  wound- 
ing even  the  most  morbid  sensibility;  a 
strong  man  armed  in  the  completest  de- 
fensive armor,  but  with  no  aggressive  qual- 
ity. His  was  a  nature  of  utter  sincerity, 
and  what  had  seemed  to  me,  reading  his 
poetry  before  knowing  him,  to  be  more  or 
less  an  affection  of  obscurity,  a  cultivation 
of  the  critic  sense,  I  found  to  be  the  pure  ex- 
pression of  his  individuality.  He  made 
short  cuts  to  the  heart  of  his  theme,  per- 
haps more  unconscious  than  uncaring  that 
his  line  of  approach  could  not  be  followed 
by  his  general  readers,  as  a  mathematican 
leaves  a  large  hiatus  in  his  demonstration, 
seeing  the  result  the  less  experienced  must 
work  out  step  by  step.— Stillman,  Will- 
iam Jabies,  1901,  The  Aviohioqraphy  of  a 
Journalist,  vol  n,  p.  627. 

His  physical  conditions  were  in  harmony 
with  his  spiritual  characteristics.  He  was 
robust,  active,  loud  in  speech,  cordial  in 
manner,  gracious  and  conciliatory  in  ad- 
dress, but  subject  to  sudden  fits  of  indigna- 
tion which  were  like  thunderstorms.  In  all 
these  respects  it  seems  probable  that  his 
character  altered  very  little  as  the  years 
went  on.  What  he  was  as  a  boy,  in  these  re- 
spects, it  is  believed  that  he  continued  to 


be  as  an  old  man.— GossE,  Edmund,  1901, 
Dictionary  of  National  Biography,  SuppU^ 
ment,  vol.  i,  p.  317. 

PAULINE 
1888 

Though  evidently  a  hasty  and  imperrect 
sketch,  has  truth  and  life  in  it,  which  gave 
us  the  thrill,  and  laid  hold  of  us  with  the 
power,  the  sensation  of  which  has  never 
failed  us  as  a  test  of  genius.  Whoever  the 
anonymous  author  may  be,  he  is  a  poet.  A 
pretender  to  science  cannot  always  be 
safely  judged  by  a  brief  publication,  for  the 
knowledge  of  some  facts  does  not  imply  the 
knowledge  of  other  facts;  but  the  claimant 
of  poetic  honors  may  g^erally  be  appre- 
ciated by  a  few  pages,  often  but  a  few  lines, 
for  if  they  be  poetry,  he  is  a  poet.  We  can- 
not judge  of  tiie  house  by  the  brick,  but  we 
can  judge  of  the  statue  of  Hercules  by  its 
foot.  We  felt  certain  of  Tennyson,  before 
we  saw  the  book,  by  a  few  verses  which  had 
straggled  into  a  newspaper;  we  are  not  less 
certain  of  the  author  of  "Pauline."— Fox, 
W.  J.,  1833,  The  Monthly  Bepoiitory,  vol.  7, 
p.  252. 

At  Richmond,  whither  the  family  had 
gone  to  live,— on  the  22d  of  October,  1832, 
— ^Mr.  Browning  finished  a  poem  wluch  he 
named,  from  the  object,  not  the  subject, 
"Pauline."  This  piece  was  read  and  ad- 
mired at  home,  and  one  day  his  aunt  said 
to  the  young  man:  "I  hear,  Robert,  that 
you  have  written  a  pK>em;  here  is  the  money 
to  print  it."  Accordingly,  in  January,  1833, 
there  went  to  press,  annoymously,  a  little 
book  of  seventy  pages,  which  remained 
virtually  unrecognized  until  the  author,  to 
preserve  it  from  piracy,  unwillingly  re- 
ceived it  among  the  acknowledged  children 
of  his  muse,  in  1867.— GossE,  Edmund, 
1881,  The  Early  Writings  of  Robert  Brown- 
ing,  Century  Magazine,  vol.  23,  p.  191. 

The  poem  is  defective  in  construction  and 
hazy  in  outline.  It  shows  little  of  that  in- 
timate and  masterly  knowledge  of  human 
passion  which  the  author's  mature  works 
display.  He  seems  to  be  labouring  at  a 
work  too  great  for  him,  while  he  shows  by 
strokes  here  and  there  that  he  may  some 
day  be  great  enough  ifor  any  work.— 
Walker,  Hugh,  1895,  The  GrtaUr  Vic- 
torian Poets,  p.  35. 

Browning,  as  was  natural  to  his  peculiarly 
fixed  temperament,  his  powerful  overrul- 
ing idios3mcrasy,  remained  singularly  un- 
changed throughout  his  long  career.  Yet  it 
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is  singular  that  "Pauline/'  the  remarkable 
poem  which  he  wrote  at  twenty  (1832),  has 
a  freedom  of  touch,  a  breadth,  in  its  land- 
scape, a  "joy  in  tiie  world's  loveliness," 
which,  it  has  been  truly  said,  never  returned 
to  him.  T^th  this  also  is  a  certain  simplic- 
jty  in  style,  too  infrequent  in  his  work,  due, 
perhaps,  to  his  deep  early  devotion  to 
Keats  and  Shelley.— Palgrave,  Francis 
Turner,  1896,  Landieape  in  Poetry,  p. 
258. 

"Pauline,  a  Fragment  of  a  Ck)nfession," 
Browning's  jSrst  published  poem,  was  a 
psychological  self-analysis,  perfectly  char- 
acteristic of  the  time  of  life  at  which  he 
wrote  it,— very  young,  full  of  excesses  of 
mood,  of  real  exultation,  and  somewhat  less 
real  depression— the  "confession"  of  a  poet 
of  twenty-one,  intensely  interested  in  the 
ever-new  discovery  of  his  own  nature,  its 
possibilities,  and  its  relations.— Burlin- 
OAME,  E.  L.,  1897,  Library  of  ike  World^i 
Best  Literature,  ed.  Warner,  vol  V,  p. 
2559. 

As  for  "Pauline,"  that  work  was  less  con- 
nected with  Sarah  Flower  than  with  her 
sister  Eliza.  Mrs.  Sutherland  Orr  asserts 
that  if,  in  spite  of  Browning's  denials,  any 
woman  inspired  the  poem,  it  can  have  been 
no  other  than  she.  On  the  same  authority, 
Robert  not  only  conceived  a  warm  ad- 
miration for  Eliza's  talents,  but  a  boyish 
love  for  herself,  notwithstanding  that  she 
was  nine  years  his  senior.  It  is  certain  that 
he  had  no  ordinary  feeling  of  tenderness  and 
admiration  for  the  lady.— Hadden,  J. 
CUTHBERT,  1898,  Some  Friends  of  Brown- 
ing, MaemiJlan's  Magazine,  vol.  77,  p.  198. 

Of  the  eleven  or  twelve  copies  known  to 
exist  of  the  first  edition  of  "Pauline,"  three 
at  least  are  in  the  United  States,  and  all  in 
private  collections.  Mr.  Foote's  copy,  in 
the  original  boards,  uncut,  was  sold  m  New 
York  in  January,  1895,  for  $210.  Mr.  Max- 
well's copy,  bound  in  brown  levant  morocco 
by  Merder,  of  Paris,  brought  $260  in  Bos- 
ton in  April  of  the  same  year.— Livinqston, 
Luther  S.,  1899,  The  First  Books  of  Some 
English  Authors,  The  Bookman,  vol.  10,  p. 

.79. 

PARACELSUS 
1885 

This  is  the  simple  and  unaffected  title  of  a 
small  volume  which  was  published  some 
half-dozen  months  ago,  and  which  opens  a 
deeper  vein  of  thought,  of  feelmg,  and  of 
passion,  than  any  poet  has  attempted  for 


years.  Without  the  slightest  hesitation  we 
name  Mr.  Robert  Browning  at  once  with 
Shelley,  Coleridge,  Wordsworth.  He  has 
entitled  himself  to  a  place  among  the  ac- 
knowledged poets  of  the  age.  This  opinion 
will  possibly  startle  many  persons;  but  it  is 
most  sincere.— FoRSTER,  John,  1836,  Evi- 
denees  of  a  New  Oenius  for  Dramaiie  Poetry, 
New  Monthly  Magazine,  vol.  46,  p.  289. 

The  historical  P.  was  a  complete  charla- 
tan, seldom  sober,  clever,  and  cunning,  liv- 
ing on  the  appetite  of  his  contemporaneous 
public  for  the  philosopher's  stone  and  the 
universal  medicine;  castrated  as  a  child  by 
the  jaws  of  a  pig,  all  his  life  a  vagabond, 
who  at  last  died  drunk  in  his  single  shirt  at 
Salsburg.  —  Beddoes,  Thomas  Lovell^ 
1844,  Letters,  p.  236. 

A  Promethean  character  pervades  the 
poem  throughout;  in  the  main  design,  as 
well  as  the  varied  aspirations  and  struggles 
to  attain  knowledge,  and  power,  and  happi- 
ness for  mankind.  But  at  the  same  time 
there  is  an  intense  craving  after  the  for- 
bidden secrets  of  creation,  and  eternity,  and 
power,  which  place  "Paracelsus"  in  the 
same  class  as  "Faust,"  and  in  close  affinity 
with  all  those  works,  the  object  of  which  is 
an  attempt  to  [jftTfflf.raf/>  f.frft  giysteries  of 
existence— the  inSnity  within  us  and  witn- 
out  us.  Need  it  be  said,  that  the  result  is  in 
all  the  same?- and  the  baffled  magic— the 
sublime  occult— the  impassioned  poetry- 
all  display  the  same  ashes  which  were  once 
wings.— Horne,  Richard  Hengist,  1844, 
A  New  Spirit  of  the  Age,  p.  282. 

It  was  a  wonderful  event  to  me,— my 
first  acquaintance  with  his  poetry.— lifr. 
Macready  put  "Paracelsus"  into  my  hand, 
when  I  was  staying  at  his  house;  and  I 
read  a  canto  before  going  to  bed.  For  the 
first  time  in  my  life,  I  passed  a  whole  night 
without  sleeping  a  wink.  The  unbounded 
expectation  I  formed  from  that  poem  was 
sadly  disappointed  when  "Sordello"  came 
out.  I  was  so  wholly  unable  to  underst4md 
it  that  I  supposed  myself  ill— Martineau, 
Harriet,  1855>77,  Autobiography,  ed. 
Chapman,  vol.  i,  p.  314. 

The  drama  is  well  worth  preserving,  and 
even  now  a  curious  and  highly  suggestive 
study.  Its  lyrical  interludes  seem  out  of 
place.  As  an  author's  first  drama,  it  prom- 
ised more  for  his  future  than  if  it  had  been  a 
finished  production,  and  in  any  other  case 
but  that  of  the  capricious,  tongue-tied 
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Browning,  the  promise  might  have  been 
abundantly  fulfilled.— Stedman,  Edmund 
Clarence,  1875-87,  Victorian  Poets,  p.  308. 

Browning's  "Paracelsus"  is  founded 
upon  Marlowe;  he  labors  for  some  ideal 
futiu'e;  he  revives  many  of  the  Elizabethan 
strains— Lawrence,  Eugene,  1879,  Eng- 
lish Literature  Primers,  Modern  Period,  p. 
71. 

In  "Paracelsus"  we  have  united  the  two 
great  principles  which  lie  at  i^e  basis  of  all 
Browning's  work;  one,  which  has  for  its 
end,  knowledge;  the  other,  which  has  for 
its  end,  conduct.  The  first  is  Browning's 
philosophy;  the  second  Browning's  art. — 
George,  Andrew  J.,  1895,  Optimism  of 
WordstDorih  and  Browning  in  Relation  to 
Modem  Philosophy,  The  Boston  Browning 
Society  Papers,  p.  323. 

"Paracelsys  "  lives,  and  will  continue  to 
live,  not  so  much  through  the  subtlety  of  its 
metaphysical  speculations,  and  through 
certain  scattered  passages  of  the  narrative, 
which  are  instinct  with  the  highest  kind  of 
imaginative  beauty,  nor  even  through  the 
rich  and  haunting  music  of  the  superb  song, 
"Over  the  sea  our  galleys  went; '  but  be- 
cause in  it  the  youth  of  twenty-three  dis- 
covered his  own  distinctive  and  surpassing 
gift,— the  divination  of  individual  human 
character  as  an  organic  whole.  Nobody 
had  known  for  several  hundred  years,  nor 
cared  particularly  to  know,  what  manner  of 
man  Paracelsus  was.  The  callow  youth  at 
Camberwell  resuscitated  and  evoked  him 
out  of  the  past;  not  without  patient  re- 
search, to  be  sure,  yet  still  by  a  species  of 
magic— Preston,Harriet  Waters,  1899, 
Robert  and  Elizabeth  Browning,  Atlantic 
Monthly,  vol  83,  p.  814. 

In  it,  Browning's  wonderful  endowments 
are  already  manifest  His  knowledge  of 
the  causes  of  spiritual  growth  and  decay, 
his  subtle  analysis  of  motive  and  counter- 
motive,  his  eloquence  in  pleading  a  cause,  the 
enkindled  power  and  beauty,  of  his  language 
when  blown  upon  by  noble  passion,  sdl  ap- 
pear in  full  process  of  development.  The 
hindrances  from  which  he  suffered  are  also 
only  too  clear,  especially  his  tendency  to 
lose  himself  in  tangled  thought,  and  to 
grow  harsh  and  obscure  in  pursuing  the 
secondary  suggestions  of  his  theme. — 
Moody,  William  Vaughn,  and  Lovett, 
Robert  Morss,  1902,  A  History  of  English 
Literature,  p.  324. 


STRAFFORD 
1837 

Read  "Strafford"  in  the  evening,  which 
I  fear  is  too  historical ;  it  is  the  policy  of  the 
man,  and  its  consequence  upon  him— not 
the  heart,  temper,  feelings,  that  work  on 
this  policy,  which  Browning  has  portrayed. 
— Macready,  William  Charles,  1837, 
Diary,  March  19;  Reminiscences,  ed.  Pol- 
lock, p.  413. 

"Strafford"  was  a  piece  of  passionate 
action  with  the  bones  of  poetry.  It  was  a 
maimed  thing,  all  over  patches  and  dashes, 
with  tiie  light  showing  through  its  ribs,  and 
the  wind  whistling  through  its  arms  and 
legs;  while  in  its  head  and  echoing  in  its 
heart,  was  sung  its  passion  for  a  kmg.  It 
was  printed  as  "acted."  What  it  might 
have  been  originally  is  impossible  to  say, 
but  we  have  some  difficulty  in  conceiving 
how  it  could  have  been  put  togeth^  wit£ 
so  many  disjointed  pieces  in  the  first  in- 
stance. The  number  of  dashes  and  gaps  of 
omission  made  its  pages  often  resemble  a 
Canadian  field  in  winter,  after  a  consider- 
able thoroughfare  of  snowshoes.  It  ap- 
peared, however,  to  please  Mr.  Macready, 
and  it  was  played  by  him  appropriately 
during  several  nights.— HoRNE,  Richard 
Hengist,  1844,  A  New  Spirit  of  the  Age,  p. 
286. 

So  completely  does  the  drama  proceed 
irrespectively  of  historical  truth,  tiiat  the 
critic  may  dispense  with  the  thankless  task 
of  pointing  out  discrepancies.  He  will  be 
better  employed  in  asking  what  ends  those 
discrepancies  were  intended  to  serve,  and 
whether  the  n^lect  of  truth  of  fact  has 
resulted  in  the  highest  truth  of  character.— 
Gardiner,  Samuel  R.,  1884,  Strafford,  ed. 
Emily  H.  Hickey,  Introduction,  p.  408. 

The  play  has  its  faults,  but  scarcely 
those  of  language,  where  the  diction  is 
noble  and  rhythmic,  because  it  is,  so  to 
speak,  the  genuine  rind  of  the  fruit  it  en- 
velops. But  there  are  dramatic  faults— 
primarily,  in  the  extreme  economy  of  the 
author  in  the  presentment  of  his  dramatis 
persona,  who  are  embodied  abstractions- 
monomaniacs  of  ideas,  as  some  one  has  said 
of  Hugo's  personages— rather  than  men  as 
we  are,  with  manifold  complexities  in  end- 
less friction  or  fusion.  One  cardinal  fault  is 
the  lack  of  humour,  which  to  my  mind  is  the 
paramount  objection  to  its  popular  accept- 
ance. Another,  is  the  misproportionate 
length  of  some  of  the  speeches.  Once  again, 
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there  is,  as  in  the  greater  portion  of  Brown- 
ing's longer  poems  and  dramas,  a  baneful 
equality  of  emphasis.— Sharp,  William, 
1890,  Life  of  Robert  Browning  {Greai  WrUr 
ers),  p.  82. 

"Strafford"  rests  under  ^  this  adverse 
cloud  of  pre-conceived  opinion  as  to  the 
capabilities  of  art.  Yet,  in  the  light  which 
Browning's  genius  has  shed  upon  these 
"possibilities  of  future  evil,"  I  believe  a 
new  fact  in  the  development  of  dramatic 
craft  may  be  described  which  promises  to 
show  that  they  are  not  necessarily  undra- 
matic— Porter,  Charlotte,  1893,  Dra- 
matie  Motive  in  Brouming's  "  Strafford, "  The 
Boston  Browning  Society  Papers,  p.  191. 

Contains  fine  things;  but  the  involution 
and  unexpectedness  of  the  poet's  thoughts 
now  and  always  showed  themselves  least 
engagingly  when  they  were  even  imagined 
as  being  spoken  not  read.— Saintsbury, 
Georqe,  1896,  A  History  of  Nineteenth 
Century  Literature,  p.  270. 

BORDELLO 
1840 

After  a  silence  of  four  years,  the  poet 
published  "Sordello,"  which  has  proved, 
and  will  inevitably  continue  to  prove,  the 
richest  puzzle  to  all  lovers  of  poetry  which 
was  ever  given  to  the  world.  Never  was  ex- 
traordinary wealth  squandered  in  so  ex- 
traordinary a  manner  by  any  prodigal  son 
of  Apollo.  Its  reception,  if  not  already 
known  to  the  reader,  may  be  guessed  with- 
out much  difficulty;  but  the  poem  has 
certainly  never  been  fairly  estimated. — 
HoRNB,  Richard  Hengist,  1844,  A  New 
Spirit  of  the  Age,  p.  280. 

Douglas  Jerrold  was  recruiting  himself  at 
Brighton  after  a  long  illness.  In  the  prog- 
ress of  his  convalescence  a  parcel  arrived 
from  London,  which  contained,  among 
other  things,  this  new  volimie  of  "  Bor- 
dello;"  the  medical  attendant  had  forbid- 
den Mr.  Jerrold  the  luxury  of  reading,  but 
owing  to  the  absence  of  his  conjugal  'Mife 
guards"  he  indulged  in  the  illicit  enjoy- 
ment. A  few  lines  put  Jerrold  in  a  state  of 
alarm.  Sentence  after  sentence  brought 
no  constructive  thought  to  his  brain.  At 
last  the  idea  crossed  his  mind  that  in  his 
illness  his  mental  faculties  had  been  wrecked. 
The  perspiration  rolled  from  his  forehead, 
and  smiting  his  head,  he  sat  down  in  his 
sofa,  crying,  "0,  God,  I  am  an  idiot!" 
When  his  wife  and  sister  came,  they  were 


amused  by  his  pushing  the  volume  into 
their  hands,  and  demanding  what  they 
thought  of  it.  He  watched  tiiem  intenUy 
while  they  read— at  last  his  wife  said :  **  I 
don't  understand  what  the  man  means;  it  is 
^bberish."  The  delighted  humorist  sank 
m  his  seat  again:  "Thank  God,  I  am  no/  an 
idiot."  Mr.  Browning,  to  whom  we  told 
this,  has  often  laugh^  over  it,  and  tiien 
endeavored  to  show  that  "Sordello"  was 
the  clearest  and  most  simple  poem  in  the 
English  language.  —  Powell,  Thomas, 
1849,  Living  Authors  of  England,  p.  368. 

Who  inlU  may  hear  SordeUo's  story  told 
By  Robert  Browning;  warm?  (you  ask)  or  cold? 
But  just  so  much  as  seemeth  to  enhance — 
The  start  being  granted,  onward  goes  the  dance 
To  its  own  music — the  poem's  inward  sense; 
So,  by  its  verity  .  .  .  nay,  no  pretense 
Avails  your  self-created  bards,  and  thus 
By  just  the  chance  of  half  a  hair  to  us. 
If  understood — ^but  what's  the  odds  to  you. 
Who  with  no  obligation  to  pursue 
Scant  tracks  of  thought,  if  such,  indeed,  there 

be 
In  this  one  poem  .  .  .  stay,  my  friend,  and  see 
Whether  you  note  that  creamy  tint  of  flesh 
Softer  than  bivalve  pink,  impearled  and  fresh. 
Just  where  the  small  o'th'  back  goes  curving 

down 
To  the  full  buttock — ay,  but  that's  the  crown 
Protos,  incumbered,  cast  before  the  feet 
Of   Grecian   women  ...  ah  I   you  hear  me, 

sweet  1 

—Taylor,  Bayard,  1864,  To  James  T. 
Fields,  Sept.  26;  Life  and  Letters,  ed.  Taylor 
and  Seudder,  vol.  II,  p.  423. 

This  constant  demand  exhausts  the 
power  of  attention  in  a  short  time,  and  the 
mind  is  unable  to  sustain  its  watchfulness 
and  sureness  of  action,  so  that  if  we  read 
much  at  a  sitting  we  often  find  the  first  few 
pages  clear  and  admirable,  while  the  last 
three  or  four  over  which  the  eye  passes  be- 
fore we  close  the  book  leave  us  bewildered 
and  jaded;  and  we  say,  "SordeUo  is  so 
dreadfully  obscure."  The  truth  is,  Mr. 
Browning  has  given  too  much  in  his  couple 
of  hundred  pages;  there  is  not  a  line  of  the 
poem  which  is  not  as  full  of  matter  as  a  line 
can  be;  so  that  if  the  ten  syllables  some- 
times seem  to  start  and  give  way  under  the 
strain,  we  need  not  wonder.  We  come  to  no 
places  in  "Sordello"  where  we  can  rest  and 
dream  or  look  up  at  the  sky.  Ideas,  emo- 
tions, analyses,  descriptions,  still  come 
crowding  on.  There  is  too  much  of  every- 
thing; we  cannot  see  the  wood  for  the  trees. 
Towards  the  end  of  the  third   book    Mr. 
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Browning  interrupts  the  story  that  he  may 
"pause  and  breathe/'  that  is  an  apt  ex- 
pression; but  Mr.  Browning  seems  unable  to 
slacken  the  motion  of  his  mind,  and  during 
his  breathing-space,  heart  and  brain  per- 
ceptive and  reflective  powers,  are  almost 
more  busily  at  work  than  ever.—DowDEN, 
Edward,  1867,  Mr.  Brovminfft  Sordello, 
Frtuer^s  Magazine,  vol.  76,  p.  518. 

In  point  of  method  no  importance  can  be 
attached  to  ''Sordello;"  but  the  book  is 
full  enough  of  exquisite  beauties  and  nice 
discriminations  of  the  elements  of  char- 
acter to  support  a  considerable  essay;  and 
there  is  in  it  a  luxuriant  wealth  of  sonorous 
expression,  suggestive  of  joy  in  a  newly- 
discovered  faciJty.  It  is  to  be  noted  on  the 
way  that  the  Shelley  flavour  goes  through 
"Paracelsus"  and  comes  out  with  great 
strength  in  "Sordello,"  reinvigorated  by 
the  magnificent  originality  of  style  de- 
veloped by  Browning  in  ^e  meantime.— 
FoRMAN,  Henry  Buxton,  1871,  Our  Living 
PoeU,  p.  109. 

"Sordello"  offers  jewels  of  great  price  to 
the  diligent  searcher,  but  none  other  will  dis- 
cover them.  It  is  very  illogical  for  those 
who  have  never  discovered  ttie  treasure  to 
say  that  it  does  not  exist;  yet  this  charge 
has  frequently  been  laid  against  the  poet, 
and  critics,  irritated  and  discouraged  by 
tiie  manifest  application  required  of  them, 
have  endorsed  the  popular  verdict,  so  that 
it  has  now  become  the  fashion  to  say  that 
Mr.  Browning  is  totally  unintelligible.  But 
when  any  person  of  average  intelligence  de- 
votes himself  to  the  study  of  the  poet's 
works  he  is  invariably  astonished  at  dis- 
covering how  fallacious  is  this  hasty  gen- 
eral vwdict. — Smith,  George  Barnett, 
1879,  InienuUional  Review,  vol.  6,  p.  180. 

One  half  of  "Sordello,"  and  that,  with 
Mr.  Browning's  usual  ill-luck,  the  first  half, 
is  undoubtedly  obscure.  It  is  as  difficult  to 
read  as  "Endymion"  or  the  "Revolt  of 
Islam,"  and  for  tfie  same  reason — the 
autiior's  lack  of  experience  in  the  art  of  com- 
position. We  have  all  heard  of  the  young 
architect  who  forgot  to  put  a  staircase  in 
his  house,  which  contained  fine  rooms,  but 
no  way  of  getting  into  them.  "Sordello"  is 
a  poem  without  a  stau-case.  The  author, 
still  in  his  twenties,  essayed  a  high  thing. 
For  his  subject — 

"He  singled  out        • 

Sordello  compassed  murkily  about 

With  ravage  of  six  long  sad  hundred  years.  ** 


He  partially  failed;  and  the  British  public, 
with  its  accustomed  generosiiy,  and  in  or- 
der, I  suppose,  to  encourage  the  others,  has 
never  ceased  girding  at  him,  because  forty- 
two  years  ago  he  published,  Ht  his  own 
charges,  a  little  book  of  two  hundred  and 
fifty  pages,  which  even  such  of  them  as  were 
then  able  to  read  could  not  understand.— 
BiRRELL,  Augustine,  1884,  Obiter  Dicta,  p. 
90. 

"Who  will,"  says  Browning,  "may  hear 
Sordello's  story  told. "  As  from  the  moun- 
tain-top Don  Quixote  beheld,  amid  the  dust 
and  din  of  multitudes,  the  great  king,  Penta- 
polin  of  the  Iron  Arm,  struggling  bravely 
m  the  press,  so  the  poet  has  singed  out  a 
fellow-singer,  seen  dimly  through  the 
gloom  of  "  six  long  sad  hundred  years, "  and 
presents  him  to  us.— Wall,  Annie,  1886, 
Sordello's  Story  Retold  in  Prose,  p.  45. 

I  recall,  in  about  my  eighteentli  year,  dis- 
crediting the  statements  I  had  heard  rela- 
tive to  "Sordello's"  unintelliribility,  and 
attempting  to  read  the  book  with  confidence 
in  my  own  anti-Philistine  comprdiension  of 
it.  But  a  few  pages  convinced  me  that  re- 
port had  not  falsified  its  odious  "tough- 
ness." Beautiful  gleams  occur  in  it,  but 
they  are  like  flying  lights  over  a  surface  of 
heavy  darkness.  Now  and  then,  for  twenty 
lines  or  so,  you  feel  as  if  you  had  smoothly 
mastered  its  meaning;  again,  all  is  disarray 
and  density.  It  is  like  seeing  a  fine  statue 
reflected  in  a  cracked  mirror:  here  is  the 
curve  of  a  synmietric  arm,  but  you  follow 
it  only  to  meet  an  abortive  bulge  of  elbow; 
there  is  the  outline  of  a  sculpturesque  cheek, 
but  you  trace  below  it  a  repellent  deform- 
ity of  throat;  once  more  you  light  witti  joy 
upon  a  thigh  of  faultless  moulding,  but 
lower  down  you  are  shocked  by  obese  distor- 
tion. The  whole  "poem"  resembles  a 
caricature  of  some  Gothic  cathedral,  in 
planning  which  some  demented  architect 
has  treated  his  own  madness  to  a  riot  of 
gargoyles.  The  ensemble  is  monstrous,  in- 
excusable. But,  like  many  of  Mr.  Brown- 
ing's later,  modern  poems,  it  strikes  you 
as  more  of  a  wilful  failure  than  a  feeble  one. 
— Fawcett,  Edgar,  1888,  The  Browning 
Craze,  Lippincotes  Magazine,  vol.  41,  p.  84. 

"Sordello"  is  by  common  consent  the 
most  difficult  of  Browning's  poems.  .  .  .A 
poem  so  constructed,  witii  such  a  hero  and 
such  a  background,  could  hardly  faO  to  be 
obscure,  and  when  we  add  to  all  this  the 
subject-matter  of  the  poem— the  inner  life 
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of  a  Soul— and  that  Soul  a  Poet-Soul— the 
many  digressions  and  parentheses,— and 
Mr.  Browning's  instinct  to  write  prom  the 
consciousness  of  his  actors,— wriich  his 
penetrating  poetic  insight  often  renders  a 
subtle  and  unlooked-for  consciousness— 
rather  than  to  the  consciousness  of  his 
readers,— we  need  not  greatly  wonder  that 
many  even  of  his  most  ardent  disciples  have 
given  up  "Sordello"  as  a  hopeless  problem 
—too  hard  a  nut  to  crack,  however  valu- 
able the  kernel  it  contains.  But  hard  as  it 
is,  we  believe  the  nut  to  be  crackable,  and 
the  kernel  well  worth  the  trouble.— Morri- 
son, Jeanie,  1889,  SordeUo,  an  OuUine 
Analygis  of  Mr.  Browning z  Poems,  pp.  1, 4. 

There  is  a  story  of  two  clever  girls  who  set 
out  to  peruse  "Sordello,"  and  corresponded 
with  each  other  about  their  progress, 
"Somebody  is  dead  in  'Sordello,'  "  one  of 
them  wrote  to  her  friend.  "I  don't  quite 
know  who  it  is,  but  it  must  make  things  a 
little  clearer  in  the  long  run."  Alas!  a 
copious  use  of  the  guillotine  would  scarcely 
clear  the  stage  of  "Sordello."— Lang,  An- 
drew, 1889,  Letters  on  Literature,  p.  9. 

In  brief  the  way  not  to  read  Browning  is 
by  means  of  the  commentary  and  the  anno- 
tation. One  should  naturally  begin  with 
the  simpler  poems.  He  who  begms  with 
"  Sordello  "  is  not  likely  to  make  great  prog- 
ress. Let  the  non-reader  beware  of  getting 
his  introduction  to  Browning  through  * 
"Sordello!"  That  poem  may  wait  until 
the  last.  Then  it  may  wait  a  little  longer; 
for  the  time  that  is  needed  to  extract  poetic 
gold  from  the  ore  of  "SordeUo"  may  be 
put  to  better  use  on  the  "Ring  and  the 
Book."— Vincent,  Leon  H.,  1890-95,  A 
Few  Words  on  Robert  Browning,  p.  19. 

Picturesque  detail,  intellectual  interest, 
moral  meaning,  struggle  in  vain  in  that  tale 
to  make  themselves  felt  and  discerned 
through  the  tangle  of  words  and  the  laby- 
rintii  of  act  and  reflection.— Woodberry, 
George  Edward,  1890,  Stvdies  in  Letters 
and  Life,  p.  278. 

So  I  thought  I  would  try  myself  on  him  in 
earnest,  andl  got " Sordello. "  Well,  it  was 
very  hard  and  difficult— hard  in  making  out 
what  the  story  meant,  hard  in  grammar  and 
construction,  hard  in  the  learning  exacted 
from  the  reader.  But  it  was  plain  that  it 
was  written  for  a  reader  not  afraid  of 
trouble,  and  I  accepted  the  condition.  I 
did  take  a  good  deal  of  trouble,  and  read  it 
many  times,  in  many  moods,  in  many  ways, 
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beginning  at  the  end,  or  the  middle,  trying 
on  it  various  theories,  reserving  what  I 
could  not  make  out,  which  was  much, 
treasuring  what  I  saw  to  be  purpose,  and 
meaning,  and  beauty,  and  insight.  And  so 
I  began  to  feel  as  if  the  cloud  was  lifting, 
and  though  I  do  not  pretend  to  know  idl 
that  was  in  the  poet's  mind  in  writing,  I  ^ot 
to  feel  that  I  had  something,  and  somethmg 
worth  having.  And  it  was  an  introduction 
to  the  poet's  method,  to  his  unflinching 
view  of  life,  to  his  ever  present  sense  (in 
which  he  is  like  Shakespeare,  and  in  a  lower 
degree  like  our  modern  Punch),  of  how 
much  there  is  of  tragic  in  the  most  comic, 
and  of  comic  in  the  most  tragic. — Chtjrch, 
Richard  Wiluam,  1890,  To  Stanley  With- 
ers, Feb,  9;  Life  and  Letters  of  Dean  Church, 
ed.  kis  Daughter,  p.  414. 

As  when  we  watch  a  landscape  in  a  mist, 

See  here  the  cross  of  a  great  spire  break 
through, 
Note  there  a  coil  of  silver  river  twist, 

Mark  yonder,  half  revealed,  a  mountain  blue 
Struggle  above  the  wind-blown  vapors  gray. 

Hear  lowing  kine  in  many  an  unseen  field, 
And  soft-toned  bells  in  the  dim  distance  swung. 

And,  baffled  sense  to  fancy  giving  way. 
We  fall  to  muse  on  what  may  lie  concealed 

Where  the  thick  fleeces  of  the  air  are  flung; — 
So  that  who  reads  Sordello 's  story,  sees 

Through  misty  chaos  of  the  song,  arise 
Dim  Alps,  dim  Apennines,  dim  olive  trees. 

And  phantom  spires  thrust  up  to  purple  skieff 
From  river-girdled  cities,  with  the  din 

Of  all  the  Middle  Ages  echoing, — 
The  clash  of  arms,  the  slaughtered  women's 
screams. 

The  war  cries  of  the  Guelph  and  Ghibelin, 
The  strife  of  mind  and  foree,  of  Pope  and  King; 

And  on  the  fruitful  gloom  intent,  he  dreams. 

—O'CoNOR,  Joseph,  1895,  After  Reading 
Sordello,  Poems,  p.  81. 

His  labours  gradually  concentrated  them- 
selves on  a  long  narrative  poem,  historical 
and  philosophical,  in  which  he  lecounted 
the  entire  life  of  a  mediasval  minstrel.  He 
had  become  terrified  at  what  he  thought  a 
tendency  to  diffuseness  in  his  expression, 
and  consequently  ''Sordello"  is  tibe  most 
tightly  compressed  and  abstrusely  dark  of 
all  his  writings.  He  was  partly  aware  him- 
self of  its  excessive  density;  the  present 
writer  (in  1875)  saw  him  take  up  a  copy  of 
the  first  edition,  and  say  with  a  grimace, 
"Ah!  the  entirely  unintelligible  'Sordello.'" 
— GossB,  Edbiund,  1901,  Dictionary  of  Na- 
tional Biography,  Supplement,  vol  i,  p.  308. 
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PIPPA  PASSES 
1841 

''Pippa  Passes'^  is  the  title  of  the  first  of 
these  little  two  shilling  volumes,  which 
seem  to  contain  just  about  as  much  as  a 
man  who  lives  wisely,  might,  after  a  good 
summer  of  mingled  work,  business  and 
pleasure,  have  to  offer  to  the  world,  as  the 
honey  he  could  spare  from  his  hive.— 
Ossou,  Margaret  Fuller,  1846,  (?), 
Brovmin^s  Poems;  Art,  Literature,  and  the 
Drama,  p.  210. 

His  "Bells  and  Pomegranates"  furnish 
us  with  a  series  of  poems  almost  unex- 
ampled in  their  strength  and  variety,  con- 
sidering the  rapdity  with  which  they  were 
produced.  The  first  dramatic  poem  of  the 
series,  "Pippa  Passes,"  ranks  amongst  the 
best  of  these  efforts.  All  the  qualities  which 
have  justly  earned  distinction  for  Mr. 
Browning  are  present  in  this  drama,  which 
he  has  never  surpassed  for  its  exquisite  de- 
lineation of  passion  and  intensity  of  emo- 
tion, though  he  has  subsequently  worked 
upon  brotuler  conceptions.  There  is  a 
thorough  human  interest  attaching  to  the 
career  of  Pippa,  the  lovely  peaswt  maid; 
and  in  this  instance  at  least  the  simplicity 
of  the  characters  in  the  poem  has  its  coun- 
terpart in  the  simplicity  of  the  poet's  elo- 
quence. In  this  drama  we  find  beauty, 
tenderness,  grace,  and  passion  combined  in 
an  unusual  degree.— SiflTH,  George  Bar- 
NETT,  1879,  Robert  Brouming,  International 
Review,  vol.  6,  p.  181. 

There  had  been  nothing  in  the  pastoral 
kind  written  so  delightfully  as  "Pippa 
Passes"  since  the  da3rs  of  the  Jacobean  dram- 
atists. It  was  inspired  by  the  same  feel- 
ing as  gave  charm  and  freshness  to  the 
masques  of  Day  and  Nabbes,  but  it  was 
carried  out  with  a  mastery  of  execution  and 
fullness  of  knowledge  such  as  those  unequal 
writers  could  not  dream  of  exercising. — 
Gosse,  Edmund,  1881,  The  Early  Writings 
of  Robert  Brouming,  Century  Magazine,  vol. 
23,  p.  197. 

"Pippa  Passes"  is  but  a  series  of  drama- 
tic scenes,  linked  together  as  by  God's  own 
sunshine,  sweet  child-Pippa,  tiie  innocent 
bird-song  of  whose  young  heart  falls,  with- 
out her  knowledge,  though  with  momen- 
tous effect,  upon  the  ears  of  guOty  worldly 
souls  who  hear.  The  episode  of  Ottimaand 
Sebald  with  their  adulterous  loves,  after  the 
murder  by  Ottima  of  her  old  husband,  is 
one  of  the  most  tremendous  things  in  l^g- 


lish  drama,  as,  in  a  livid  flash  of  lightning, 
the  whole  ghastly  scene  starts  out  upon 
you;  you  hear  the  bloodstained  couple  talk, 
and  see  them  move.  It  is  of  Shakespearian 
power.— Noel,  Roden,  1883,  Robert  Broumr 
ing.  Contemporary  Review,  vol.  44,  p.  705. 

The  least  dramatic  in  form  of  all  his  plays 
.  .  .  remains,  owing  to  the  capriciousness 
of  its  form,  a  poem  to  be  read  in  tiie  study 
rather  than  a  play  to  be  seen  on  tiie  stage.— 
Courtney,  W.  L.,  1883,  ''Robert  Brown- 
ing.  Writer  of  Plays,"  FortnighUy  Review, 
vol.  33,  pp.  892,  893. 

"Pippa  Passes"  is  Mr.  Browning's  most 
perfect  work.  As  a  whole,  he  has  nevo- 
written  anything  to  equal  it  in  artistic 
symmetry;  while  a  single  scene— that  be- 
tween Ottima  and  Sebald— reaches  the 
highest  level  of  tragic  utterance  wldch  he 
has  ever  attained.— Symons,  Arthur, 
ISS6,  An  Introduction  to  the  Study  of  Brown- 
ing, p.  47. 

It  has  even  more  of  the  dramatic  spirit 
.  than  Browning's  poems  generally  have,  yet 
it  is  not  a  drama.  It  is  rather  a  series  of 
dramatic  sketches  loosely  strung  together 
by  the  movements  of  Pippa.  The  pkm 
suited  Browning  and  set  him  free  from 
some  of  the  difiSculties  which  prevented 
him  from  ever  attaining  complete  success 
in  the  regular  drama.  Each  sketch  repre- 
sents one  dramatic  situation,  and  depicts  a 
person  or  a  group  at  a  crisis  of  life.  Thereis 
no  need  to  follow  them  tlirough  various  de- 
velopments. The  critical  method,  which 
Browning  seems  to  have  followed,  suffices. 
—Walker,  Hugh,  1895,  The  Oreater  Vie- 
torian  Poets,  p.  56. 

That  lovely  and  powerful  and  tragic  dra- 
matic poem,  ''Pippa  Passes,"  which  alone 
marks  with  triumphant  certainty  Robert 
Browning  as  a  poet  for  all  time.— Forster, 
Joseph,  1898,  Great  Teachers,  p.  311. 

These  songs  of  the  wandering  Pippa  are 
the  most  poetical  pieces  that  Browning  ever 
produced,  their  brevity  proving  that  he 
could  have  reached  the  highest  point  by 
placing  a  master's  restriction  on  his  words. 
— Engel,  Edward,  1902,  A  History  of 
English  Literature,  rev.  Hamley  Bent,  p.  429. 

A  BLOT  IN  THE  'SCUTCHEON 

1843 

Browning's  play  has  thrown  me  into  a 

perfect  passion  of  sorrow.  To  say  that  there 

is  an3rtlung  in  its  subject  save  what  is  lovely. 
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true,  deeply  affecting,  full  of  the  best  emo- 
tion, the  most  earnest  feeling,  and  the  most 
true  and  tender  source  of  interest,  is  to  say 
that  there  is  no  light  in  the  sun,  and  no  heat 
in  blood.  It  is  full  of  genius,  natural  and 
great  thoughts,  profound  and  yet  simple 
and  beautiful  in  its  vigor.  I  know  nothing 
tiiat  is  so  affecting,  notiiing  in  any  book  I 
have  ever  read,  as  Mildred's  recurrence  to 
that  "I  was  so  young— I  had  no  mother."  I 
know  no  love  like  it,  no  passion  like  it,  no 
moulding  of  a  splendid  thing  after  its  con- 
ception, like  it.  And  I  swear  it  is  a  tragedy 
that  MUST  be  played;  and  must  be  played, 
moreover,  by  Macready.  There  are  some 
things  I  would  have  changed  if  I  could 
(they  are  very  slight,  mostly  broken  lines); 
and  I  assuredly  would  have  the  old  servant 
heqin  Ms  tale  upon  the  scene;  and  be  taken  by 
the  throat,  or  drawn  upon,  by  his  master  in 
its  commencement.  But  the  tragedy  I 
never  shall  forget,  or  less  vividly  remembw 
than  I  do  now.  And  if  you  tell  Browning 
that  I  have  seen  it,  tell  him  that  I  believe 
from  my  soul  tiiere  is  no  man  living  (and 
not  many  dead)  who  could  produce  such  a 
work.— Dickens,  ClHAiOiEd,  1842,  Letter  to 
FanUr,  Nov.  25;  Life  of  Dickens,  vol  n,  p. 
46. 

"Luria"  is  a  lesson;  ''A  Blot  in  the 
'Scutcheon"  is  an  experience;  the  one  is  a 
drama;  the  other  is  a  heart's  or  home's  in- 
terior. Luria  is  stately  and  inspiring;  but 
Mildred  and  Guendolen  are  of  us— women 
kiss  them;  all  sit  and  weep  with  them.— 
Weiss,  John,  1850,  Brovming,  Massachur 
setts  Quarterly  Review,  vol  4. 

It  is  full  of  poetry  and  pathos,  but  there 
is  littie  in  it  to  relieve  the  human  spirit,— 
which  cannot  bear  too  much  of  earnestness 
and  woe  added  to  the  mystery  and  burden 
of  our  daily  lives.  Yet  the  piece  has  such 
tragic  strength  as  to  stamp  the  author  as  a 
great  poet,  tiiough  in  a  narrow  range.  One 
almost  forgets  the  singular  improbabilities 
of  the  story,  the  hlasS  talk  of  the  child-lovers 
(an  English  Juliet  of  fourteen  is  against 
nature),  the  stiff  language  of  the  retainers, 
and  various  other  blemishes.— Stedman, 
Edmund  Clarence,  1875-87,  Victorian 
Poets,  p,  314. 

It  seems  but  yesterday  that  I  sat  by  his 
side  in  the  green-room  at  the  reading  of 
Robert  Browning's  beautiful  drama  ''A 
Blot  in  the  'Scutcheon."  As  a  rule,  Mr. 
Macready  always  read  the  new  plays.  But 
owing,  I  suppose,  to  some  press  of  busmess. 


the  task  was  intrusted  on  this  occasion  to 
the  head  prompter,— a  clever  man  in  his 
way,  but  wholly  unfitted  to  bring  out,  or 
even  to  understand,  Mr.  Brownings  mean- 
ing. Consequently,  the  delicate,  subtle 
lines  were  twisted,  perverted,  and  some- 
times even  made  ridiculous  in  his  hands. 
My  "cruel  father"  was  a  warm  admirer  of 
the  poet.  He  sat  writhing  and  indignant, 
and  tried  by  gentie  asides  to  make  me  see 
the  real  meaning  of  the  verse.  But  some- 
how the  mischief  proved  irreparable,  for  a 
few  of  the  actors  during  the  rehearsals 
chose  to  continue  to  misunderstand  the 
text,  and  never  took  the  interest  in  the  play 
which  they  would  have  done  had  Mr.  Mac- 
ready  read  it,— for  he  had  great  power  as  a 
reader.  I  always  thought  it  was  chiefly  be- 
cause of  this  contretemps  that  a  play,  so 
thoroughly  dramatic,  failed,  despite  its 
painful  story,  to  make  the  great  success 
which  was  justly  its  due.— Faucit,Helena 
(Lady  Martin),  1881,  Blackwood's  Maga- 
zine,  March. 

Neither  on  its  first  appearance,  nor  when 
Phelps  revived  it  at  Sadler's  Wells,  was 
"The  Blot  in  the  'Scutcheon"  received  by 
the  public  otherwise  than  with  warm  ap- 
plause.—GrOSSE,  Edmund,  1881,  The  Early 
Writings  of  Robert  Browning,  Century  Magor 
zine,  vol  23,  p.  199. 

I  had  heard  "My  Last  Duchess  "and  "In 
a  Gondola"  read  most  eloquentiy  by  Mr. 
Boker,  and  I  then  turned  to  the  poet's 
works  to  find  for  m3rself  the  greatest  of 
dramas  in  "A  Blot  in  the  'Scutcheon." 
While  I  was  at  once  arrested  by  the  majesty 
of  the  verse,  my  mind  was  more  attracted 
by  the  dramatic  quality  of  the  story,  which 
stamped  the  author  at  once  as  a  master  of 
theabic  form  of  narration— the  oldest  and 
the  greatest  of  all  forms.  I  saw  in  Thorold 
a  clear  and  perfectly  outlined  character 
suited  to  stage  purposes;  in  Mildred  and 
Mertoun  a  pair  of  lovers  whose  counter- 
parts may  be  found  only  in  the  immortal 
lovers  of  Verona,  Juliet  and  Bomeo,  while 
they  are  as  distinctly  original  as  those  of 
Sh^espeare;  and  in  Guend<rfra  a  revival  of 
Imogen  herself.  I  saw  that  the  play,  like 
many  plays  of  the  earlier  dramatists  as  well 
as  those  contemporary  with  this  production, 
was  written  for  an  age  when  the  ear  of  the 
auditor  was  more  attentive  than  the  eye, 
and  when  the  appliances  of  the  stage  were 
less  ample  than  now;  and  I  saw  that,  with  a 
treatment  of  the  text  such  as  aU  stage 
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managers  have  freely  given  even  to  the 
plays  of  the  greatest  of  all  dramatists,  the 
"Blot  in  the  'Scutcheon"  would  take  a  front 
rank  as  an  acting  play.— Barrett,  Law- 
rence, 1887,  A  Blot  in  the  'Sevickeon  and 
Other  Dramas,  ed,  Rolfe  and  Hersey,  p.  13. 

The  "Athen»um"  (Feb.  18, 1843)  spoke 
of  "A  Blot  in  the  'Scutcheon"  as  a  "poetic 
melodrama, "  and  called  it "  a  very  puzzling 
and  unpleasant  piece  of  business."  It  does 
not  seem  to  have  had  very  fair  treatment, 
if  we  may  believe  the  statements  that  have 
been  made.  It  was  produced  on  the  same 
night  that  a  new  farce  was  given— "A 
Thumping  Legacy"— and  the  opera  of 
"Der  Freischiitz,"  and  it  is  said  without 
Browning's  name.  It  was  played  only  three 
nights.  It  might  have  consoled  the  poet 
had  he  known  that  the  "pit  audience," 
some  yet  unborn,  would  be  found  eventu- 
ally outside  the  walls  of  the  theatre.  Their 
commendation,  if  less  noisy,  has  been  more 
lasting.  The  play  was  revived  by  Phelps  at 
Sadler's  Wells  in  1848.  The  late  Mr.  Law- 
rence Barrett  is  said  to  have  obtained  in 
America  success  with  the  play  in  a  modi- 
fied and  altered  form.— Archer,  Frank, 
1892,  How  to  Write  a  Good  Play,  p.  37. 

We  are  so  carried  along  by  the  fervor  and 
fire  and  passion  which  he  puts  into  his  pro- 
duction that  we  pay  no  heed  to  its  failure  to 
fulfill  the  first  conditions  of  dramatic  pro- 
priety. But  a  play  as  a  literary  product 
must  stand,  not  upon  the  excellence  of  de- 
tailed scenes,  but  upon  its  perfection  as  an 
artistic  whole;  not  upon  the  beauty  of  its 
poetry,  but  upon  its  adequate  representa- 
tion of  life.  The  necessities  of  the  drama  at 
times  exact,  or  at  least  permit,  an  occasional 
neglect  of  probability  in  the  conduct  of  the 
characters;  but  they  certainly  do  not  re- 
quire a  persistent  defiance  of  it,  as  is  ex- 
hibited throughout  this  tr^edy,  which  is  in 
no  sense  a  picture  of  any  life  tiiat  was  ever 
lived.  We  are  in  a  world  of  unreal  beings, 
powerfully  portrayed;  for  the  situations  are 
exciting,  and  the  pathos  of  the  piece  is 
harrowing.  But  the  action  constantly  lies 
out  of  the  realm  of  the  reality  it  purports  to 
represent,  and  therefore  out  of  the  realm  of 
the  highest  art.— Lounsbury,  Thomas  R., 
1899,  A  Phiiisiine  View,  AUantie  Monthly, 
vol  84,  p.  773. 

SAUL 

1846-66 

If  there  is  one  poem  into  which  Browning 
has  thrown  adl  his  artistic  power,  I  think  it 


is  "Saul."  How  grand  is  the  stage  on 
which  we  see  the  suffering  Titan!  the  black 
tent  in  the  midst  of  the  sand  ''burnt  to 
powder;"  the  blinding  glare  without,  dark- 
ness witiiin.  There  he  endures  in  the  desert, 
through  which  flow  no  refreshing  streams 
to  quench  the  thirst  of  his  soul;  he  who  once 
had  ''heard  the  words  of  God,  had  seen  the 
vision  of  the  Almighty,"  is  now  blinded  by 
the  glory,  and  he  knows  not  the  love  which 
his  own  heart  has  cast  out — Beale,  Doro- 
thea, 1882,  The  Religioiu  Teaching  of 
Browning,  Browning  Studies,  ed,  Berdoe,  p. 
81. 

"Saul"  is  probably  the  finest  poem  Brown- 
ing ever  wrote,  and  it  has  tiie  note  of  im- 
mortality. I  know  not  any  modern  poem 
more  glorious  for  substance  and  form  both; 
here  they  interpenetrate;  they  are  one  as 
soul  and  body,  character  and  deed,  of  lofty 
aim  and  heroic  countenance.— Noel,  Ro- 
DEN,  1883,  Robert  Browning,  Contemporary 
Review,  vol.  44,  p.  712. 

This  is,  in  every  respect,  one  of  Brown- 
ing's grandest  poems;  and  in  all  that  is  in- 
cluded in  the  idea  of  expression,  is  quite  per- 
fect.—Corson,  Hiram,  1886,  An  Introduc- 
tion to  the  Study  of  Robert  Browning's  Poetry, 
p.  140. 

Browning's  "  Saul "  is  one  of  those  supert) 
outbursts  of  poetic  force  which  have  for 
modem  ears,  accustomed  to  overmuch 
smooth,  careful,  and  uninspired  versifica- 
tion, not  only  the  charm  of  beauty  and 
energy  in  high  degree,  but  of  contrasts  as 
well.  It  sweeps  along,  eager,  impetuous, 
resistless  as  the  streams  which  descend  the 
Alps  and  rush  seaward  with  the  joy  of 
mountain  torrents.  —  Mabie,  HAMnyroN 
Wright,  1896,  My  Study  Fire,  Second 
Series,  p.  51. 

MEN  AND  WOMEN 
1854 
I  fancy  we  shall  agree  pretty  well  on 
favourites,  though  one's  mind  has  no  right 
to  bo  quito  mado  up  so  soon  on  such  a  sub- 
ject. For  my  own  part,  I  don't  reckon  I've 
read  them  at  all  yet,  as  I  only  got  them  the 
day  before  leaving  town,  and  couldn't  pos- 
sibly read  them  then,— the  best  proof  to 
you  how  hard  at  work  I  was  for  once,— so 
heard  them  read  by  William;  since  then 
read  them  on  the  journey  again,  and  some  a 
third  time  at  intervals;  but  they'll  bear 
lots  of  squeezing  yet.  My  prime  favour- 
ites hitherto  (without  tiie  book  by  me) 
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are  "Clulde  Roland,"  "B^  Blougram," 
"Karshish,"  "the  Contemporary"  (How 
it  Strikes  a  Contemporary),  "Lippo  Lippi," 
"Cleon,"  and  "Popularity;"  about  the 
other  lyrical  ones  I  can't  quite  speak  yet» 
and  their  names  don't  stick  in  my  head: 
but  I'm  afraid  "The  Heretic's  Tragedy" 
rather  gave  me  the  gripes  at  first,  though 
I've  tried  since  to  think  it  didn't,  on  find- 
ing the  AtheruEum  similarly  affected.— Ros- 
SEm,  Dante  Gabriel,  1855,  LeUer$  to 
William  AUingham,  p.  156. 

Elizabeth  has  been  reading  Browning's 
poem,  and  she  tells  me  it  is  great.  I  have 
only  dipped  into  it,  here  and  there,  but  it  is 
not  exactly  comfortable  reading.  It  seemed 
to  me  like  a  galvanic  battery  in  full  play— 
its  spasmodic  utterances  and  intense  pas- 
sion make  me  feel  as  if  I  had  been  taking  a 
bath  among  electric  eels.  —  WHrmEB, 
John  Greenleaf,  1855,  To  Lucy  Lareom, 
Life  and  Letters,  ed,  Pickard,  vol  i,  p.  370. 

"Men  and  Women"  ...  is  the  most 
finished  and  comprehensive  of  the  author's 
works,  and  the  one  his  readers  least  could 
spare.  —  Stedman,  Edmund  Clarence, 
1875-87,  Victorian  Poets,  p.  322. 

The  series  of  "Men  and  Women,"  fifty- 
one  poems  in  number,  represents  Mi. 
Browning's  genius  at  its  ripe  maturity, 
its  highest  uniform  level.  In  this  central 
work  of  his  career,  every  element  of  his 
genius  is  equally  developed,  and  the  whole 
brought  into  perfection  of  harmony  never 
before  or  since  attained.  There  is  no  lack, 
there  is  no  excess.  I  do  not  say  that  the 
poet  has  not  touched  higher  heights  since, 
or  perhaps  before;  but  that  he  has  never 
since  nor  before  maintained  himself  so  long 
on  so  high  a  height,  never  exhibited 
the  rounded  perfection,  the  imagination, 
thought,  passion,  mek>dy,  variety,  all  fused 
in  one,  never  produced  a  single  work  or 
group  at  once  so  great  and  so  various,  ad- 
mits, I  think,  of  little  doubt.  Here  are 
fifty  poems,  every  one  of  which,  in  its  way, 
is  a  masterpiece :  and  the  range  is  such  as 
no  other  English  poet  has  perhaps  ever 
covered  in  a  single  book  of  miscellaneous 
poems.— Symons,  Arthur,  1886,  An  In- 
troduetion  to  the  Study  of  Browning,  p.  91. 

"Men  and  Women"  is  a  series  which,  for 
clearness  and  balance  of  matter  and  style, 
it  would  be  impossible  to  surpass  in  the 
list  of  his  poems,  whether  it  was  owing  to 
the  period  of  his  mind,  then  reached,  or  to 


circumstances.  —  Fotherinoham,  James, 
1887-98,  StvdUs  of  the  Mind  and  AH  of 
Robert  Browning,  p.  40. 

The  book  by  which  Mr.  Browning  was 
best  known  was  the  two  green  volumes  of 
"  Men  and  Women. "  In  these,  I  still  think, 
is  the  heart  of  his  genius  beating  most  stren- 
uously and  with  an  immortal  vitality.  Per- 
haps this,  for  its  compass,  is  the  collection 
of  poetry  the  most  various  and  rich  of 
modern  English  times,  almost  of  any  Eng- 
lish times.  But  just  as  Mr.  Fitzgerald 
cared  little  for  what  Lord  Tennyson  wrote 
after  1842,  so  I  have  never  been  able  to  feel 
quite  the  same  enthusiasm  for  Mr.  Brown- 
ing's work  after  "Men  and  Women." 
—Lang,  Andrew,  1891,  Adventures  Among 
Books,  Scribnefs  Magazine,  vol.  10,  p.  652. 

These  wonderful  poems  might  still  afford 
a  roughness  here  and  there,  a  measure 
broken  by  the  very  wealth  of  metaphor  and 
thought,  in  which  the  poet's  mind  luxuri- 
ated, but  they  could  no  longer  be  kept  back, 
even  by  a  thousand  parentheses  and  digres- 
sions, from  the  conmion  intelligence,  which 
by  this  time  also  had  been  trained  to  receive 
them.  From  that  period  at  least,  if  not  be- 
fore, the  name  of  Browning  assumed  its 
place  by  the  side  of  Tennyson.— Oliphant, 
Margaret  0.  W.,  1892,  The  Victorian  Age 
of  English  Literature,  p.  220. 

THE  RING  AND  THE  BOOK 
1868-69 
It  is  full  of  wonderful  work,  but  it  seems 
to  me  that,  whereas  other  poets  are  the 
more  liable  to  get  incoherent  the  more  fanci- 
ful their  starting-point  happens  to  be,  the 
thing  that  makes  Browning  drunk  is  to 
give  him  a  dram  of  prosaic  reality,  and  un- 
luckily this  time  the  "giun-tickler"  is  less 
like  pure  Cognac  than  7  Dials  gin.  Whether 
the  consequent  evolutions  will  be  bearable 
to  their  proposed  extent  without  the  in-^ 
tervening  walls  of  the  station-house  to  tone 
down  their  exuberance  may  be  dubious.— 
RossETH,  Dante  Gabriel,  1868,  Letters  to 
WiUiam  AUingham,  p.  284. 

"The  Ring  and  the  Book,"  if  completed 
as  successfully  as  it  is  begun,  will  certainly 
be  an  extraordinary  achievement— a  poem 
of  some  20,000  lines  on  a  great  human  sub- 
ject, darkened  too  often  by  subtleties  and 
wilful  obscurities,  but  filled  with  the  flashes 
of  Mr.  Browning's  genius.  We  know  noth- 
ing in  the  writer's  former  poems  which  so 
completely  represents  his  peculiarities  as 
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this  instalment  of  "The  Ring  and  the 
Book,"  which  is  so  marked  by  picture  and 
characterization,  so  rich  in  pleading  and 
debating,  so  full  of  those  verbal  touches  in 
which  Browning  has  no  equal,  and  of  those 
verbal  involutions  in  which  he  has  fortu- 
nately no  rival.  Everything  Browningish  is . 
found  here,— the  legal  jauntiness,  the 
knitted  argumentation,  the  cunning  prying 
into  detail,  the  suppressed  tenderness,  the 
humanity,— the  salt  intellectual  humour.— 
Buchanan,  Robert,  1868,  The  Ring  and 
the  Book,  The  Athenaum,  Dee.  26,  p.  875. 

The  book,  as  it  stands,  though  solid 
truth  and  fact,  is  not  by  itself  sufficient  for 
the  artist's  needs.  Some  alloy  must  be 
added,  in  order  to  render  it  fit  for  use.  That 
alloy  is  fancy.  *  Dwelling  and  pondering 
upon  the  facts  stated  in  the  book,  Mr. 
Browning  makes  exerdse  of  his  imagina- 
tion, and  reanimates  with  the  creative 
facidty  that  man  inherits  in  a  second  de- 
gree from  his  Maker  the  inert  and  dead,  but 
yet  genuine  and  once  vital,  matter  of  the 
book.  .  .  .  Not  the  least  remarkable  thing 
about  this  poem  is  that  there  is  no  attempt 
at  conceahnent  in  it,  no  reserve  of  secrecy 
until  the  end.  The  conjurer  lays  his  cards 
upon  the  table,  and  shows  you  all  the  passes 
in  his  trick.  He  depends  upon  the  ingenuity 
of  his  movements,  upon  the  intrinsic  in- 
terest of  his  game,  to  rouse  and  rivet  and  re- 
tain the  interest  of  his  spectators. — Sym- 
ONDS,  John  Addington,  1869,  "The  Ring 
and  the  Book,"  MacmiUan'8  Magazine,  vol 
19,  pp.  259,  261. 

"I  grant,"  says  Lessing,  ''that  there  is 
also  a  beauty  in  drapery,  but  can  it  be  com- 
pared with  that  of  the  human  form?  And 
shall  he  who  can  attain  the  greater,  rest  con- 
tent with  the  less?  I  much  fear  that  the 
most  perfect  master  in  drapery  shows  by 
that  very  talent  wherein  his  weakness 
lies. "  This  was  spoken  of  plastic  art,  but  it 
has  a  yet  deeper  meaning  in  poetic  criticism. 
There,  too,  the  master  is  he  who  presents 
the  natural  shape,  the  curves,  the  thews  of 
men,  and  does  not  labor  and  seek  praise  for 
faithful  reproduction  of  the  mere  moral 
drapery  of  the  hour,  this  or  another;  who 
gives  you  Hercules  at  strife  with  Antaeus, 
Laocoon  writhing  in  the  coils  of  the  divine 
serpents,  the  wrestle  with  circumstance  or 
passion,  with  outward  destiny  or  inner 
character,  in  the  free  outlines  of  nature  and 
reality,  and  not  in  the  outlines  of  a  dress- 
coat  either  of  Victorian  or  Arthurian  time. 


The  capacity  which  it  has  for  this  presenta- 
tion, at  once  so  varied  and  so  direct,  is  one 
reason  why  the  dramatic  form  ranks  as 
the  highest  expression  and  measure  of  the 
creative  power  of  the  poet;  and  the  ex- 
traordinary grasp  with  which  Mr.  Brown- 
ing has  availed  himseU  of  this  double  ca- 
pacity, is  one  reason  why  we  should  reckon 
"The  Ring  and  the  Book"  as  his  master- 
piece.—Morley,  John,  1869,  The  Ring  and 
the  Book,  Fortnightly  Review,  March. 

"The  Ring  and  the  Book"  is  a  wonder- 
ful production,  the  extreme  of  realistic  art 
and  considered,  not  without  reason,  by  the 
poet's  admirers,  to  be  his  greatest  work. — 
Stedman,  Edmund  Claioince,  1875-87, 
Victorian  PoeU,  p.  334. 

One  of  the  noblest  books  of  this  century. 
—Stevenson,  Robert  Louis,  1881,  Vir- 
ginibiLS  Puerisqne  and  Other  Papers,  p.  26 

Certain  rare  works  of  literature,  like 
others  of  art  and  philosophy,  appear  too 
gi^tic  to  have  been  wholly  wrought  out 
each  by  the  one  man  who  we  yet  know  did 
accomplish  it  unaided.  Such  a  work  re- 
minds us  of  a  ^"eat  cathedral,  which,  even 
if  ultimately  finished  in  accordance  with  the 
plans  of  the  supreme  architect  who  de- 
signed it,  could  not  b^  completed  under  his 
own  supervision  or  during  his  own  lifetime, 
being  too  vast  and  elaborate  for  fulfillment 
in  a  single  generation.  And  as  such  a 
colossal  work  "The  Ring  and  the  Book" 
has  always  impressed  me.  And,  indeed, 
without  straining  comparison,  one  may 
pursue  with  regard  to  it  the  suggestion  of  a 
great  Gothic  cathedral.— Thomson,  James, 
1881,  "The  Ring  and  the  Book,"  OenOe- 
man's  Magazine,  vol.  251,  p.  682. 

Mr.  Browning  was  strolling  one  day 
through  a  square  in  Florence,  the  Piazza 
San  Lorenzo,  which  is  a  standing  market 
for  old  clothes,  old  furniture,  and  old  curi- 
osities of  every  kind,  when  a  parchment- 
covered  book  attracted  his  eye,  from  amidst 
the  artistic  or  nondescript  rubbish  of  one  of 
the  stalls.  It  was  the  record  of  a  murder 
which  had  taken  place  in  Rome.  .  .  .  The 
book  proved,  on  examination,  to  contain 
the  whole  history  of  the  case,  as  carried  on 
in  writing,  after  the  fashion  of  those  days: 
pleadings  and  counter-pleadings,  the  depo- 
^tions  of  defendants  and  witnesses;  manu- 
script letters  announdng  the  execution  of 
the  murderer;  and  the  "instrument  of  the 
Definitive  Sentence"  which  established  the 
perfect  innocence  of  the  murdered  wife: 
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these  various  documents  having  been  col- 
lected and  bound  together  by  some  person 
interested  in  the  trial,  possibly  the  very 
Cancini,  friend  of  the  Franceschini  family 
to  whom  the  manuscript  letters  are  ad- 
dressed. Mr.  Browning  bought  the  whole 
for  the  value  of  eightpence,  and  it  became 
the  raw  material  of  what  appeared  four 
years  later  as  ''The  Ring  and  the  Book.''— 
Orr,  Mrs.  Sutherland,  1885-96,  A  Hand- 
book  to  the  Works  of  Robert  Brouming,  p.  76. 

The  greatest  of  his  works,  as  a  whole,  is 
"The  Ring  and  The  Book,"  in  which  is  told 
the  story  of  a  Roman  trial  for  murder,  in 
the  seventeenth  century.  Mr.  Browning 
shows  us  the  most  intimate  feelings  and  mo- 
tives of  the  murderer,  the  victim,  the  judges, 
the  advocates  on  either  side;  the  arguments 
of  partisans,  the  prejudices  of  the  people; 
all  these  are  expressed  with  a  master-hand. 
Such  pictures  of  the  workings  of  many 
minds,  from  different  standpoints,  and  on 
so  large  a  scale,  are  marvellous  for  their 
subtlety  and  force.  The  work  is  more  than 
a  narrative,  but  we  cannot  call  it  either  a 
drama  or  an  epic,  though  it  inclines  to  be 
both,  with  a  leaning  towards  the  epic.  Still, 
it  is  chiefly  a  series  of  wonderful  sketches  of 
character;  and  we  are  always,  in  Mr.  Brown- 
ing's work,  driven  back  to  our  definition;  he 
is  a  master  of  mental  anatomy.  —  Gajjton, 
Arthur,  1885,  Urbana  Seripta,  p.  61. 

His  greatest  work  in  point  of  size  and  in 
the  sense  it  gives  us,  of  his  sustained  power. 
But  the  whole  impression  is  one  of  power 
misdirected.  Not  to  speak  of  the  irritating 
hizarreries  of  the  advocates  and  of  the  fac- 
tions of  Rome,  the  whole  method  of  the 
book  is  anti-poetical.  Poetic  truth  does  not 
consist  in  displaying  the  facts  of  truth  dis- 
connectedly: the  poet  sees  life  singly  and 
sees  it  whole,  and  should  enable  us  so  to  see 
it.  But  if  the  experiment  of  trying  to  give 
the  totality  of  truth  by  presenting  its  dis- 
located parts  in  smaU  doses  is  a  failure, 
what  gigantic  powers  are  displayed  in 
the  failure!— Jacobs,  Joseph,  1889,  Robert 
Brovming,  Literary  Studies,  p.  108. 

All  things  considered,the  greatest  achieve- 
ment of  the  century  in  blank  verse,  is 
Robert  Browning's  "The  Ring  and  the 
Book."  I  don't  mean  the  greatest  in  bulk 
(although  it  is  that,  having  21,134  verses, 
double  the  number  of  the  "  Paradise  Lost") ; 
I  mean  the  greatest  achievement  in  the 
effective  use  of  blank  verse  in  the  treatment 
of  a  great  subject—really  the  greatest  sub- 


ject, when  viewed  aright,  which  has  been 
treated  in  English  poetry— vastly  greater 
in  its  bearings  upon  the  highest  education  of 
man  than  that  of  the  "  Paradise  Lost. "  Its 
blank  verse,  while  having  a  most  complex 
variety  of  character,  is  tihe  most  dramatic 
blank  verse  since  the  Elizabethan  era.  Hav- 
ing read  the  entire  poem  aloud  to  classes 
every  year  for  several  years,  I  feel  prepared 
to  speak  of  the  transcendent  merits  of  the 
verse.  One  reads  it  without  a  sense  almost 
of  there  being  anything  artificial  in  the  con- 
struction of  the  langua|[e  and  by  artificial  I 
mean  put  consciously  into  a  certain  shape. 
Of  course,  it  was  put  consciously  into  shape; 
but  one  gets  the  impression  that  tiie  poet 
thought  and  felt  spontaneously  in  blank 
verse.  And  it  is  always  verse — though  the 
reader  has  but  a  minimum  of  metre  con- 
sciousness. And  the  method  of  the  thought 
is  always  poetic.  This  is  saying  much,  but 
not  too  much.  All  moods  of  the  mind  are  in 
the  poem,  expressed  in  Protean  verse.— 
Corson,  Hiram,  1892,  A  Primer  of  Eng- 
lish Verse,  p.  224. 

I  did  not  mean  to  make  even  this  slight 
departure  from  the  main  business  of  these 
papers,  which  is  to  confide  my  literary  pas- 
sions to  the  reader;  he  probably  has  had  a 
great  many  of  his  own.  I  think  I  may  class 
the  "Ring  and  the  Book"  among  them, 
though  I  have  never  been  otherwise  a  dev- 
otee of  Browning.  But  I  was  still  newly 
home  from  Italy,  or  away  from  home,  when 
that  poem  appeared,  and  whether  or  not  it 
was  because  it  took  me  so  with  the  old  en- 
chantment of  the  land,  I  gave  my  heart 
promptly  to  it.  Of  course,  there  are  terrible 
longueurs  in  it,  and  you  do  get  tired  of  the 
same  story  told  over  and  over  from  the 
different  points  of  view,  and  yet  it  is  such 
a  great  story,  and  unfolded  with  such  a 
magnificent  breadth  and  noble  fulness,  that 
one  who  blames  it  lightly  blames  himself 
heavily.  There  are  certain  books  of  it— 
Caponsacchi's  story,  Pompilia's  story,  and 
Count  Guido'sstory— that  I  think  ought  to 
rank  with  the  greatest  poetry  ever  written, 
and  that  have  a  direct,  dramatic  expression 
of  the  fact  and  character,  which  is  without 
rival.  There  is  a  noble  and  lofty  pathos  in 
the  close  of  Caponsacchi's  statement,  an 
artless  and  manly  break  from  his  self-con- 
trol throughout,  that  d^ms  to  me  the  last 
possible  effect  in  its  kind;  and  Pompilia's 
story  holds  all  of  womanhood  in  it,  the 
purity,  the  passion,  the  tenderness,  the 
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helplessness.  But  if  I  begin  to  praise  this 
or  any  of  the  things  I  have  liked,  I  do  not 
know  when  I  should  stop.  Yes,  as  I  think 
it  over,  the  "Ring  and  the  Book"  appears 
to  me  one  of  the  great  few  poems  whose 
splendor  can  never  suffer  lasting  eclipse, 
however  it  may  have  presently  fallen 
into  abeyance.— HowELLS,  Wiluam  Dean, 
1895,  My  Literary  Pasmns,  p.  236. 

A  summer  vacation  devoted  to  "The 
Ring  and  the  Book"  converted  me  to  a 
qualified  admirer  of  the  poet.  Now,  after 
further  study  of  his  writings,  I  regard  this 
poem  as  the  greatest  work  of  creative  im- 
agination that  has  appeared  since  the  time 
of  Shakespeare.  ...  I  know  of  no  poem 
in  all  literature  in  which  the  greatness  of 
human  nature  so  looms  up  before  you,  or 
which  so  convinces  you  that  a  whole  heaven 
or  a  whole  hell  may  be  wrapped  up  in  the 
compass  of  a  single  soul.  ...  I  am  per- 
suaded that  the  generations  to  come  will  re- 
gard "The  Ring  and  the  Book,"  in  the 
mere  matter  of  creative  genius,  as  the 
greatest  poetical  work  of  this  generation. — 
Strong,  Augustus  Hopkins,  1897,  The 
Great  Poets  and  Their  Theology,  pp.  384, 386, 
387. 

Despite  the  great  beauty  of  certain  por- 
tions, and  the  chivalrous  and  noble  defence 
of  the  wronged  child,  Pompilia,  the  whole 
unutterably  vulgar  tragedy  belongs  to  the 
bad  days  of  Italy,  when  crime  alone  seefned 
universally  interesting.— Gary,  Elisabeth 
Luther,  1899,  Browning  Poet  and  Man,  p. 
142. 

The  career  of  Guide  is  Browning's  great- 
est study  in  the  progress  of  evil.  This 
creature  has  been  called  "the  subtlest  and 
most  powerful  compound  of  vice  in  our 
literature;"  he  is  put  among  companions 
congenial  to  his  nature,— mother,  mistress, 
broQiers,— himself 

Tlie  midmost  blotch  of  black 
Discernible  in  the  group  of  clustered  crimes 

they  call 
Their  palace. 

The  poet's  genius  has  given  us  in  one  word 
an  illustration  of  how  in  the  vilest  there 
still  remains  the  possibility  of  reverence 
for  truth  and  reality.— Mellonb,  Syi>- 
net  Herbert,  1902,  Leaders  of  Religious 
Thought  in  the  Nineteenth  Century,  p.  270. 

THE  INN  ALBUM 
1875 

The  raw  material  of  a  penny  dreadful, 
such  as  the  theme  here  is,  requires  more 


artistic  manipulation  than  Mr.  Browning 
has  given  it  before  it  can  be  called  a  poem. 
Beauty  of  any  kind  is  what  he  has  care- 
fully excluded.  Vulgarity,  therefore,  is 
stamped  upon  "The  hm  Album,"  in  spite 
of  the  ingenuity  with  which,  by  suppressing 
name  and  place  and  superfluous  circum- 
stances, the  writer  succeeds  in  presenting 
only  the  spiritual  actions  of  his  characters 
upon  each  other  in  spite  of  the  marvelous 
scalpel-exercise  of  analysis  which  bears  the 
most  recondite  motives,  in  spite  of  the  in- 
tellectual brilliancy  which  gives  a  value 
to  everything  he  has  to  say.— Stmonds, 
James  Addington,  1875,  The  Inn  Album, 
The  Atherueum. 

Now  it  is  both  incorrect  and  unjust  to 
say  that  the  "Inn  Album"  appeals  to  those 
tastes  which  are  gratified  by  a  police-re- 
port. Not  only  is  there  an  entire  absence 
of  anything  like  offensive  detail,  but  there 
is  really  no  description  whatever  of  any  of 
the  "criminal"  incidents.  More  than  that, 
they  are  in  some  degree  connected  with  the 
persons  in  the  manner  to  which  we  have 
alluded.  And  yet  they  fail  to  become  tragic 
and  do  remain,  we  think,  melodramatic, 
confronting  us  almost  in  their  native  ugli- 
ness, because  this  connection  or  fusion 
is  incomplete.  .  .  .  With  all  its  power,  we 
are  not  refreshed,  nor  awed,  nor  uplifted  by 
the  "Inn  Album;"  it  has  no  form  to  charm 
us,  littie  brightness  to  relieve  its  gloom,  and 
except  for  the  dramatic  touches  we  have 
tried  to  indicate,  the  human  nature  it  shows 
us  is  too  mean,  or  too  commonplace,  or  too 
repellent,  to  excite  more  than  the  pleasure 
of  following  a  psychologial  revelation. — 
BRADLEy,ANDREW  CECIL,  1876,  Mr.  Brown- 
ing's  ''Inn  Album"  Maemillan's  Magazine, 
vol  33,  pp.  348,  354. 

This  is  a  decidedly  irritating  and  dis- 

E leasing  performance.  .  .  .  "The  Inn  Al- 
um "  reaids  like  a  series  of  rough  notes  for  a 
poem — of  hasty  hierogljrphics  and  8)rm- 
bols,  decipherable  only  to  the  author  him- 
self. A  great  poem  might  perhap  have 
been  made  of  it,  but  assuredly  it  is  not  a 
great  poem,  nor  any  poem  whatsoever.  It 
is  hanl  to  say  very  coherentiy  what  it  is. 
Up  to  a  certain  point,  like  everything  of 
Mr.  Browning's,  it  is  highly  dramatic  and 
vivid,  and  beyond  that  point,  like  all  its 
companions,  it  is  as  little  dramatic  as  pos- 
sible. It  is  not  narrative,  for  there  is  not  a 
Ime  of  comprehensible,  consecutive  state- 
ment in  the  two  hundred  and  eleven  pages 
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of  the  volume.  It  is  not  lyrical,  for  there  is 
not  a  phrase  which  in  any  degree  does  the 
ofiSce  of  the  poetry  that  comes  lawfully  into 
the  world— chants  itself,  images  itself,  or 
lingers  in  the  memory.  "That  bard's  a 
Browning;  he  neglects  the  form!"  one  of  the 
characters  exclaims  with  irresponsible  frank- 
ness. That  Mr.  Browning  knows  he  ''Neg- 
lects the  form,''  and  does  not  particularly 
care,  does  not  very  much  help  matters;  it 
only  deepens  the  reader's  sense  of  the  grace- 
less and  thankless  and  altogether  unavail- 
able character  of  the  poem.  ...  He  deals 
with  human  character  as  a  chemist  with  his 
acids  and  alkalies,  and  while  he  mixes  his 
colored  fluids  in  a  way  that  surprises  the 
profane,  knows  perfectly  well  what  he  is 
about.  But  there  is  too  apt  to  be  in  his 
style  that  sputter  and  evil  aroma  which 
characterize  the  proceedings  of  the  labora- 
tory.—James,  Henry,  1876,  Brouminffi 
Inn  Album,  The  Nation,  vol.  22,  pp.  49,  50. 

It  is  difficult  to  discover  much  beyond  the 
mere  willfulness  of  genius  in  his  last  volume. 
It  is  evident,  from  the  English  reviews 
which  have  already  appeared,  that  even  the 
most  indulgent  of  his  literary  friends 
found  it  difficult  to  persuade  themselves 
into  admiration.  This  poem  is  neither  so 
dull  as  "Fifine,"  so  obscure  as  "Sordello," 
nor  so  provoking  as  the  first  half  of  "Aris- 
tophanes' Apology,"  but  it  is  not  relieved 
as  at  least  the  last  two  are,  by  passages  that 
^hine  and  bum  with  strong  poetic  flame.— 
Taylor,  Bayard,  1876,  Three  Old  and 
Three  New  Poets,  International  Review,  vol. 
3,  p.  402. 

Seldom  is  there  a  work  more  inwrought 
with  characterization,  fateful  gathering, 
intense  human  passion,  tragic  action  to 
which  the  realistic  scene  and  manners  serve 
as  heightening  foils,  than  this  thrilling  epic 
of  men  and  women  whose  destinies  are  com- 
pressed within  a  single  day.  ...  No  one 
of  Browning's  works  is  better  proportioned, 
or  less  sophisticated  in  diction.— IStedman, 
a)MTJND  Clarence,  1887,  Twelve  Years  of 
British  Song,  Century  Magazine,  vol.  34, 
p.  902 

GENERAL 
,  .  .  from   Browning   some   "Pomegranate,** 

which,  if  cut  deep,  down  the  middle, 
Shows  a  heart  within  blood-tinctured,  of  a 

veined  humanity. 

— Browning,  Elizabeth  Barrett,  1844, 
Lady  Oeraldine's  Courtship. 

His  writings  have,  till  lately,  been  clouded 


by  obscurities,  his  riches  having  seemed  to 
accumulate  beyond  his  mastery  of  them. 
So  beautiful  are  the  picture  gleams,  so  full 
of  meaning  the  littie  thoughte  that  are  al- 
ways twisting  their  parasites  over  his  main 
purpose,  that  we  hardly  can  bear  to  wish 
them  away,  even  when  we  know  their  ex- 
cess to  be  adefect.  They  seem,  each  and 
all,  too  good  to  be  lopped  away,  and  we  can- 
not wonder  the  mind  from  which  they  grew 
was  at  a  loss  which  to  reject.  Yet,  a  higher 
mastery  in  the  poetic  art  must  give  him 
skill  and  resolution  to  reject  them.  Then, 
all  true  life  being  condensed  into  the  main 
growth,  instead  of  being  so  much  scattered 
in  tendrils,  off-shoots  and  flower-bunches, 
the  effect  would  be  more  grand  and  simple; 
nor  should  we  be  any  loser  as  to  the  spirit; 
it  would  all  be  there,  only  more  concen- 
trated as  to  the  form,  more  full,  if  less  sub- 
tle, in  its  emanations.  The  tendency  to 
variety  and  delicacy,  rather  than  to  a 
grasp  of  the  subject  and  concentration  of 
interest,  are  not  so  obvious  in  Browning's 
minor  works  as  in  "  Paracelsus,"  and  in  his 
tragedy  of  "Strafford."— Ossou,  Mar- 
garet Fuller,  1846,  Browning's  Poems; 
Art,  Literature,  and  The  Drama,  p.  209. 

There  is  delight  in  singing,  tho'  none  hear 
Beside  the  singer;  and  tliere  is  delight 
In  praising,  tho'  the  praiser  sit  alone 
And  see  the  prais'd  far  off  him,  far  above; 
Shakespeare  is  not  our  poet,  but  the  world's, 
Therefore  on  him  no  speech  I  and  brief  for  thee, 
Browning!    Since  Cliaucer  was  alive  and  hale 
No  man  hath  walkt  along  our  roads  with  step 
So  active,  so  inquiring  eye,  or  tongue 
So  varied  in  discourse.     But  warmer  climes 
Give  brighter  plumage,stronger  wing :  the  breeze 
Of  Alpine  heights  thou  play  est  with,  borne  on 
Beyond  Sorrento  and  Amalfi,  where 
The  Siren  waits  thee,  singing  song  for  song. 

— Landor,  Walter  Savage,  1846,  To 
Robert  Browning,  Works,  vol.  vm,  p.  152. 

Browning's  Dramas  are  not  made  up  of  a 
number  of  beauties,  distinct  and  isolate  as 
pearls,  threaded  upon  the  string  of  the  plot. 
Each  has  a  permeating  life  and  spirit  of  its 
own.  When  we  would  break  off  any  frag- 
ment, we  cannot  find  one  which  would  by 
itesif  approach  completeness.  It  is  like 
tearing  away  a  limb  from  a  living  body. 
For  these  are  works  of  art  in  the  truest 
sense.  They  are  not  aggregations  of  dis- 
sonant beauties,  like  some  modem  sculp- 
tures, against  which  the  Apollo  might  bring 
an  action  of  trover  for  an  arm,  and  the 
Antinoiis  for  a  leg,  but  pure  statues,  in 
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which  everything  superfluous  has  been 
sternly  chiselled  away,  and  whose  wonder- 
ful balance  might  seem  tameness  to  the 
ordinary  observer;  who  demands  strain  as 
the  evidence  of  strength.  .  .  .  His  men  and 
women  are  men  and  women^  and  not  Mr. 
Browning  masquerading  in  different-colored 
dominoes.  ...  If  we  could  be  sure  that 
our  readers  would  read  Mr.  Browning's 
poems  with  the  respect  and  attentive  study 
they  deserve,  what  would  hinder  us  from 
saying  that  we  think  him  a  great  poet? 
However,  as  the  world  feels  uncomfortably 
somewhere,  it  can  hardly  tell  how  or  why, 
at  hearing  people  called  great,  before  it  can 
claim  a  share  in  their  greatness  by  erecting 
to  them  a  monument  with  a  monk-Latin  in- 
scription on  it  which  nine-tenths  of  their 
countrymen  cannot  construe,  and  as  Mr. 
Browning  must  be  as  yet  comparatively  a 
young  man,  we  will  content  ourselves  with 
saying  that  he  has  in  him  the  elements  of 
greatness.  To  us  he  appears  to  have  a 
wider  range  and  greater  freedom  of  move- 
ment than  any  other  of  the  younger  English 
poets.— Lowell,  James  Russell,  1848, 
Brovming's  Plays  and  Poems,  North  Ameri- 
can Review,  April. 

Mr.  Browning  seems  to  take  his  poems, 
after  writing  them,  and  crush  them  to- 
gether at  both  ends,  till  he  gets  the  well- 
knit  symmetry  and  consistency  of  a  Be- 
douin; he  succeeds  in  making  a  sort  of  in- 
tellectual and  spiritual  pemmican.  Some- 
times, indeed,  the  desire  to  produce  some- 
thing dense  and  nervous  gets  only  obscur- 
ity for  its  result  instead  of  an  effective 
vivacity.  When  Mr.  Browning  began  to 
write,  we  say  with  deference,  that  this 
was  his  besetting  sin.  .  .  .  The  fancies 
throng  to  the  pen's  point,  throwing  dashes 
and  commas  behind  them,  till  they  get  out 
of  sight  of  their  arch  instigator  in  the  first 
lines.  We  love  to  linger  over  such  passages, 
grudging  no  time,  till  we  tie  the  two  ends 
together;  then  we  can  enjoy  the  picture  so 
munificently  grouped.  It  is  no  condemna- 
tion of  these  pages  to  say  that  few  people 
will  consent  to  bestow  so  much  time  and 
labor  upon  them.  The  lovers  of  a  smooth 
poetry,  which  can  be  caught  at  a  glance,  or 
of  an  easy  flow  of  didactic  talk  which  does 
not  harass  the  average  intellect,  cannot  sit 
in  judgment  upon  1&.  Browning's  involu- 
tions and  lengthy  crescendoes,  for  they  are 
not  the  persons  who  wait  to  see  whether  the 
picture,  at  first  so  confused  and  apparently 


destitute  of  a  leading  group  or  idea,  is 
worth  the  contemplation  which  may  finally 
reproduce  the  poet's  point  of  view,  and  thus 
call  a  beautiful  order  out  of  the  prodigal 
chaos.— Weiss,  John,  1850,  Browning, 
Massachusetts  Quarterly  Review,  vol.  4. 

What  Mr.  Browning  has  produced  is  great 
as  it  stands,  but  he  suggests  a  power  even 
greater  than  his  achievement.  He  speaks 
Uke  a  spirit  who  is  able  to  do  that  which  has 
been  almost  impossible  in  past  centuries. 
.  .  .  Above  every  otiier,  Mr.  Browning's 
poetry  is  that  of  a  new  human  species,  which 
can  now  distinguish  words  and  constrtie 
phrases.  He  has  the  sort  of  insight  whose 
peculiar  characteristic  it  is  to  recognize 
everywhere,  not  only  forms  and  facts,  but 
their  mutual  connections  and  methods  of 
action.  This  philosophical  power  which  he 
possesses  of  seizing  subtle  and  exact  rela- 
tions is  met  with  in  more  than  one  thinker, 
it  is  true;  but  he  is  one  of  the  first,  if  not  the 
first,  in  whom  it  has  reached  such  develop- 
ment, without  becoming  the  dominant 
faculty  which  subordinates  all  the  others. 
For,  strong  as  it  is,  it  has  found  in  his 
poetic  imagination  another  faculty  still 
stronger,  which  has  forced  it  to  work  as  its 
purveyor  and  servant.  In  this  lies  the 
essential  originality  of  Mr.  Browning.— 
Milsand,  J.,  1851,  La  Poisie  Anglaise  de- 
puis  Byron,  Revue  des  Deux  Mondes,  vol, 
XI,  p.  661. 

Besides  "The  Blot  in  the  'Scuteheon" 
which  has  been  successfully  produced  at 
two  metropolitan  theatres,  "Golombe's 
Birthday"  and  "Luria"  show  not  only 
what  he  has  done,  but  what  with  the  hope 
of  a  great  triumph  before  him  he  might  yet 
do  as  a  dramatist.  I  could  show  what  I 
mean  by  transcribing  the  last  act  of  ''Co- 
lombe's  Birthday."  I  could  make  my 
meaning  clearer  still  by  transcribing  the 
whole  play.  But  as  these  huge  borrowings 
are  out  of  the  question,  I  must  limit  my- 
self to  a  couple  of  dramatic  lyrics,  each  of 
which  tells  ite  own  story.— Mttford,  Mart 
Russell,  1851,  Recollections  of  a  lAterary 
Life,  p.  181. 

One  of  the  most  wonderful  things  in  the 
poem  [''Christmas  Eve"]  is,  that  so  much 
of  argument  is  expressed  in  a  species  of 
verse,  which  one  might  be  inclined,  at  first 
sight,  to  think  the  least  fitted  for  embody- 
ing it.  But,  in  fact,  the  same  amount  of 
argument  in  any  other  kind  of  verse  would, 
in  all  likelihood,  have  been  intolerably  dull 
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as  a  work  of  art.  Here  the  verse  is  full  of 
life  and  vigour,  flagging  never.  Where,  in 
several  parts,  the  exact  meaning  is  difficult  to 
reach,  this  results  chiefly  from  the  dramatic 
rapidity  and  condensation  of  the  thoughts. 
The  argumentative  power  is  indeed  won- 
derful; the  arguments  themselves  power- 
ful in  their  simplicity,  and  embodied  in 
words  of  admirable  force.  The  poem  is  full 
of  pathos  and  humour;  full  of  beauty  and 
grandeur,  earnestness  and  truth.— Mac- 
DONALD,  George,  1853,  The  ImaginaHan 
and  Oiher  E$9ays,  p.  217. 

A  wonderful  thing  it  [his  poetry]  is,  in 
many  points  and  parts;  but,  as  a  whole,  it 
is  a  book  of  puzzles  —a  vast  enigma  —  a 
tissue  of  hopeless  obscurity  in  thought, 
and  of  perplexed,  barbarous,  affected  jargon 
in  language.— GiLFiLLAN,  George,  1855, 
A  Third  OaUery  of  Partaiis,  p.  147. 

WeU,  any  how,  here  the  story  stays, 

So  far  at  least  as  I  understand; 

And,  Robert  Browning,  you  writer  of  plays. 

Here's  a  subject  made  to  your  handl 

—Browning,  Robert,  1855,  A  Light 
Woman.- 

I  suppose,  reader,  that  you  see  where- 
abouts among  the  poets  I  place  Robert 
Browning;  high  among  the  poets  of  all  time, 
and  I  scarce  know  whether  first,  or  second, 
in  our  own:  and  it  is  a  bitter  thing  to  me  to 
see  the  way  in  which  he  has  been  received 
by  ahnost  everybody  .—Morris,  William, 
1856,  Oxford  and  Cambridge  Magazme, 
March. 

Robert  Browning  is  unerring  in  every 
sentence  he  writes  of  the  Middle  Ages;  al- 
ways vital,  right,  and  profound;  so  that  in 
the  matter  of  art.  .  .  there  is  hardly  a 
principle  connected  with  the  medisval 
temper,  that  he  has  not  struck  upon  in  those 
seemingly  careless  and  too  rugged  rhymes 
of  his.  There  is  a  curious  instance,  by  the 
way,  in  a  short  poem  referring  to  this  very 
subject  of  tomb  and  image  sculpture;  and 
illustrating  just  one  of  those  phases  of  local 
human  character  which,  though  belonging 
to  Shakespeare's  own  age,  he  never  noticed, 
because  it  was  specially  Italian  and  un- 
English.  ...  I  know  no  other  piece  of 
modem  English  prose  or  poetry,  in  which 
there  is  so  much  told,  as  in  these  lines,  of 
the  Renaissance  spirit,— its  worldliness,  in- 
consistency, pride,  hypocrisy,  ignorance  of 
itself,  love  of  art,  of  luxury,  and  of  good 
Latin.  It  is  nearly  all  that  I  said  of  the 
central  Renaissance  in  thirty  pages  of  the 


'' Stones  of  Venice''  put  into  as  many  lines. 
Browning's  being  also  the  antecedent  work. 
The  worst  of  it  is  that  this  kind  of  concen- 
trated writing  needs  so  much  eoluHon  be- 
fore the  reader  can  fairly  get  the  good  of  it, 
that  people's  patience  fails  them,  and  they 
give  the  thing  up  as  insoluble;  though, 
truly,  it  ought  to  be  to  the  current  of  com- 
mon thought  like  Saladin's  talisman, 
dipped  in  clear  water,  not  soluble  altogether, 
but  making  the  element  medicinal.— Rus- 
KIN,  John,  1856,  Modem  Painkr$,  vol.  iv, 
pp.  367, 369. 

One  of  the  greatest  dramatic  poets  since 
Shakespeare's  day.  ...  We  are  confident 
that  Mr.  Browning's  dramas  and  lyrics  will 
long  continue  to  find  appreciative  readers, 
and  that,  as  culture  and  taste  and  love  of 
pure  art  make  progress,  the  number  of  his 
constant  admirers  will  steadily  increase.— 
Smiles,  Samuel,  1860,  Brief  Biographies, 
pp.  379,  385. 

He  has  many  of  the  qualities  which 
recommend  a  poet  to  the  people.  He  is  a 
master  of  the  passions.  His  humour  is 
bright  and  keen.  He  has  a  fine  eye  for 
colour.  There  is  a  rich  and  daring  melody 
in  his  verse.  He  observes  with  minute  and 
absolute  fidelity.  He  is  a  philosophical 
poet;  but  the  direct  human  element  is  al- 
ways strong  in  his  philosophy.  Tennyson 
(our  popular  poet)  is  essentially  an  in- 
tellectusJ  poet,  but  Browning  is  at  once  a 
more  masculine  and  a  more  intricate  and 
subtie  thinker  than  the  laureate.  .  .  .  The 
grotesque  rhymes  of  Browning,  like  the 
poetic  conceits  of  Shakespeare,  are  merely 
the  holiday  frolic  of  a  rich  and  vivacious 
imagination.  Healthy  masculine  vigor  is 
apt  to  run  riot  at  times.  It  is  very  signifi- 
cant also,  that  Browning,  who  has  tried  his 
hand  at  almost  every  kind  of  verse,  has 
never  written  a  sonnet.— Skei/ton,  John, 
1863,  Robert  Browning,  Eraser's  Magazine, 
vol.  67,  pp.  240,  245. 

Robert  Browning,  a  really  great  thinker, 
a  true  and  splendid  genius,  though  his 
vigorous  and  restless  talents  often  over- 
power and  run  away  with  his  genius  so  that 
some  of  his  creations  are  left  but  half  re- 
deemed from  chaos,  has  this  simplicity  in 
abundant  measure.  In  the  best  poems  of 
his  last  two  works,  "Men  and  Women"  and 
"Dramatis  PersonsB,"  its  light  bums  so 
clear  and  steadfast  through  the  hunting 
clouds  of  his  language  (Tennyson's  style  is 
the  polished  reflector  of  a  lamp)  that  one 
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can  only  wonder  that  people  in  general  have 
not  yet  recognised  it.  I  cannot  recommend 
a  finer  study  of  a  man  possessed  by  the 
spirit  of  which  I  am  writing  than  the  sketch 
of  Lazarus  in  Browning's  ''Epistle  of 
Karshish,  an  Arab  Physician.  "—Thomson, 
James  ("B.  V."),  1864,  The  Poms  of  TFtfl- 
iam  Blake f  Biographical  and  Critical  Sketches, 
p.  266. 

He  is  at  once  a  student  of  m3rsticisms  and 
a  citizen  of  the  world.  He  brings  to  the 
club  sofa  distinct  visions  of  the  old  creeds, 
intense  images  of  strange  thoughts;  he 
takes  to  the  bookish  student  tidings  of  wild 
Bohemia  and  little  traces  of  tiie  demi-monde. 
He  puts  down  what  is  good  for  the  naughty, 
and  what  is  naughty  for  the  good.  Over 
women  his  easier  writings  exercise  that  im- 
perious power  which  belongs  to  the  writ- 
ings of  a  great  man  of  the  world  upon 
such  matters.  ...  He  is  the  most  of  a 
realist,  and  the  least  of  an  idealist,  of 
any  poet  we  know.  He  evidently  sym- 
pathizes with  some  part  at  least  of 
"Bishop  Bloup^m's  Apology."  Anyhow 
this  world  exists.  There  is  good  wine; 
there  are  pretty  women;  there  are  comfort- 
able beneficies;  there  is  money,  and  it  is 
pleasant  to  spend  it.  Accept  the  <a^ed  of 
your  age  and  you  get  these,  reject  that 
creed  and  you  lose  them.  And  for  what  do 
you  lose  them?  For  a  fancy  creed  of  your 
own,  which  no  one  else  will  accept,  which 
hardly  any  one  will  call  a  "creed,"  which 
most  people  will  consider  a  sort  of  unbelief. 
Again,  Mr.  Browning  evidently  loves  what 
we  may  call  the  "realism,"  the  grotesque 
realism,  of  orthodox  Christianity.  Msuay 
parts  of  it  in  which  great  divines  have  felt 
keen  difficulties  are  quite  pleasant  to  him. 
He  must  see  his  religion,  he  must  have  an 
"object-lesson"  in  believing.  He  must 
have  a  creed  that  will  take,  which  wins  and 
holds  the  miscellaneous  world,  which  stout 
men  will  heed,  which  nice  women  ^1  adore. 
— Bagbhot,  Walter,  1864,  Wordsworth, 
Tennyson,  and  Brovming;  Works,  ed.  Mor- 
gan, vol  I,  pp.  239, 246. 

I  have  been  thinking  of  you  so  much  for 
the  last  two  or  three  days,  while  the  first 
volume  of  Browning's  "Poems"  has  been 
on  my  table,  and  I  have  been  tr3dng  in 
vain  to  read  it,  and  yet  the  Athencmrn  tells 
me  it  is  wonderfully  fine.  ....  I  never 
could  read  Browning.  If  Browning  only 
gave  a  few  pence  for  the  book  he  drew 
from,  what  will  posterity  give   for   his 


version  of  it,  if  posterity  ever  find  it  on  a 
stall?  If  Shakespeare,  Milton,  Dryden, 
Pope  and  Tennyson  survive,  what  could 
their  readers  make  out  of  this  Browning  a 
hundred  years  hence?  Anything  so  utterly 
unlike  the  Ring  too  which  he  considers 
he  has  wrought  out  of  the  old  gold— this 
shapeless  thing.-— FttzGerald,  Edward, 
1869,  Letter  to  Tennyson,  A  Memoir  of 
Tennyson,  ed.  Tennyson,  vol.  n,  p.  64. 

In  the  general  matter  of  its  style  "  Balaus- 
tion's  Adventure"  perhaps  represents  the 
personality  of  its  author  with  less  accent 
and  caprice  than  most  of  his  work.  The 
characteristic  of  Mr.  Browning's  versifica- 
tion is  that  lines  or  passages  of  which  the 
stately  march  or  concentrated  sweetness  de- 
clares him  among  the  foremost  masters  of 
English  metre,  alternate  with  other  lines 
or  passages  which  seem  to  disavow  in  lum 
the  sense  of  metre  at  all— stubby  or  zigzag 
combinations  of  syllables  not  to  be  rolled 
smooth  by  any  steam-power  yet  invented. 
He  would  not  be  himself  in  a  work  not  pre- 
senting this  alternation  in  some  degree;  but 
Balaustion  presents  it  in  a  less  degree  than 
usual;  the  fluency  of  the  Attic  verse  is 
catehing,  and  scholars  have  long  ago  re- 
marked how,  at  the  date  of  the  Alkestis, 
Euripides  retains  it  at  the  full,  writing  with 
a  metrical  regularity  and  smoothness  which 
he  afterwards  abandons  in  favour  of  a  more 
careless  and  scuttling  line  charged  with  re- 
solved syllables.— CoLViN,  Sidney,  1871, 
** Balaustion's  Adventure,''  FortnighUy  Re- 
view, vol.  16,  p.  487. 

The  characteristics  of  Mr.  Browning  are 
so  marked,  that  but  littie  critical  sagacity  is 
required  to  detect  them.  Indeed,  they 
force  themselves  upon  his  readers,  who  can- 
not escape  them,  except  by  refusmg  to  read 
him.  He  compels  attention,  even  when  he 
excites  dislike.  The  two  qualities  which 
strike  me  most  in  his  poetry  are :  first,  an  in- 
tensification of  the  dramatic  faculty;  and, 
second,  the  singularity  of  the  method  by 
which  it  is  evolved.  Mr.  Browning  is  the 
greatest  dramatic  poet  since  Shakespeare, 
and,  like  Shakespeare's,  his  art  is  unique. 
It  is  to  him  that  we  must  pay  homage 
for  whatever  is  good,  great,  and  profound 
in  the  second  period  of  the  Poetic  Drama  of 
England.  It  is  not  what  his  predecessors 
sought  to  find;  it  is  not  what  Shakespeare 
found  without  seeking;  it  is  something 
never  found,  and  never  sought  before. 
That  so  strange  a  flower  should  spring  from 
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such  roots  is  marvellous.  It  is  the  Body 
blossoming  into  Soul.  Such  I  conceive  is 
Robert  Browning  and  his  work.— Stoddard, 
Richard  Henry,  1871,  Robert  BToivning, 
Appleton's  Journal,  vol.  6. 

Robert  Browning  is  a  poet  who  does  not 
understand  that  the  drama  is  a  poetical 
form  which  does  not  suit  his  genius.  He 
possesses  a  great  mind  and  much  imagina- 
tion; but  he  has  no  idea  of  dramatic  techni- 
calities. He  is  a  philosophical  poet;  but  on 
the  stage  philosophy  must  be  translated 
into  action,  and  that  is  what  Browning  has 
not  been  able  to  do.  His  poetry  much  re- 
sembles Shelley's,  but  he  has  never  suc- 
ceeded, as  the  latter  has  in  the  ''Cenci,"  in 
replacing  his  visionary  ideas  by  plastic 
forms.— SCHERR,  J.,  1874,  A  Hutory  of 
English  Literature,  tr,  M.  F.,  p.  268. 

If  there  is  any  great  quality  more  per- 
ceptible than  another  in  Mr.  Browning's  in- 
tellect, it  is  his  decisive  and  incisive  faculty 
of  thought,  his  sureness  and  intensity  of 
perception,  his  rapid  and  trenchant  reso- 
lution of  aim.  To  charge  him  with  obscurity 
is  about  as  accurate  as  to  call  Lynceus 
purblind  or  complain  of  the  sluggish  action 
of  the  telegraph  wire.  He  is  something  too 
much  the  reverse  of  obscure;  he  is  too  bril- 
liant and  subtle  for  the  ready  reader  of  a 
ready  writer  to  follow  with  any  certainty 
the  track  of  an  intelligence  which  moves 
with  such  incessant  rapidity,  or  even  to 
realise  with  what  spider-like  swiftness  and 
sagacity  his  building  spirit  leaps  and  light- 
ens to  and  fro  and  backward  and  forward  as 
it  lives  along  the  animated  line  of  its  labour, 
springs  frpm  thread  to  thread  and  darts 
from  centre  to  circumference  of  the  glitter- 
ing and  quivering  web  of  living  thought 
woven  from  the  inexhaustible  stores  of  his 
perception  and  kindled  from  tiie  inexhaust- 
ible fire  of  his  imagination.— Swinburne, 
Algernon  Charles,  1875,  Oeorge  Chap- 
man, a  Critical  Essay. 

It  was  Procter  who  first  in  my  hearing, 
twenty-five  years  ago,  put  such  an  estimate 
on  the  poetry  of  Bx)bert  Browning  that  I 
could  not  delay  any  longer  to  make  ac- 
quaintance with  his  writings.  I  remember 
to  have  been  startled  at  hearing  the  man 
who  in  his  day  had  known  so  many  poets 
declare  that  Browning  was  the  peer  of  any 
one  who  had  written  in  this  century,  and 
that,  on  the  whole,  his  genius  had  not  been 
excelled  in  his  (Procter's)  time.  "Mind 
what  I  say,"  insisted  Procter:  "Browning 


will  make  an  enduring  name,  and  give  an- 
other supreme  great  poet  to  England." — 
Fields,  Jabies  T.,  1875,  ** Barry  Cornwall" 
and  some  of  his  Friends,  Harper's  Magazine, 
vol.  51,  p.  782. 

While  Browning's  earlier  poems  are  in  the 
dramatic  form,  his  own  personality  is  mani- 
fest in  the  speech  and  movement  of  almost 
every  character  of  each  piece.  His  spirit  is 
infused,  as  if  by  metempsychosis,  within 
them  all,  and  forces  each  to  assume  a  strange 
Pentecostal  tone,  which  we  discover  to  be 
that  of  the  poet  himself.  Bass,  treble,  or 
recitative, — whether  in  pleading,  invective, 
or  banter,— the  voice  still  is  there.  But 
while  his  characters  have  a  common  man- 
ner and  diction,  we  become  so  wonted  to 
the  latter  that  it  seems  like  a  new  dialect 
which  we  have  mastered  for  the  sake  of  its 
literature.  This  feeling  is  acquired  after 
some  acquaintance  with  his  poems,  and  not 
upon  a  first  or  casual  reading  of  them.  .  .  . 
His  style  is  that  of  a  man  caught  in  a  morass 
of  ideas  through  which  he  has  to  travel, — 
wearily  floundering,  grasping  here  and 
there,  and  often  sinking  deeper  untU  there 
seems  no  prospect  of  getting  through.  .  .  . 
One  whose  verse  is  a  metrical  pariwiox.  I 
have  called  him  the  most  original  and  the 
most  unequal  of  living  poets;  he  continually 
descends  to  a  prosaic  level,  but  at  times  is 
elevated  to  the  Laureate's  highest  flights.-— 
Stedbian,  Edmund  Clarence,  1875-87, 
Victorian  Poets,  pp.  296,  301,  338. 

He  has  shown  us,  in  his  earlier  works, 
that  he  can  write  with  a  noble  simplicity 
and  clearness.  Let  us,  however,  grant  all 
the  scope  demanded  by  his  manner  of  con- 
ceiving and  representing  characters,  all  the 
freedom  necessary  to  an  ideal  of  the  dra- 
matic art  so  severe  that  it  scorns  introduc- 
tion, explanation,  or  expected  sequence; — 
still,  with  the  exercise  of  the  friendliest  tol- 
erance, we  cannot  excuse  the  reckless  dis- 
regard of  all  true  poetic  art  in  his  later 
works.  At  the  line  where  the  ethical  ele- 
ment enters  into  the  best  composition  of  an 
author's  nature,  he  seems  to  fail  us.  We 
find  personal  whim  set  above  impersonal 
laws  of  beauty;  the  defiance  of  self-asser- 
tion in  place  of  loving  obedience  to  an  ideal 
beyond  and  above  self;  and  even  petulant 
exaggeration  of  faults,  simply  because  others 
have  detected  and  properly  condemned 
them.— Taylor,  Bayard,  1876,  Three  Old 
and  Three  New  Poets,  The  International 
Review,  vol.  3,  p.  403. 
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Nothing  is  straight,  and  simple,  and  easy 
with  that  poet.  Everything  is  doubled,  and 
twisted,  and  knotted  at  both  ends,  and  the 
mere  mechanical  effort  of  the  mind,  so  to 
speak,  in  getting  at  his  meaning,  is  very 
great.— Burroughs,  John,  1876,  What 
Makes  ihe  Pad,  The  Galaxy,  vol.  22,  p.  56. 

How  to  make  an  ImiUUion  of  Mr.  Broton- 
ing.  Take  rather  a  coarse  view  of  things  in 
general.  In  the  midst  of  this  place  a  man 
and  a  woman,  her  and  her  ankles,  taste- 
fully arranged  on  a  slice  of  Italy,  or  the 
country  ab^ut  Pornic.  Cut  an  opening 
across  the  breast  of  each,  until  the  soul  be- 
comes visible,  but  be  very  careful  that  none 
of  the  body  be  lost  during  the  operation. 
Pour  into  each  breast  as  much  as  it  will  hold 
>  of  the  new  strong  wine  of  love;  and,  for  fear 
they  should  take  cold  by  exposure,  cover 
them  quickly  up  with  a  quantity  of  obscure 
classical  quotations,  a  few  familiar  allusions 
toiin  unlmown  period  of  history,  and  a  half 
destroyed  fresco  by  an  early  master,  varied 
every  now  and  then  with  a  reference  to  the 
fugues  or  toccatas  of  a  quite-forgotten  com- 
poser. If  the  poem  be  still  intelligible,  take 
a  pen  and  remove  carefully  all  the  neces- 
sary particles.— Mallock,  W.  H.,  1878, 
Every  Man  his  oum  Poet,  or  the  Inspired 
Singer^ s  Recipe  Book,  p.  20. 

Browning  is  the  very  reverse  of  Shelley 
in  this  respect;  both  have  written  one  fine 
play  and  several  fine  dramatic  composi- 
tions; but  throughout  Shelley's  poetry  the 
dramatic  spirit  is  deficient,  while  in  Brown- 
ing's it  reveals  itself  so  powerfully  that  one 
wonders  how  he  has  escaped  writing  many 
good  plays  besides  the  "Blot  in  the 
'Scutcheon"  and  that  fine  fragmentary  suc- 
cession of  scenes,  "Pippa  Passes."— Kem- 
BLE,  Frances  Ann,  1879,  Records  of  a  Girl- 
hood, p.  384. 

In  strength  and  depth  of  passion  and 
pathos,  in  wild  humor,  in  emotion  of  every 
kind,  Mr.  Browning  is  much  superior  to 
Mr.  Tennyson.  The  Poet  Laureate  is  the 
completer  man.  Mr.  Tenn3rson  is  beyond 
doubt  the  most  complete  of  the  poets  of 
Queen  Victoria's  time.  No  one  else  has  the 
same  combination  of  melody,  beauty  of 
description,  culture  and  intellectual  power. 
He  has  sweetness  and  strength  in  exquisite 
combination.  If  a  just  balance  of  poetic 
powers  were  to  be  the  crown  of  a  poet,  then 
undoubtedly  Mr.  Tennyson  must  be  pro- 
claimed the  greatest  English  poet  of  our 
time.    The  reader's  estimate  of  Browning 


and  Tennyson  will  probably  be  decided  by 
his  predilection  for  the  higher  effort  or  for 
the  more  perfect  art.  Browning's  is  surely 
the  highei:  aim  in  poetic  art;  but  of  the  art 
which  he  essays  Tennyson  is  by  far  the  com- 
pleter master.— McCarthy,  Justin,  1879, 
A  History  of  Our  Own  Times  hom  the  Acces- 
sion of  Qwetn  Victoria  to  the  Berlin  Con- 
gress, eh.  xxix. 

On  Mr.  Browning's  new  volume,  ["Dra- 
matic Idyls"]  criticism  can  find  little  to  re- 
mark. Since  "The  Ring  and  the  Book," 
the  poet's  style  and  spirit  have  crystallized 
themselves,  and  every  fresh  instalhnentcan 
only  give  us  a  littie  more  of  the  well-known 
matter  and  manner.  We  have  all  made 
up  our  minds  upon  the  subject  beforehand, 
and  are  hardly  likely  to  form  any  new 
opinion  at  this  time  of  day.  Those  who  ad- 
mire Mr.  Browning  will  admire  the  present 
idyls;  those  who  find  him  incomprehensible 
wUl  find  the  latest  addition  to  his  incom- 
prehensibles  more  incomprehensible  than 
ever.  Probably  no  poem  which  he  has  ever 
written  will  prove  a  sorer  stumbling-block 
to  bewildered  spellers-out  of  his  meaning 
than  the  all  but  inarticulate  story  of  "Ned 
Bratts."— Allen,  Grant,  1879,  Same  New 
Books,  Fortnightly  Review,  vol.  32,  p.  149. 

In  knowledge  of  many  things  he  is  neces- 
sarily superior  ti>  Shakespeare;  as  being  the 
allH*eceptive  child  of  the  century  of  science 
and  travel.  In  carefuhiess  of  construction, 
and  especially  in  the  genius  of  oonstructbg 
drama,  he  claims  not  comparison  with 
Shakespeare.  But  his  truly  Shakespearian 
genius  pre-eminently  shines  in  his  power  to 
throw  his  whole  intellect  and  empathies 
into  the  most  diverse  individualities;  to 
think  and  feel  as  one  of  them  would,  al- 
though undoubtedly  glorified  by  Brown- 
ing's genius  within.  Goethe's  canon  is; 
"The  Poet  should  seize  the  particular,  and 
he  should,  if  there  be  anythmg  sound,  thus 
represent  the  universal."  In  this  Brown- 
ing is  infallible:  but  he  is,  as  Shakespeare 
often  is,  perceptible  through  the  visor  of 
his  assumed  individuality.  Notice  the 
great  number  of  persons,  the  wide  range  of 
characters  and  specialities,  through  which 
he  speaks.— KiREMAN,  Rev.  J.,  1881,  /n- 
troduetary  Address  to  ihe  Browning  Society, 
Browning  Studies,  ed.  Berdoe,  p.  2. 

Robert  Browning  in  his  "Paracelsus" 
showed  the  failure  of  one  who  desired  at  a 
bound  to  reach  the  far  ideal;  in  "Sordello," 
showed  the  poet  before  Dante,  seeking  hiB 
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true  place  in  life,  and  finding  it  only  when 
he  became  leader  of  men  in  the  real  battle 
of  life,  and  poet  all  the  more. — Morlet, 
Henry,  1881,  0/  EtiqIuK  LUerahtre  in  the 
Reign  of  Victoria. 

Browning's  prose  and  poetry  are  alike  in 
this .  He  writes  like  a  man  who  has  a  simple 
thought  and  a  simple  end  in  view,  but  every 
step  he  takes  suggests  some  associated 
thought  and  he  is  perpetually  sweeping 
these  side  thoughts  into  the  path  he  is 
making.  The  main  thought  is  so  clear  to 
him,  and  the  end  in  view  so  distinct,  that 
he  is  hardly  aware  how  much  he  confuses  his 
expression  by  catching  at  everything  on 
one  side  and  the  other  as  he  goes. — ^ruD- 
DER,  Horace  E.,  1882,  Browning  as  an  In- 
ierpreter  of  Bronming,  Literary  World,  vol. 
13,  p.  78. 

It  is  this  love  of  mankind,  even  in  its 
meanest  and  most  degraded  forms,  that 
accounts  for  the  almost  entire  absence  of 
bitterness  and  cynicism  in  Mr.  Browning's 
works.  Blame  and  rebuke  he  can,  and  that 
in  no  measured  terms;  but  sneer  he  cannot. 
Sin  and  suffering  are  serious  things  to  him, 
and  he  is  lovingly  tender  to  weabiess.  He 
knows  nothing  of  the  craving  for  telling 
paradoxes,  and  stinging  hits,  which  besete 
the  inferior  writers  who  make  pertness  and 
smartness  supply  their  want  of  finer  quali- 
ties. Humour  he  possesses  in  no  small  de- 
gree, but  he  employs  it  on  legitimate  sub- 
jects. Ruined  lives  are  grievous  to  him, 
sore  hearts  are  sacred,  pettiness  and  vanity 
are  deplorable;  he  has  no  wish  to  transfix 
them  on  pins'  points,  and  hold  them  up  to 
the  world's  ridicule.— Lewis,  Mart  A., 
1882,  Some  Thoughts  on  Brotoning,  Mae- 
miUan's  Magazine,  vol.  46,  p.  210. 

These  early  poems  owe  much  of  their 
fascination  to  a  trait  which  is  characteristic 
of  all  Browning's  works  and  rather  puzzling 
at  fiist  sight,  namely,  that  preference  for 
giving  any  one's  thoughts  and  feelings 
rather  than  his  own  which  makes  him  one 
of  the  least  subjective  poets  of  the  century. 
He  ahnost  always  begins  by  setting  the 
reader  face  to  face  with  some  total  stranger, 
but  previous  to  1861  it  is  sure  to  be  some 
one  well  worth  being  known.  .  .  .  His 
earliest  works  will  always  be  most  read;  but 
even  what  seems  only  a  tangled  mass  of 
briars  will  be  found  to  have  its  rose-buds, 
and  to  form  the  hedge  around  a  fairy  palace 
where  beauty  slimibers,  ready  to  bless  him 
who  dares  achieve  the  entrance.— Hol- 


land, Frederic  May,  1882,  Browning  Be- 
fore and  After  1861,  Literary  World,  vol. 
13,  p.  79. 

You  ask  me  to  "describe  the  Browning 
Society,  and  set  forth  its  work  to  date." 
.  .  .  Our  main  reasons  for  starting  the 
Society  were,  that  the  manliest,  strongest, 
deepest,  and  thoughtfullest  Poet  of  our 
time  had  had  nothing  like  due  study  and 
honour  given  him;  that  he  needed  interpret- 
ing and  bringing  home  to  folk,  including 
ourselves;  that  Sis  interpretation  must  be 
done  during  his  life-time,  or  the  key  to  it 
might  be  lost;  and  that  we  could  not  get 
together  the  workers  that  we  wanted,  ex- 
cept by  forming  a  "Browning  Society."— 
FuRNiVALL,  Frederick  James,  1882,  The 
Browning  Society,  Literary  World,  vol.  13, 
p.  77. 

Robert  Browning  is  the  poet  of  Psy- 
chology.—Carpenter,  H.  Bernard,  1882, 
Robert  Browning,  Literary  World,  vol.  13, 
p.  79. 

Browning's  first  principle  or  absolute 
Truth  is  Love:  that  which  abideth  one  and 
the  same,  the  subject  and  substance  of  all 
change,  the  permanence  by  which  alone 
change  is  possible,  whose  sum  ever  "re- 
mains what  it  was  before,"  in  short,  God 
or  Truth;  for,  as  he  tells  us  in  "Fifine," 
"falsehood  is  change,"  and  "truth  is  per- 
manence. "  In  the  whole  realm  of  thought, 
including  the  laws  of  nature,  and  the  course 
of  history,  and  especially  the  lots  of  souls, 
Browning  has  essayed  to  pierce  through  the 
phenomenal  exterior,  and  the  abiding  real- 
ity that  he  reaches  and  brings  back  tidings 
of  is  Love;  Love  is  the  Truth.— Bury, 
John,  1882,  Browning's  Philosophy,  Brown- 
ing Studies,  ed.  Berdoe,  p.  31. 

The  obscurity  of  Browning  does  not  pro- 
ceed, as  with  Hugo  and  Tennyson,  in  their 
latest  period,  from  the  vague  immensity  of 
the  subjects  considered,  from  the  indefinite- 
ness  of  his  ideas,  from  the  predominance  of 
metaphysical  abstractions,  but,  on  the  con- 
trary, from  the  very  precision  of  the  ideas 
and  sentiments,  studied  in  their  remotest 
ramifications,  in  all  their  varied  complica- 
tions, and  then  presented  in  a  mass  of  ab- 
stractions and  metaphors,  now  with  the  in- 
finite minuteness  of  scholastic  argument, 
now  with  sudden  leaps  over  abysses  of 
deeper  significance.  Browning  is,  par  ex- 
ceUenee,  the  psychological  poet.— Darme»- 
teter,  James,  1883,  Essais  de  Littir- 
aiure  Anglaise. 
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A  poet  real  and  strong  is  a]wa3rs  phenom- 
enal, but  Browning  is  the  inteUectual  phe- 
nomenon of  the  last  half-century,  even  if  he 
is  not  the  poetical  aloe  of  modem  English 
literature.  His  like  we  have  never  seen  be- 
fore. He  is  not  what  he  is  by  mere  excell- 
ing. No  writer  that  ever  wrought  out  his 
fretted  fancies  in  English  verse  is  the 
model  of  him,  either  in  large,  or  in  one  trait 
or  trick  of  style.  Of  the  poets  of  the  day 
we  can  easily  see,  for  example,  that  Will- 
iam Morris  is  a  modem  Chaucer;  that 
Tennyson  has  kindred  with  all  the  great 
English  verse-makers,  and  is  the  ideal  maker 
of  correct,  high-class  English  poetry  of  the 
Victorian  era,  having  about  him  something 
of  the  regularity  and  formality  and  con- 
ventional properness  of  an  unexceptional 
model— a  beauty  like  that  of  a  drawing- 
master's  head  of  a  young  woman,  but  in- 
formed and  molded  by  the  expression  of 
noble  thoughts;  that  pagan  Swinbume  is 
Greek  in  feeling  and  Gothic  in  form,  and  so 
forth;  but  we  cannot  thus  compass  or 
classify  Browning.  Were  his  breadth  and 
his  blaze  very  much  less  than  they  are,  we 
should  still  be  obliged  to  look  at  him  as  we 
look  at  a  new  comet,  and  set  ourselves  to 
considering  whence  he  came  and  whither  he 
is  going  amid  the  immensities  and  the 
eternities.  ...  In  purpose  and  in  style 
Browning  was  at  the  very  first  the  Brown- 
ing he  has  been  these  twenty  years.  He  has 
matured  in  thought,  grown  richer  in  ex- 
perience, and  obtained  by  practice  a  greater 
mastery  over  his  materials,  without,  how- 
ever, as  I  think,  using  them  of  late  in  so 
pleasing  or  even  so  impressive  a  manner  as 
of  old;  but  otherwise  he  is  now  as  a  poet, 
and  it  would  seem  as  a  man,  much  the  same 
Robert  Browning  whose  first  writings  were 
received  with  little  praise  and  much  scoffing 
and  were  pronouhced  harsh,  uncouth, 
affected,  and  obscure.— White,  Richard 
Grant,  1883,  Selections  from  the  Poetry  of 
Robert  Browning,  Introduction. 

To  read  Landor  one  must  exert  himself, 
and  the  exertion  is  to  some  purpose.  The 
same  is  tme,  in  even  a  higher  degree,  of 
Browning,  subtle  and  penetrating,  emi- 
nently a  thinker,  exercising  our  thought 
rather  than  our  emotion ;  concrete  in  presen- 
tation, and,  when  most  felicitous,  dramatic, 
but  capricious  in  expression,  and  greatly 
deficient  in  warmth  and  music;  original  and 
unequal;  an  eclectic,  not  to  be  restricted 
in  \na  themes,  with  a  prosaic  regard  for  de- 


tails, and  a  barbaric  sense  of  color  and 
form.— Welsh,  Alfred  H.,  1883,  Develop^ 
meni  of  English  Literature^  and  Language, 
w/.n,p^368. 

Browning  is  a  dramatist  for  the  one  and 
sufficient  reason  that  he  is,  above  all,  the 
student  of  humanity.  Humanity  he  draws 
with  a  loving  and  patient  hand,  but  on  the 
one  condition  that  it  shall  be  humanity  in 
active  and  passionate  exercise.  Not  for 
him  the  beauty  of  repose;  the  still  quiet 
lights  of  meditation,  removed  from  the 
slough  and  welter  of  actual  stmggle,  make 
no  appeal  to  him;  the  apathetic  calm  of  a 
moral  human  being,  exercised  on  daQy 
uninteresting  tasks,  is  to  him  well-nigh  in- 
comprehensible; storms  and  thunder,  wind 
and  lightning,  passion  and  fury,  and  master- 
ful strength,  something  on  which  he  can 
set  the  seal  of  his  own  mgged,  eloquent, 
amorphous  verse;  something  which  he  can 
probe  and  analyse  an^  wrap  up  in  the  twista 
and  tums  of  his  most  idiomatic,  most  un- 
grammatical  style— these  are  the  subjects 
which  he  loves  to  handle.  And  so  those, 
whose  eyes  are  dazzled  by  this  excess  of 
light,  or  who  lose  their  breath  in  this  whirl 
of  hurrying  ideas,  call  him  unintelligible; 
while  those  quiet  souls  who  look  for  form 
and  measure  and  control  in  verse  deny  that 
such  uncouth  and  turgid  lines  are  poetry  at 
all.  That  Browning  should  have  essayed 
two  transcripts  from  Euripides  is  a  fact  not 
without  significance  for  the  critic,  for  he  has 
thereby  opened  to  us  the  secrets  of  his  own 
dramatic  aptitudes.— Courtney,  W.  L., 
1883,  "Robert  Browning,  Writer  of  Plays,*^ 
FortnighUy  Review,  vol.  33,  p.  888. 

It  is  not  too  much  to  say  that  Mr.  Brown- 
ing has  not  only  ignored  the  general  practice 
of  the  great  poets,  but  has  designedly  in- 
verted it.  The  pleasure  which  we  derive 
from  poetry  in  general  arises  from  the  beauty 
of  its  form;  we  forget  the  workman  in 
his  work.  But  the  prevailing  impression 
created  by  "Jocoseria"  is  formlessness^ 
together  with  the  constant  presence  of  Ifr. 
Browning.  Several  of  the  poems  in  the 
volume  are  so  obscure  that  it  is  impossible 
to  discover  the  poet's  intention.  In  others, 
if  the  track  of  his  idea  is  momentarily  vis- 
ible, it  is  almost  immediately  withdrawn 
behind  a  cloud  of  words;  he  sets  us  down  in 
the  middle  of  a  monologue,  from  which,  if 
we  surrender  our  imagination  to  him,  he 
will  constmct  us  a  drama;  or  he  plunges 
us  into  a  labyrinth  of  metaphysics  in  which 
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''panting  thought  toils  after  him  in  vain/' 

— COURTHOPB,  WiLUAlf  JOHN,  1883,  "  Jo- 

coieria/'  NaHonal  Review,  vol.  1,  p.  552. 

No  other  English  poet,  living  or  dead, 
Shakespeare  excepted,  has  so  heaped  up 
human  interest  for  his  readers  as  has  Rob- 
ert Browning.  ...  No  poet  has  such  a 
l^lery  as  Shakespeare,  but  of  our  modem 
poets  Browning  comes  nearest  him.  .  .  • 
The  last  quotation  shall  be  from  the  veri- 
table Browning— of  one  of  those  poetical 
audacities  none  ever  dared  but  the  Dan  ton 
of  modem  poetry.  Audacious  in  its  familiar 
realism,  in  its  total  disregard  of  poetical 
environment,  in  its  mgged  abmptness:  but 
supremely  successful,  and  alive  with  emo- 
tion. .  .  .  It  is  therefore  idle  to  arraign 
Mr.  Browning's  later  method  and  style  for 
possessing  difficulties  and  intricacies  which 
are  inherent  to  it.  The  method,  at  all 
events,  has  an  interest  of  its  own,  a  strength 
of  ite  own,  a  grandeur  of  ito  own.  If  you 
do  not  like  it,  you  must  leave  it  alone.  You 
are  fond,  you  say,  of  romantic  poetry;  well, 
then,  teke  down  your  Spenser  and  Qualify 
yourself  to  join  "the  small  transfigured 
band''  of  those  who  are  able  to  take  their 
Bible-oaths  they  have  read  their  ''Faerie 
Queen"  all  through.  The  company,  though 
small,  is  delightful. — Birrbll,  Augustine, 
1884,  ObiierDida,  pp.  70,  71, 81,  88. 

The  wide  range  of  his  work  i^  one  of  his 
strongest  characteristics,  and  he  is  remark- 
able for  the  depth  and  versatility  of  his 
knowledge  of  human  nature.  No  poet  was 
ever  more  learned,  more  exact,  and  more 
thorough.  Ruskin  has  said  that  he  is 
simply  unerring  in  every  line.  Of  all  the 
poete,  except  Shakspeare,  he  is  the  most 
subjective—a  thinker,  a  student,  and  an 
anatomist  of  the  soul.  This  is  the  chief 
reason  why  he  has  not  been  more  recognized. 
Both  he  and  Wordsworth  see  the  infinite — 
the  latter  in  nature,  the  former  in  the  soul. 
Browning  looks  into  the  soul,  and  loves  to 
see  it  as  God  sees  it.  No  poet  has  more  com- 
pletely merged  his  own  individuality  in  his 
work.  ...  It  is  not  from  any  lack  of 
power  of  melody  that  the  poet  lays  himself 
open  to  the  charge  of  harshness,  nor  is  his 
rouglmess  due  to  carelessness  nor  defiance. 
He  can  use  melody  both  varied  and  ex- 
quisite. The  strength  of  his  poetry,  how- 
ever, is  in  ite  sense,  and  not  in  ite  form.  As 
to  the  charge  of  obscurity,  this  may  be  ex- 
plained by  the  fact  that  his  thoughte  are 
deep  and  he  deals  often  with  the  terrible 
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and  grotesque.  He  is  full  of  strange  phrases 
and  recondite  allusions,  but  he  is  a  writer  on 
obscure  subjecte,  not  an  obscure  writer.  He 
does  not  write  down  to  the  level  of  the  so- 
ciety journal  or  the  fashionable  romance. 
Many  of  his  i^eoes  of  word-painting,  on  the 
other  hand,  stand  comparatively  with  those 
of  Tennyson  himself  .  .  .  .  He  is  essen- 
tially the  poet  of  humanity.  .  .  .  In  aU  of 
Browning's  poems  there  is  something,  as 
Mr.  Lowdl  has  said,  that  makes  for  rel^n, 
devotion,  and  self-sacrifice.  His  teaching  is 
better,  braver,  manlier,  more  cheerful,  more 
healthy  and  more  religious  than  all  that  haa 
ever  before  passed  for  poetry.  He  is  pre- 
eminentiy  a  poet  of  conscience,  a  poet  of 
love,  and  apoet  of  tme  religion.— Farrar^ 
Frederic  Wiluam,  1885,  Lectwre  an  Rob* 
ert  BrounUng. 

Mr.  Browning  can  constract  a  mind,  as 
the  geologist  does  a  skeleton.  And  this 
simile  gives  us  the  clue  to  all  his  poetry;  he 
is  a  mentel  anatomist.  His  power  and  his 
ridll,  in  his  own  peculiar  province,  are  un- 
deniable; and  among  his  English  contem- 
poraries unequ)EtIled.  Though,  in  spite  of 
his  unrivalled  power  of  describing  char- 
acter, we  cannot  call  him  a  great  dramatist; 
tiiat  is,  if  we  mean  by  dramas,  complete 
plays,  because  Mr.  Browning's  anatomical 
instincte,  tiie  minuteness  of  his  dissection  of 
individual  characters,  spoil  his  phiys  as 
wholes.  His  dramas,  like  most  of  his  lyrics, 
are  revelations  of  individual  minds;  and  his 
searching  power  of  showing  single  char^ 
acters  prevente  him  from  completing  his 

EUys;  he  is  a  subtie  dramatic  poet,  then, 
ut  not  a  great  dramatist.  .  .  .  His  ad- 
nurers  cannot,  in  much  of  his  work,  caU  him 
beautiful;  the  wildest  of  them  cannot,  in 
much  of  his  work,  call  him  musical;  so  that 
two  important  qualities  of  good  poetry  are 
not  found  always  in  his.  It  is  undoubtedly 
far  better  to  have  thought  like  Mr.  Brown- 
ing's, than  the  most  exquisite  wording  if  it 
is  empty  of  meaning;  and  it  tekes  a  greater 
man  to  give  us  suon  thought.  But  when 
we  concede  this  to  the  enthusiasts  of  the 
Browning  Society  we  should  remind  our- 
selves that  those  poete  whom  the  world 
considers  the  greatest  are  conspicuous  for 
their  form,  for  their  splendid  workmanship. 
All  their  mental  powers  might  remain,  but 
\  had  they  expressed  their  minds  less  well, 
>  we  should  certainly  not  rank  them  so  high 
as  artiste.— Galton,  Arthur,  1885,  Ui^ 
hana  Seripta,  pp.  59, 66. 
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Browning,  however,  follows  out  all  the 
complexities  and  sinuosities  of  reflection  in 
his  characters.  Every  important  action,  in 
the  human  being,  proceeds  from  innumer- 
able little  turnings  and  twistings  of  the 
mind,  flashes  of  revery,  conflicting  senti- 
ments and  impulses.  AU  these  Browning 
interprets  better  than  the  actual  creatures 
could;  for,  although  we  are  sometimes 
aware  that  our  motives  are  subtle  and  in- 
tricate, we  are  seldom  able  to  analyze  them. 
The  very  copiousness  of  his  illustrations, 
his  wealth  of  simile,  his  tangle  of  clause 
within  clause,  are  the  means  of  art  which 
make  it  possible  for  Browning  to  trace  the 
complexities  and  mirror  them  so  wonder- 
fully. He  does  not  present  them  literally, 
any  more  than  the  purely  objective  dra- 
matists do.  He  merely  employs  another 
kind  of  symbol.  His  is  diflfuse;  theirs  is 
succinct.  But  his  way  is  equally  truthful, 
and  it  is  new.  It  not  only  presents  the 
figure  and  the  action,  but  also  presents  the 
mind,  irradiated  by  a  mysterious  and  vivid 
interior  light.— Lathrop,  George  Parsons, 
1886,  RepreserUaHve  Poenu  of  Living  Poets, 
ed.  Oilder,  Introduction,  p.  xix. 

Archdeacon  Farrar  thinks  Mr.  Browning 
"obscure  only  in  the  sense  that  his  thoughts 
are  profound,"  and  that  his  obscurity  is 
"  simply  verbal,  the  result  of  an  idiosyncrasy 
which  has  become  a  habit."  I  suppose  the 
meaning  of  this  to  be  that  Mr.  Browning's 
thought  is  never  clouded,  and  that  any 
difficulty  in  his  writings  arises  from  the  in- 
adequacy of  the  poet's  expression.  I  think 
the  latter  is  a  very  great  injustice  to  Mr. 
Browning,  who  may  have  written  some 
things  hard  to  understand,  but  never  fails 
to  say— if  in  his  own  manner— just  what  he 
means  to  say.  The  only  real  difficulty  is 
to  arrive  at  his  meaning  when  the  expres- 
sion is  merely  the  husk  of  the  thought. 
This  is  not  often  a  difficulty.  Mr.  Browning 
is  a  lucid  thinker,  and  his  drift  is  ahnost  al- 
ways plam.  Caliban,  Karshish  and  his 
other  monologists  leave  nothing  in  doubt; 
but  to  this  lucidity  I  find  a  notable  excep- 
tion in  some  verses  In  ''Men  and  Women." 
—Cooke,  J.  Esten,  1886,  Afr.  Brouming's 
Great  Puzzle,  The  Critic,  vol.  8.  p.  201. 

"Childe  Roland  to  the  Dark  Tower 
Came,"  a  poem  for  which  I  have  a  deeper 
and  keener  personal  affection  than  for  any 
other  poem  in  the  language,  and  to  which 
individually  I  owe  more  moral  inspiration 
than  to  any  other  product  of  modem  liter- 


ature. ...  To  me  "Childe  Roland"  is  the 
most  supreme  expression  of  noble  allegiance 
to  an  ideal— the  most  absolute  faithfulness 
to  a  principle  regardless  of  all  else;  perhaps 
I  cannot  better  express  what  I  mean  than 
by  saying  the  most  thrilling  crystallization 
of  that  most  noble  of  human  sentiments,  of 
which  a  bright  flower  is  the  motto  Nobletee 
oblige.—BATES,  Arlo,  1886,  Mr.  Brown- 
ing's  Great  Puzzle  Again,  The  Critic,  vol. 
8,  pp.  231,  232. 

It  may  as  well  be  confessed  at  the  outset 
of  any  study  of  Browning  that  he  does  not 
observe  the  methods  which  have  been 
evolved  by  the  years  as  most  effective  for 
the  embodiment  of  thought.  We  must 
grant  also  that  this  is  a  conscious  and  de- 
Uberate  act.  A  man  who  can  command 
music  like  that  in  the  Song  from  ''A  Blot  in 
the  'Scutcheon, "  or  vigor  like  that  in  "Cav- 
alier Tunes,"  is  not  forced  to  express  him- 
self so  blindly  as  in  the  last  ten  Unes  of  the 
/nvcM^o^itm  from  "The  Ring  and  the  Book," 
or  so  harshly  as  in  '*Red  Cotton  Night- 
Cap  Country."  He  chooses  so  to  express 
himself.  .  .  .  Browning  knows  English 
poetry  as  few  of  his  critics  know  it.  He 
knows,  also,  how  to  make  smooth  verse 
which  shall  tell  its  story  to  him  who  runs. 
Granting  these  facts,  it  is  no  more  than  fair 
that  we  treat  with  respect  both  the  poet 
and  his  large  following,  and  ask  if  our  no- 
tions about  art  may  not  need  reconstruc- 
tion.—Herset,  Heloise  E.,  1886,  Select 
Poems  of  Robert  Browning,  Introduction. 

In  an  age  when  on  every  wind  comes 
borne  the  cry  of  realism,  he  remains  faithful 
to  the  spirit  of  idealism.  He  finds  the  soul 
to  be  that  which  transcends  all  other  facts 
and  laws.  To  him  it  is  the  one  supreme  fact. 
That  is  the  one  phenomenon  he  desires  to 
study.  To  an  investigation  of  it,  in  all  its 
many  phases,  he  has  devoted  his  life.  He 
has  been  as  eager  to  look  into  the  history  of 
a  soul  as  the  scientist  is  to  investigate  the 
history  of  a  star  or  earth-worm.  He  has 
felt  that  the  individual  man  is  worth  more 
than  any  other  fact  or  law,  that  he  is  the 
one  unique  phenomenon  the  world  presents, 
and  that  he  alone  gives  the  inquirer  an 
adequate  object  of  thought.  There  are  in 
the  soul  heights,  and  depths,  and  glories, 
and  expanses  of  outi^hing  m3rstery, 
which  Browning  has  seen  with  eyes  wonder- 
set  and  a  mind  zealous  to  know  the  truth. 
Browning  has  exerted  an  influence  on 
literature  as  fresh  and  suggestive  as  that 
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of  Carlyle  or  Emerson.  He  has  the  same 
unique  power,  he  has  the  same  subtle  gift 
of  insight,  and  he  has  the  same  inten&ity  of 
conviction  which  those  men  possessed.  He 
is  an  original  force  in  literature,  never  an 
imitator,  but  one  to  arouse  and  to  stimulate 
all  who  come  after  him.  He  stands  apart  by 
himself  as  a  poet.  He  had  no  forerunner, 
and  he  is  likely  to  have  no  successor.— 
Ck)OKE,  Georqe  Wilus,  1886,  PoeU  and 
Problems,  p.  277. 

To  him,  whose  craft,  so  subtly  terse, 
(WhUe  lesser  mincls,  for  music's  sake, 
From  single  thoughts  whole  cantos  make), 

Includes  a  poem  in  a  verse; — 

To  him,  whose  penetrative  art. 
With  spheric  knowledge  only  his, 
Dissects  by  keen  analysis 

The  wiliest  secrets  of  the  heart; — 

To  him,  who  rounds  us  perfect  wholes, 
Where  wisdom,  wit,  and  love  combine; 
Chief  praise  be  this: — he  wrote  no  line 

That  could  cause  pain  in  childlike  souls. 

—Fleay,  Frederick  Gard,  1886,  A  Chron- 
ide  Hiftory  of  the  Life  and  Work  of  WUHam 
Shahsepeare,  p.  5. 

O  strongHsoul'd  singer  of  high  themes  and  wide — 
Thrice  noble  in  thy  work  and  life  alike — 
Thy  genius  glides  upon  a  sea  whose  tide 
Heaves  with  a  pain  and  passion  infinite! 
Men's  hearts  laid  bare  beneath  thy  pitying 

touch; 
Strong  words  that    comfort  all  o'er-wearied 

much; 
Thoughts   whose   calm   cadence   moulds  our 

spirit-life, 
Gives  strength  to  bravely  bear  amid  world- 
strife; 
And  one  large  Hope,  full  orb'd  as  simmier  sim, 
That  souls  shall  surely  meet  when  LIFE  is  won  I 
So  round  thy  heart  our  grateful  thanks  entwine: 
Men  are  the  better  for  these  songs  of  thine! 
At  eve  thy  muse  doth  o'er  us  mellower  swell. 
Strong  with  the  strength  of  life  lived  long  and 

well. 
— KiNGSLAND,  WiLUAM  G.,  1886,  Robert 
Browning:  Chief  Poet  of  the  Age,  p.  3. 

One  other  book  I  must  mention,  for  it 
affected  at  least  the  form  of  any  work  I 
have  done  in  letters  more  than  any  other. 
In  a  bookseller's  shop  here  one  day— I  dare 
hardly  say  how  many  years  ago,  but  I  was 
still  in  my  teens,  still  in  the  stage  when 
books  fashion  us,  and  are  not  merely  used 
by  us— I  picked  up  some  pamphlets,  in  yel- 
low paper  covers,  and  printed  in  double 
columns.  I  had  never  before  heard  the 
author's  name,  and  his  form  of  publica- 
tion was  very  unusual  for  poetry.  There 
was  but  one  copy  in  the  shop,  and  no  one 


had  even  asked  the  price  of  it.  The  name 
of  the  yellow  pamphlet  I  first  picked  up 
was  curious.  '*  Bells  and  Pomegranates,  by 
Robert  Browning"— what  could  it  mean? 
One  glance,  however,  discovered  to  me  that 
here  was  a  true  singer.  Of  course,  I  had 
read  all  that  Tennyson  had  then  published 
with  the  delight  and  admiration  which  it 
could  not  fail  to  give.  But  something  in 
these  fresh,  rough  dramatic  lyrics  seized  on 
me  in  that  book-shop,  and  I  became  the 
possessor,  I  believe,  of  the  only  copy  of 
Browning  then  in  Edinburgh.  Very  soon  I 
was  pestering  all  my  friends  to  read  them, 
or  to  hear  me  read  them,  successfully  in 
some  cases,  but  to  other  people  they  were 
caviare.  I  do  not  know  that  any  of  his 
works  since  published,  except,  perhaps, 
"Men  and  Women"  and  (in  parts)  "The 
Ring  and  the  Book,"  have  given  me  any- 
thing like  the  same  pleasure  as  I  got  from 
those  early  yellow-paper  pamphlets.  Sorry 
I  am  that  they  have  somehow  vanished, 
among  the  comelier  editions  that  now 
occupy  my  shelves,  for  the  sight  of  them 
again  might  revive  some  of  the  glory  of 
those  old  nights  when  friends— all  gone  now 
—gathered  m  my  lodging,  and,  amid  clouds 
of  smoke,  I  recited  "How  I  brought  the 
Good  News  from  Aix  to  Ghent,"  or  "The 
Flight  of  the  Duchess,"  or  "What's  be- 
come of  Waring?"  These  poems  were  not 
only  a  joy  to  me;  they  were  also  a  power. 
They  helped  me,  at  least,  to  find  what  lit- 
tle vein  might  be  in  me. — Smith,  Wai/ter 
C,  1887,  Books  which  Have  Influenced  Me, 
p.  95. 

Browning's  language  is  almost  always 
very  hard  to  understand;  but  the  meaning, 
when  we  have  got  at  it,  is  well  worth  all  the 
trouble  that  may  have  been  taken  to  reach 
it.  His  poems  are  more  full  of  thought  and 
more  rich  in  experience  than  those  of  any 
other  English  writer  except  Shakespeare. 
The  thoughts  and  emotions  which  throng 
his  mind  at  the  same  moment  so  crowd 
upon  and  josUe  each  other,  become  so  in- 
extricably intermingled,  that  it  is  very 
often  extremely  difficult  for  us  to  make  out 
any  meaning  at  all.  Then  many  of  his 
thoughts  are  so  subtle  and  so  profound  that  ) 
they  cannot  easily  be  drawn  up  from  the 
depths  in  which  they  lie.  No  man  can 
write  with  greater  directness,  greater  lyric 
vigour,  fire,' and  impulse,  than  Browning 
when  he  chooses— write  more  clearly  and 
forcibly  about  such  subjects  as  love  and  war; 
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but  it  is  very  seldom  that  he  does  choose. 
The  infinite  complexity  of  human  life  and 
its  manifold  experiences  have  seized  and 
imprisoned  his  imaj^ation;  and  it  is  not 
often  that  he  speaks  in  a  clear,  free  voice.— 
Mbiklejohn,  J.  M.  D.,  1887,  The  English 
Language:  It$  Qfammar^  History  and  Liter- 
ature, p.  358. 

If  the  varied  and  sometimes  conflicting 
tendencies  of  tiie  time  are  reflected  by  the 
Laureate,  its  master-passion  is  incarnated 
in  Robert  Browning.  Browning  is  essen- 
tially the  poet  of  man.  He  can  make  poetry 
of  anything,  so  long  as  it  concerns  a  human 
being.  In  a  dramatic  age  he  would  have 
been  a  great  dramatic  poet,  but  the  con- 
ditions of  his  time,  unfavourable  to  this 
kind  of  excellence,  have  led  him  to  devise 
dramatic  situations  rather  than  complete 
plays,  and  to  cast  his  best  thought  into 
intense,  impassioned  monologues. — Gab- 
NETT,  Richard,  1887,  The  Rdgn  of  Queen 
Victoria,  ed.  Ward,  vol.  n,  p.  461. 

In  the  natural  order  of  things,  he  who  is 
susceptible  in  youth  to  the  influence  of 
Foster  will  one  da^  find  himself  led<M4>tive 
by  Robert  Brownmg.  Many-sided  as  this 
most  masculine  anof  thought-laden  of  our 
poets  is,  he  will  find  many  readers  who  have 
not  graduated  in  Foster's  school.  But  he 
who  has  relished  the  independence,  the 
rugged  originality,  the  fruitfulness  of  the 
one,  can  scarcely  fail  to  be  strongly  at- 
tracted by  the  ottier.  ItwassaidofCrabbe 
that  he  was  "Pope  in  worsted  stocldngs:" 
it  is  (][uite  as  true  to  say  that  Foster  is 
Brownmg  in  worsted  stockings.  There  is 
the  same  robust  fibre  of  thought,  the  same 
pioneering  fearlessness,  but  family  likeness 
to  the  lecturer  and  essayist  is  scarcely 
recognisable  in  the  travelled  poet  who  has 
lived  in  every  human  condition,  and  by  the 
marvellous  power  of  poetic  genius  read  from 
the  inside  the  thoughts  and  the  life  of 
every  age.  Shakespeare  is  more  simply 
human,  and  in  normal  human  life  has  a 
wider  range.  Browning  has  no  women  so 
lovable,  no  fools  so  motiey,  no  clowns  so 
irreastible;  nor  have  the  bulk  of  his  char- 
acters that  inexplicable  touch  which  makes 
them  live  and  walk  as  real  persons.  But 
could  Shakespeare  himself  have  entered 
into  a  Ned  Bratts,  or  a  Bishop  Blougram, 
or  a  Fra  lippo  Lippi,  as  Browning  has  done? 
For  what  Browning  lacks  in  universality  he 
has  made  up  for  by  culture,  by  that  en- 
largement and  enlightenment  which  the 


religious  problems  of  our  own  day  have 
brought,  and  by  confronting  the  Christian 
faith  with  every  phase  of  individual  ex- 
perience and  of  the  general  progress  of 
thought  among  men.  But  of  Browning 
others  can  bettw  speak,  though  few  can 
have  found  in  him  so  unfailing  a  stimulus. 
— DoDS,  Marcus,  1887,  Books  which  Have 
Influenced  Me,  p.  109. 

''A  Death  in  the  Desert,''  can  be  only 
partly  understood  by  itself.  It  must  be 
studied  with  its  whole  environment.  The 
circumstances  of  its  production  must  be 
considered;  knowledge  of  the  poet's  princi- 
ples and  methods,  acquired  by  study  of  his 
other  works,  must  be  brought  to  bear  on  it 
It  needs  that  freedom  of  interpretation 
which  he  always  seems  to  demand.  For 
whUe  he  is  lavish  in  suggestion,  he  is  very 
chary  of  information.  Vary  rarely  does  he 
give  his  readers  ready-made  opinions.  His 
teaching  stimulates,  it  does  not  forestall, 
thought.— Glazebrook,  Mrs.  M.  G.,  1887, 
"  A  Death  in  the  Desert, "  Browning  Studies, 
ed.  Berdoe,  p.  225. 

Here  was,  again,  a  poet  whose  thoughts 
fell  at  once  into  the  dramatic  form,  whose 
characters  unfolded  themselves  by  act  and 
speech,  whose  treatment  of  subject  in- 
volved a  rising  interest  and  a  progresave 
movement,  terminating  in  an  adequate  de- 
nouement, while  the  verse  bore  the  impress 
which  lives  in  Shakespeare  and  his  con- 
temporaries, and  in  ''Marlowe's  miehty 
line,"  an  heir  to  the  feUowship  of  &ose 
writers  who  have  made  the  drama's  his- 
tory sublime  and  achieved  the  highest  fame. 
A  Uttle  familiarity  with  the  mechanism  of 
t^e  theatre,  such  as  Shakespeare,  Alfieri,  or 
Goldoni  had,  such  as  all  the  successful 
dramatists  have  had,  and  we  should  possess 
great  plays  as  well  as  great  poems  from  the 
pen  of  Robert  Browning.  Then  the  grand 
traits  of  his  two  heroines  in  the  dramatic 
poem  "In  a  Balcony"  would  have  shone  in 
the  theatrical  frame  resplendent  with  the 
Antoinette  of  Giacometii  or  the  Ophelia 
and  Portia  of  Shakespeare;  while  the  'Tlisht 
of  the  Duchesss"  and  otho*  remarkable 
poems  would  have  obeyed  the  grand  laws  of 
the  dramatic  form,  and  gone  into  line  with 
the  creations  of  those  great  poets  with 
whom  only  Browning  may  be  classed — 
"the  immortal  names  that  were  not  bom  to 
die."— Barrett,  Lawrence,  1887,  A  Blot 
in  the  'Scutcheon  and  Other  Dramas,  ed. 
Rolfe  and  Hersey,  p.  14. 
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Then  I  came  in  contact  with  the  robust 
genius  of  Robert  Browning.  His  sensuous 
carnations  glorified  my  wilderness;  amid 
them  moved  actual  man  and  woman,  naked 
and  not  ashamed.  The  pale,  bloodless 
figures  of  my  Oxonian  romances  were 
dismissed;  in  their  place  moved  Pippa, 
Colombo,  Valence,  Kildred,  the  gypsy 
duchess.  —  Conway,  Moncurb  Danisl, 
1888,  Booki  That  Have  Helped  Me,  p.  95. 

The  clearest  eyes  in  all  the  world  they  read 
With  flense  more  keen  and  spirit  of  sight  more 

true 
Than  bums  and  thrills  in  sunrise,  when  the  dew 
Flames,  and  absorbs  the  glory  round  it  shed, 
As  they  the  light  of  ages  quick  and  dead, 
Closed  now,  forsake  us:  yet  the  shaft  that  slew 
Can  slay  not  one  of  all  the  woiks  we  knew. 
Nor  death  discrown  that  many-laurelled  head. 
The  works  of  words  whose  life  seems  li^tning 

wrought, 
And  moulded  of  unconquerable  thought, 
And  quickened  with  imperishable  flame, 
Stand  fast  and  shine  and  smUe,  assured  that 

nought 
May  fade  of  all  their  myriad-moulded  fame, 
Nor  England's  memory  clasp  not  Browning's 

name. 

-Swinburne,  Algernon  Charles,  1889, 
A  Seqvmce  of  Sonnets  on  the  Death  of  Robert 
BroiDning,  Fortnightly  Review,  vol.  55,  p.  1. 

If  aspirations  were  indeed  achievement^ 
Robert  Browning  would  have  been  the 
greatest  name  in  the  roll  of  English  poets; 
and  even  as  it  is,  his  work  will  rank  among 
the  greatest  spiritual  forces  of  England.— 
Jacobs,  Joseph,  1889,  Robert  Browning, 
Literary  Studiee,  p.  115. 

The  truth  is  tiiat,  from  a  fortunate  fusion 
of  several  races  and  characters,  we  find 
united  in  Browning  the  poet's  sensuous 
love  of  all  earthly  beauty,  keen  ear  for 
rhythm  and  turn  of  speech,  pregnant  elo* 
quence  and  high  range  of  thought  and 
image,  run  through  by  a  steel  fibre  of  un- 
flinchmg  probity  and  courage,  high  mystic 
and  rehjnous  tendencies,  plulosophic  in- 
sijght,  pbistic  and  perceptive  gifts,  and 
vvile  stability.  But  he  is  nececBarily,  by 
this  very  fusion,  a  poet  of  a  unique  growth. 
It  is  waste  of  time  to  compare  or  associate 
him  with  other  poets,  English  or  not— to 
draw  parallels  as  to  style  or  cast  of  thought; 
and,  though  you  may  parody,  you  can 
never  imitate  him.  It  has  taken  tiie  Eng- 
lish people  nearly  half-a-century  to  make 
up  their  minds  about  him  in  any  large  num- 
bers; an  even  now  a  great  majority  of  his 
admirers  seek  philosophy  where  they  might 


easily  find  live  men  and  women.  To  Brown- 
ing, from  the  minutest  detail  of  gesture  or 
habit  to  the  most  thrilling  psychobgical  cri- 
sis, all  humanity  has  been  welcome  material ; 
while  in  actual  poetic  construction  the  man- 
ner of  a  phrase  or  even  a  grotesque  rhyme 
have,  when  needful,  been  as  carefully 
studied  in  producing  and  finishing  a  mental 
portrait  or  scene  as  have  his  most  resonant 
and  majestic  passages  of  poetic  eloquence. 
— Nbttlbship,  John  T.,  1889,  Robert 
Browning,  The  Academy,  vol.  36,  p.  406. 

The  radical  cause  for  the  want  of  dra- 
matic life  in  most  of  Mr.  Browning's  char- 
acters lies  in  his  novel  dramatic  form;  but 
whether  the  age  or  the  author  is  at  fault,  it 
must  be  plain  to  any  careful  readier  that  Hr. 
Browning  is  mcapable  of  using  a  better 
form.  There  is  just  enough  of  the  dramatic 
tincture  to  body  forth  uie  man  thinking, 
not  the  man  acting.  The  end  in  view,  I 
maintain,  does  not  alwajrs  seem  to  be  thor- 
oughly poetical  or  artistic;  but  for  the 
portrayal  of  a  single  creature,  careless  of y 
his  surroundings  and  embodiment,— yet 
with  perhaps  Uie  utmost  fidelity  to  the 
phases  of  mental  life,— to  draw  a  supposi- 
tious being  whose  every  thought  and  pur- 
pose, whose  very  soul  shall  be  as  nature 
plans,  no  more  effective  process  could  be  de- 
vised. Were  the  author  to  have  less  of  the 
dramatic  form,  there  would  be  an  entire 
absence  of  human  interest;  were  he  to  in- 
troduce more,  the  characters  drawn  would 
be  objective  ones.  We  have  the  mental 
man  all  but  stripped  of  his  bodily  mould.— 
Morris,  Harrison  S.,  1889,  Browning 
versus  Browning,  Poet^are,  vol.  1,  p.  411. 

A  mother's  lovel  And  tiiat  mother  di- 
vine! I  cannot  conceive  of  any  higher 
effort  of  religious  ideality.  Yet  nowhere  in 
Browning  have  I  found  any  just  apprecia- 
tion of  this  supreme  ideal  of  love.  He 
touches  it  rarely  and  coldly.  Would  you 
know  the  reason?  I  will  tell  you.  Browning 
is  not  simply  a  Christian;  he  is  a  Protestant 
Christian,  a  Protestant  Anglican  Christian, 
at  times  an  intolerant  and  polemical  Chris- 
tian, as  we  see  displayed  in  some  unpleas- 
ant passages  in  ''Christmas  Eve  and  Easter 
Day,"  in  the  "Story  of  Pomic,"  and  else- 
where.  Hence  his  lack  of  poetic  sympathy 
with  other  forms  of  belief .—Brinton,  Dan- 
iel G.,  1889,  Faeettes  of  Love,  from  Brown- 
ing, Poet4ore,  vol.  1,  p.  26. 

There  is  no  poet  of  our  time  more  orig- 
inal, be  that  ori^mality  good  or  bad,  than 
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Browning.  .  .  .  There  is  no  poetry  on 
which  opinions  are  so  much  divided,  none 
so  at  variance  with  preconceived  ideas, 
none,  therefore,  which  it  is  so  difficult 
fairly  to  appreciate.  There  is  no  poet  of 
our  time  so  uneven,  none  so  voluminous, 
none  so  obscure.  .  .  .  His  poetry,  then,  is 
for  Browning,  but  a  form  of  activity,  a 
means  of  realizing  his  own  individuality. 
He  is  not  an  Eglamour;  his  poetry  is  not  the 
end  of  his  existence;  he  does  not  submit  to 
his  art,  nor  sacrifice  his  perfection  as  a 
man  to  the  perfection  of  his  work.  Like 
Goethe,  he  writes  not  so  much  to  produce  a 
great  work,— to  please  others,  as  to  afford 
play  to  his  own  individuality.  Necessarily, 
then,  as  he  points  out  in  "Sordello,''  his 
work  is  imperfect.  He  has  himself  rather 
than  his  reader  in  view.  He  is  seeking  to 
give  complete  and  accurate  expression  to 
what  is  within  him,  rather  than  to  give 
beauty  and  artistic  completeness  to  his 
work.  Accordingly,  the  incongruous  and 
non-essential  from  the  artistic  point  of  view, 
he  does  not  prune  away;  these  are  needful 
for  the  true  and  complete  expression  of  his 
own  mind.— Alexander,  Wiluam  John, 
1889,  An  Introduction  to  (he  Poetry  of  RoJh 
ert  Browning,  pp.  2,  210. 
Gone  from  us!  that  strong  singer  of  late  days — 
Sweet  singer  should  be  strong — ^who,  tarrying 

here, 
Chose  still  rough  music  for  his  themes  austere, 
Hard-headed,  aye  but  tender-hearted  lays, 
CarefuUy  careless,  garden  half,  half  maz«. 
His  thoughts  he  sang,  deep  thoughts  to  think- 

eis  dear. 
Now  flashing  under  gleam  of  smile  or  tear, 
Now  veiled  in  language  like  a  breezy  haze 
Chance-pienced  by  sunbeams  from  the  lake  it 

covers. 
He  sang  man's  ways — ^not  heights  of  sage  or 

saint, 
Not  highways  broad,  not  haunts  endeared  to 

lovers; 
He  sang  life's  b3rways,  sang  its  angles  quaint. 
Its  Runic  lore  inscribed  on  stave  or  stone; 
Song's  short-hand  strain  — its  key  oft  his  alone. 

— DeVere,  Aubrey,  1890,  Robert  Brovm- 
ing,  MaemtUan's  Magazine,  vol.  61,  p.  258. 
It  is  as  hard  to  explain  how  one  got  to 
like  Browning,  as  it  would  be  (to  me)  to  ex- 
plain why  I  put  Beethoven  above  Mozart; 
and  why  I  cannot  help  confessing  Bach  to 
be  of  higher  order  than  Handel,  though 
Handel  has  written  things  that  seem  to  me 
Divine.  I  can  only  tell  you  my  experience. 
Of  course  I  have  known  Browning,  in  a 
way,  for  years;  but  I  never  took  to  him.    I 


had  not  laughed  at  him,  because  I  instinc- 
tively felt  that  he  was  a  person  to  stand  in 
awe  of;  and  I  hokl  it  wro^g  to  laugh  where 
there  are  evidences  of  truth  and  gmntnnw 
But  I  am  afraid  I  sometimes  smiled  at 
Browningites.  .  .  .  Oddness  was  not  the 
word  for  much  of  all  this;  the  poet  was 
writing,  not  in  a  grand  robe,  but  in  his  shirt- 
sleeves, and  making  faces  at  you.  But 
through  it  all  was  the  deep  sense  of  truth, 
lighted  up  with  gleams  of  beauty,  such  as 
did  not  belong  to  any  poetry  I  knew.— 
Church,  Richard  William,  1890,  To  Stanr 
ley  Withers,  Feb.  9;  Life  and  Letters  of  Dean 
Chwreh,  ed.  his  Davjghier,  pp.  413,  414. 

His  verse  is  subtle,  for  he  wrote  of  the 
springs  of  human  action  as  revealed  in  a 
thousand  situations.  Shidcespeare  sum- 
moned all  the  world  to  act  upon  his  stage. 
Browning  tested  each  individual  soul  in  his 
crucible  and  compelled  it  to  deliver  up 
such  secrets  of  the  inner  life  as  no  previous 
analysis  had  disclosed.  His  verse  is  so 
strong  that  he  may  well  be  called  the  poet 
of  energy.  Though  he  wrote  some  stuizas 
of  surpassing  grace,  the  quality  of  strength 
has  made  his  fame,  which  will  be  lasting,  for 
his  theme  was  high.  That  the  spirit  of  man 
is  great  and  immortal,  because  always  cap- 
able of  effort  towards  an  ideal  beyond,  is 
the  truth  to  which  he  was  constant.  Such 
was  his  philosophy.— BiGELOW,  Walter 
Storrs,  1890,  Robert  Browning,  The  Magor 
zine  of  Poetry,  vol.  2,  p.  204. 

Browning  lived  to  realise  the  myth  of  the 
Inexhaustible  Bottle.— Henlet,  Willum 
Ernest,  1890,  Views  and  Reviews,  p.  84. 

No  poet  ever  had  more  perfect  oppor- 
tunity to  study  woman's  character  in  its 
sweetest  and  noblest  aspects  than  Mr. 
Browning,  and  nowhere  does  this  great 
artist  show  more  consummate  power,  or 
more  delicate  intuition,  than  in  his  portiid- 
ture  of  women.  Independently  of  all  mere 
conventional  claim  on  our  sympathy,  re- 
lying by  no  means  exclusively  upon  slender 
forms,  taper  fingers,  ruby  lips,  or  the  like, 
Mr.  Browning's  women  step  out  of  shadow- 
land  into  the  atmosphere  of  breathing 
humanity.  They  have  theur  adorable  per- 
fections and  imperfections;  they  are  fem- 
inine to  the  very  core.  Each  word-painting 
of  physical  beauty  has  its  spiritual  counter- 
part in  characters  whose  every  outward 
trait  bespeaks  a  corresponding  moral  qual- 
ity.—Ireland,  Annie  E.,  1890,  Browning's 
Types  of  Womanhood,  The  Woman's  World. 
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Browning  is  animated  by  a  robust  opti- 
mism,  turning  fearless  somersaults  upon  the 
brink  of  the  abyss.  .  .  .  And  then  Brown- 
ing loomed  on  the  horizon,  surely  the  brawn- 
iest neo-Elizabethan  Titan  whom  our  age 
has  seen,  and  whom  it  has  latterly  chosen 
to  adore.— Symonds,  John  Addington, 
1890,  Euays,  SpeeulaHve  and  Suggestive,  vol 
II,  pp.  246,  262. 

When  Browning's  enormous  influence 
upon  the  spiritual  and  mental  life  of  our  day 
— an  influence  ever  shaping  itself  to  wise 
and  beautiful  issues— shall  have  lost  much 
of  its  immediate  import,  there  will  still 
surely  be  discerned  in  his  work  a  formative 
energy  whose  resultant  is  pure  poetic  gain. 
—Sharp,  William,  1890,  Life  of  Robert 
Brovming  (Great  Writers),  p.  200. 

if  his  creations  were  ill-clothed  in  their 
bodies  of  clay,  the  breath  that  he  blew  into 
their  nostrils  was  life  of  the  most  concen- 
trated and  passionate  sort.  As  works  of  art 
his  poems  are  abnormal  and  altogether  un- 
classifiable;  but  as  emanations  they  are 
strangely  and  superbly  influential  with  tiiie 
imagination  of  a  S3rmpathetic  reader  (that 
is  whenever  they  are  comprehensible  at  all), 
and  there  is  that  in  them  which  leaves  no 
question  of  the  man's  uncommon  genius. 
All  through,  from  first  to  last,  the  optimism 
of  a  sane  and  hopeful  soul  shines  with  fas- 
cinating intensity.  .  .  .  He  was  surcharged 
with  song,  but  his  vocal  organ  was  not  of 
the  singing  sort.  In  this  he  and  Emerson 
were  alike  to  a  degree;  they  forgot  the  tune 
in  the  tremendous  struggle  with  the  mean- 
ing of  the  words,  and  they  lost  the  words 
too  often  in  the  overwhelming  rush  of  the 
thought.  l\finds  thus  constituted  can  create 
dramas,  but  they  cannot  limit  the  creations 
so  as  to  bring  them  within  a  unit  of  expres- 
sion. ...  A  great  man  he  was,*  with  an 
imagination  and  a  poetic  vision  of  abso- 
lute power;  this  must,  I  think,  be  the  final 
word;  but  he  lacked  the  supreme  gift  of 
artistic  expression  through  verse,  an  ex- 
pression which,  first  of  all,  is  luminous,  direct 
and  simple.— Thompson,  Maurice,  1890, 
Browning  as  a  Poet,  America,  Jan.  2. 

His  work  is  related  to  the  ideal  life  of  the 
nation  as  Carlyle's  is  related  to  its  practical 
life;  and  if  his  influence  has  not  been 
wielded  over  quite*  so  long  a  period  as  was 
that  of  the  author  of  "sartor  Resartus" 
it  has,  on  the  other  hand,  extended  over  a 
more  feverishly  active  time.  .  .  .  That  he 
was  a  real  poet  in  the  sense  of  having  writ- 


ten real  poetry  will  be  admitted  by  every 
competent  critic.  But  it  will  have,  I  fear, 
to  be  added  that  no  poet  so  eminent  as  Mr. 
Browning  has  ever  left  behind  him  so  large 
a  body  of  brilliant,  profound,  inspiring 
literature,  wherein  the  essential  character- 
istics of  poetry  will  be  sought  in  vain.— 
Traill,  Henry  Duff,  1890,  Robert  Brown- 
ing, National  Review,  vol.  14,  pp.  593,  597. 

Nay,  when  he  died  the  most  fashionable 
of  the  London  daily  papers  wrote  of  him  in 
a  tone  of  supercUious  patronage,  with  a  sort 
of  apology  to  its  butterfly  readers  for  asking 
their  attention  to  a  writer  so  remote  from 
their  world  as  Browning.  That  is  behind 
the  time  and  foolish,  yet  I  suspect  that 
Browning's  poetry  was  far  less  known  to 
tiie  world  of  London  than  Browning  him- 
self. So  far  as  he  was  read  in  society— which 
reads  little— he  was  read  by  the  younger 
generation  of  fashionable  people;  to  the 
older  he  was,  I  might  almost  say,  unknown. 
He  was  literally  unknown  to  some.  I  have 
heard  the  mention  of  his  name  followed  by 
the  remark:  "Browning?  Is  he  not  an 
American  novelist."  The  lady  who  put 
that  question  is  an  ornament  of  society,, 
full  of  every  kind  of  social  intelligence,  and 
it  was  not  many  years  ago.  I  doubt  whether 
he  has  ever  been  the  poet  of  the  classes. 
The  masses,  or  some  of  them,  were  prob- 
ably those  who  read  him  most.  The  critics 
have  praised  him  with  very  large  reserva* 
tions.  But  there  was  a  class  of  readers 
neither  literary  or  smart  who  found  in 
Browning  something  they  wanted,  and 
who  for  the  sake  of  the  kernel  were  willing 
to  prick  their  fingers  with  th6  husk  or  bruise 
their  joints  over  the  shell.  They  are  the 
people  to  whom  the  problems  of  life  are 
everything,  and  what  drew  them  to  Brown- 
ing was  his  penetration  and  power  in 
handling  these  problems.  —  Smallet, 
George  W.,  1890,  London  Letter,  New  York 
Tribune. 

Robert  Browning  wrote  the  sonnet  rarely, 
possibly  because  he  disliked  its  restraints; 
possibly  he  purposed  to  let  no  lesser  light  of 
his  shine  by  the  side  of  the  ''Sonnets  from 
the  Portuguese. "  The  " Helen's  Tower  "  is 
graceful  complimentary  and  occasional 
verse,  but  would  not  be  quoted  save  for  its 
personal  interest.  Any  one,  however,  who 
studies  Browning's  poetry  will  see  how  in- 
apt the  sonnet  form  is  for  the  wilful,  eccen- 
tric orbits  in  which  his  genius  loved  to 
move.— Crandall,  Charles  H.,  1890,  ed. 
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ReprMeniative  Smiiets  bv  American  Poets, 
p.  77. 

Of  almost  any  one  of  Emerson's  essays 
you  can  remember  some  notable  phrases,  a 
general  atmosphere  of  that  peculiar  purity 
which  we  find  only  in  New  England,  but 
no  such  thing  as  organic  unity.  In  fact,  I 
take  it,  Emerson  hunself  could  often  have 
been  found  at  fault,  had  he  tried  to  explain 
exactly  what  he  meant.  Emerson's  obscur- 
ity comes,  I  think,  from  want  of  coherently 
systematic  thought.  Browning's,  on  tibe 
other  hand,  as  some  recent  critic  has  eagerly 
maintained,  is  only  an  "alleged  obscurity." 
What  he  meant  he  always  knew.  The 
trouble  is  that,  like  Shakspere  now  and 
then,  he  generally  meant  so  much  and  took 
so  few  words  to  say  it  in,  that  the  ordinary 
reader,  familiar  with  the  simple  diffuseness 
of  contemporary  style,  does  not  pause  over 
each  word  long  enough  to  appreciate  its 
full  significance.  What  reading  I  have  done 
in  Browning  inclines  me  to  believe  tins 
opinion  pretty  well  based.  He  had  an  in- 
exhaustible fancy,  too,  for  arranging  his 
words  in  such  order  as  no  other  human  being 
would  have  thought  of.  Generally,  I 
fancy.  Browning  could  have  told  you  what 
he  meant  by  ahnost  any  passage,  and  what 
relation  that  passage  bore  to  the  composi- 
tion of  which  it  formed  a  part;  but  it  is  not 
often  that  you  can  open  a  volume  of  Brown- 
ing and  explain,  without  a  great  deal  of 
study,  what  the  meaning  of  any  whole  page 
is.  Emerson's  indubitable  obscurity  to 
ordinary  readers  I  take  to  be  a  matter  of 
actual  thought;  Browning's  seems  rather  to 
be  a  matter  of  what  seems— even  though 
it  really  were  not— deliberate  perversity  of 
phrase.— Wendell,  Babrett,  1891,  Eng- 
Ush  CtmponHan,  p.  208. 

Browning's  writing  goes  best  in  the  bulk- 
it  is  the  general  result  that  we  enjoy,  being 
oftener  rather  distracted  than  attracted  by 
the  component  parts.  .  .  .  Browning's 
work  is  sdiut  out,  not  only  from  the  pres- 
ence of  poetry  but,  from  the  precincts  of 
"good  utterance."  Browning  need  follow 
no  predecessor  in  the  application  of  the 
fixed  laws  of  poetic  utterance,  but  he  must 
apply  these  laws  in  some  way;  he  must 
establish  the  kinship.  Where  he  does  this, 
he  is  a  poet;  where  he  does  not  do  this,  what- 
ever else  he  may  be,  he  is  not  a  poet.  The 
judgment  here  formed  is,  that  he  often  fails 
in  this  particular;  hence,  that  only  a  part, 
the  smaller  part,  of  his  writing  can  be  called 


"just,"  "legitimate,"  poetry.— Chenbt, 
John  Vance,  1891,  The  Golden  Gueu,  pp. 
133, 148. 

Browning  is  obscure,  undoubtedly,  if  a 
poem  is  reiui  for  the  first  time  without  any 
hint  as  to  its  main  purport:  the  meaning  in 
almost  every  case  lies  more  or  less  below  the 
surface;  the  superficial  idea  which  a  careless 
perusal  of  the  poem  would  afford  is  pretty 
sure  to  be  the  wrong  one.  Browning's 
poetry  is  intended  to  make  people  thi^ 
and  without  thought  the  fullest  commen- 
tary ^rill  not  help  the  reader  much.— Ber- 
DOE,  Edward,  1891-98,  The  Browning 
Cyelopadia,  Preface,  p.  vii. 

The  most  marked  litmuy  characteristic 
of  the  poetry  of  Browning  is  its  intellec- 
tuality. This  giveslt  a  twofold  recommenda- 
tion. It  invites  the  study  of  the  thoughtful. 
It  rewards  them  with  that  for  which  they 
seek,  their  object  being  not  to  gain  the  pas- 
sing pleasure  of  a  pious  sentiment,  but  the 
permanent  possession  of  a  spiritual  convic- 
tion. There  are  other  religious  poets  who 
have  written  psalms  of  life,  songs  of  devo- 
tion, hymns  of  a^iration,  which  men  have 
made  tiie  channels  of  their  prayers  and  the 
marching  music  of  their  lives.  There  are 
none  who  can  surpass  or  even  rival  Brown- 
ing in  the  chastened  beauty,  the  restrained 
but  earnest  enthusiasm,*  the  catholic  and 
genuine  sympathy  of  those  of  his  poems 
which  deal  directiy  or  indirectiy  with  the  re- 
ligious life.— Ealand,  F.,  1892,  Sermons 
from  Browning,  p.  3. 

He  is  a  stronger  and  deeper  man  than 
Tennyson;  an  incompleter  artist^  but  a 
greater  poet;  and  his  method  of  approach- 
ing doubt  wholly  differs  from  Tennyson's. 
He  loves  to  assault  it  with  sardonic  humor, 
to  undermine  it  with  subtie  suggestion, 
even  to  break  out  into  grim  laughter  as  it 
slowly  disintegrates  and  falls  into  a  cloud 
of  dust  before  his  victorious  analysis.  But 
not  the  less  does  he  sympathize  with  what- 
ever there  may  be  of  spiritual  yearning,  of 
earnest  but  baffled  purpose  in  it;  and  no 
poet  has  ever  been  quicker  than  he  to  place 
in  the  fullest  light  of  tender  recognition  the 
one  redeeming  quality  there  may  be  latent 
in  the  thing  he  hates.  For  faith,  in  Robert 
Browning,  is  a  spiritual  fire  that  never 
bums  low.  Through  whatever  labyrinth  of 
guilt  or  passion  he  may  lead  his  readers, 
God  is  ever  the  attending  presence.— Daw- 
son, W.  J.,  1892,  Quest  and  Vision,  p.  96. 

His  best  work,  the  work  which  will  last 
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when  the  noises  are  done,  is  as  simple  as  it  is 
sensuous  and  passionate;  and  it  is  entirely 
original.  It  stands  more  alone  and  distinct 
than  the  work  of  any  other  English  poet  of 
the  same  wide  range.  There  is  a  trace  of 
Shelley  in  "Paulme,"  but  for  the  rest 
Browning  is  like  Melchizedek:  he  has 
neither  father  nor  mother  in  poetry;  he  is 
without  descent;  and  he  will  be— but  this 
belongs  to  all  great  poets— without  end  of 
days.  ''Whole  in  himself  and  owed  to 
none"  may  well  be  said  of*him,  and  it  is  a 
great  deal  to  say.— Brooke,  SropfORD  A., 
1892,  Impre$riani  of  Browning  and  kis  Art, 
Century  Magazine,  vol.  45,  p.  244. 

Mr.  Browning  had  a  style,  a  very  remark- 
able one,  but  of  Style  he  is  absolutely  desti- 
tute, for  his  literary  manner  is  one  of  rapid 
volubility  and  constant  eagerness— quali- 
ties eternally  opposed  to  dignity,  to  Style, 
whose  very  essence  is  its  proud  way  of  never 
pressing  itself  upon  you.— Watson,  Will- 
iam, 1893,  Exeureioni  in  Criticim,  p.  106. 

Here  at  last  was  the  second  Shakespeare, 
but  with  no  audience  yet  prepared. . . .  Thus 
forty  years  after  Browning  seemed  to  him- 
self and  the  world  to  have  been  forgotten, 
he  is  rediscovered  as  one  of  the  world's 
great  seers,  hailed  as  the  i>rophet  of  a  new 
era,  and  vindicated  as  the  chief  poet  of  the 
century.  No  man  longer  calls  in  question 
his  greatness  or  his  mission.  Asfastasmen 
and  women  attain  the  capacity  to  int^ret 
his  concentrative  figures  and  appreciate  his 
types,  they  are  drawn  to  him.  Until  eye 
and  ear  have  been  prepared,  Raphael  and 
Mozart  mean  less  thtti  their  inferiors.  Each 
mind  must  overtake  in  its  own  develop- 
ment the  progress  of  the  race  at  large,  or  it 
will  declare  the  best  thought  and  sentiment 
of  its  times  meaningless— though  it  thereby 
but  publish  its  own  inchoate  and  arrested 
culture.  Not  so  very  long  ago  it  was  popu- 
lar to  decry  the  symphonies  of  Beethoven, 
but  little  by  little  the  presumption  has  be- 
come general,  even  among  those  unversed 
in  music,  that  the  fault  is  not  with  Beet- 
hoven, but  with  the  undisceming  hearer. 
SimUarly,  within  the  last  five  years  the 
once  frequent  girds  at  Brownii^have  dis- 
appeared from  public  print.  What  with 
clubs,  societies,  and  college  study,  what 
with  the  ever-increasing  output  of  primers, 
handbooks,  and  commentaries,  tiie  per- 
suasion is  abroad  that  this  poet  evinces  the 
loftiest  ideals  yet  revealed  in  our  literature, 
as  well  as  ful^  its  long  delayed  and  often 


repeated  prophecy  of  power.— Shxriian,  L. 
A.,  1893,  Analytici  of  LUeratwre,  pp.  101, 
102. 

If  Browning's  genius  has  remained  k>ng 
unrecognized  and  unhonoured  among  his 
contemporaries,  the  frequent  harshness  and 
obscurity  of  his  expression  must  not  bear 
the  whole  responsibility.  His  thought  holds 
so  much  that  is  novel,  so  much  that  is  as  yet 
unadjusted  to  knowledge,  art,  and  actaal 
living,  that  its  complete  apprehension  even 
by  the  most  open-minded  must  be  slow  and 
long  dehyed.  No  English  poet  ev^  de- 
manded more  of  his  reisers,  and  none  has 
ever  had  more  to  give  them.  Since  Shake- 
speare no  maker  of  English  verse  has  seen 
life  on  so  many  sides,  entered  into  it  with 
such  intensity  of  sympathy  and  imagina- 
tion, and  pierced  it  to  so  many  centiis  of 
its  energy  and  motivity.  No  other  has  so 
completely  mastered  tibe  larger  movement 
of  modem  thought  on  the  constructive  side, 
or  so  deeply  felt  and  so  adequately  inter- 
preted the  modem  spirit  ...  Of  all  Eng- 
lish poets  he  is  the  most  difficult  to  classify, 
and  his  origmality  as  a  tliinker  is  no  less 
striking.  It  is  true  of  him,  as  of  most  great 
thinkers,  that  his  real  contribution  to  our 
common  fund  of  thought  lies  not  so  much  in 
the  disclosure  of  entirely  new  troths  as  in 
fresh  and  fruitful  application  of  troths  al- 
ready known;  in  a  survey  of  life  complete, 
adequate,  and  altogether  novel  in  the  clear- 
ness and  harmony  with  which  afew  funda- 
mental conceptions  are  shown  to  be  sover- 
eign throughout  the  whole  sphere  of  being. 
It  is  not  too  much  to  say  of  Browning  that 
of  all  English  poets  he  has  rationalized  life 
most  thoroughly.  In  the  range  of  his  in- 
terests and  the  scope  of  his  thought  he  is  a 
man  of  Shakespearian  mould.  —  Mabie, 
HAifn/roN  Wright,  1893,  Enaye  in  LUer- 
ary  Interpreiaiion,  pp.  103, 110. 

He  is  less  thoroughly  an  artist  than 
Tennyson,  but  not  nec^sarily  on  that  ac- 
count less  a  poet.  I  recall  only  one  poem  of 
Browning  which  is  absolutely  without 
thought.  I  may  raise  a  clamor  of  protest 
when  I  say  that  this  one  is  ''CMde  Roland 
to  the  Dark  Tower  came.''  In  this  we  have 
simply  a  picture.  We  may  put  a  meaning 
into  it,  but  to  ask  what  the  poet  meant  by 
it  is  to  apeal  to  the  fancy.  I  do  not  say 
that  the  poet  had  not  an  allegory  in  hk 
mind  when  he  wrote;  I  simply  say  that  the 
allegory  is  not  in  the  poiem.— Evkrett, 
Charles  Carroll,  1893,  Tennyeon  and 
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Brauming  <u  Spiritual  Forces,  New  World, 
vol.  2,  p.  241. 

Browning  seems  destined  to  take  the  place 
of  Pope  and  to  vex  the  minds  of  future  gen- 
erations (for  a  very  different  reason,  how- 
ever) with  the  query,  "Is  he  a  poet?" 
Whatever  Pope's  deficiency  in  matter  may 
be,  no  one  ever  questioned  his  supremacy  in 
words.  He  sent  his  verbal  shafts  with  the 
accuracy  of  Ulysses  through  all  the  rings  of 
opinion  until  they  fastened  firmly  in  his 
target,  the  human  mind.  But  it  would 
take  an  order  of  the  King  to  put  any  of 
Browning's  phrases  into  general  circula- 
tion.—MooRE,  Charles  Leonard,  1893, 
The  Future  of  Poetry,  The  Forum,  vol.  14,  p. 
774. 

Browning,  though  never  popular,  was  an 
indefatigable  writer,  who  bore  the  neglect 
of  his  countrymen  with  serene  good-himi- 
our,  and  persisted  in  the  choice  of  recondite 
subjects,  an  eccentric  method  of  treatment, 
a  style  of  versification  generally  hsush  and 
abrupt,  and  a  style  of  l^guage  now  pedan- 
tic and  now  familiar,  and  frequency  ob- 
scure. His  rhymes,  too,  are  often  Hudi- 
brastic,  without  being  effective.  His  philo- 
sophical reasonings,  and  even  his  narratives, 
are  difficult  to  follow;  the  reader  arises  from 
several  perusals  with  only  a  vague  idea  of 
the  author's  plan  or  meaning.  One  who  runs 
cannot  read  Browning;  he  demands  the 
study  of  a  specialist.  Yet  specialists  assure 
us  that  if  he  is  difficult  to  understand,  the 
delight  of  understanding  him  is  ample  com- 
pensation for  all  the  toil  which  tibe  diffi- 
culties he  interposes  entail,  and  that  he  is 
inferior  only  to  Shakespeare  in  the  richness, 
subtlety,  and  suggestiveness  of  his  thought. 
That  he  could  be  intelligible  and  forcible  on 
a  first  reading  when  he  chose  is  weU  proved 
by  such  pieces  as  "  The  Pied  Piper, "  "  Hervd 
Kiel,"  "How  they  Brought  the  Good  News 
from  Ghent  to  Aix,"  etc.— Robertson,  J. 
LOGIE,  1894,  A  History  o^nglish  Ldteraiure, 

The  humour  of  Robert  Browning  was  not 
a  dominating  constituent  in  his  intellectual 
endowment,  but  it  was  certainly  an  essen- 
tial one.  Were  we  to  remove  from  his 
work  the  passages  in  which  its  presence  is 
obvious,  even  to  the  hasty,  careless  reader, 
and  those  still  more  numerous  passages 
where  it  eludes  the  pointing  finger  or  tiie 
frame  of  quotation  marks,  and  yet,  like  the 
onion  in  Sydney  Smith's  salad,  "unsus- 
spected,  ammates  the  whole,"  the  result 


would  be,  not  merely  impoverishment,  but 
transformation.  We  should  feel  not  merely 
that  something  had  gone,  but  that  what  re- 
mained had  lost  a  certain  indefinable  qual- 
ity of  interest  and  charm.  ...  A  birge 
proportion  of  Browning's  humour— wit- 
ness such  characteristic  poems  as  "Bishop 
Blougram's  Apology"  and  "Sluidge,  the 
Mediimi"— takes  the  form  of  deUcato  irony, 
where  the  something  said  is  delicately 
poised  against  the  something  implied,  and 
we  are  niade  to  feel  the  attraction  of  both. 
Browning's  satirical  irony  always  preserves 
the  geniality  which  is  of  the  essence  of  true 
humour;  it  may  be  mordant,  but  it  is  never 
scarifying;  like  sununer  lightning  it  illum- 
inates, yet  does  not  bum.— Noble,  James 
ASHCROFT,  1894,  The  PoeU  and  ike  Poetry 
of  the  Century,  Humour,  Society,  Parody, 
and  Occasional  Verse,  ed.  Miles,  pp.  337, 
339. 

Browning's  style  may  be  compared  to  a 
Swiss  pasture,  where  the  green  meadows 
which  form  the  foreground  of  a  sublime 
landscape  are  yet  combered  with  awkward 
blocks  and  boulders — things  not  without  a 
certain  roug£  dignity  of  their  own,  but 
essentially  out  of  place.— Benson,  Arthur 
Christopher,  1894,  Essays,  p.  298. 

Robert  Browning  is  the  one  poet  who  has 
taken  human  life  for  his  exclusive  province; 
and  his  method  has  for  its  very  soul  ttie 
tracing  of  development.  .  .  .  The  vigorous 
spirit  of  Browning  roams  over  all  the  world, 
scanning  the  island  off  the  coasts  of  Lebanon 
as  the  wolf-haunted  forests  of  Russia.  fVom 
''Paracelsus,"  more  ^fuU  of  the  spirit  of 
Luther's  Germany  than  the  casual  reader 
dreams,  and  ''Sordello,"  more  full  of  the 
spirit  and  facts  of  pre-Dantean  Italy  than 
tiie  casual  reader  likes,  on  through  dramas 
and  monologues  and  epics  to  the  mobile 
and  vivid  Hellenic  studies  of  his  later  years, 
Browning  shows  a  more  frankly  human 
and  unaesthetic  interest  in  the  past  and  a 
wider  sympathy  than  any  other  poet. . . . 
The  immense  vitality  and  wide  productive- 
ness of  Browning  demand  classification,  but 
the  classification  is  not  yet  found.  Optimist, 
realist,  mystic  we  may  call  him  if  we  will, 
yet  all  the  while  we  Imow  that  the  epithet 
touches  only  one  side  of  his  great  and  placid 
nature.  Bk  robust  versatility  serenely  de- 
fies compression  into  a  phrase.  Yet  if,  with 
the  fatuous  affection  of  mortal  man  for 
labels,  we  insist  on  knowing  by  whose  side 
he  is  to  be  put,  we  shall  find,  I  believe,  his 
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faiiest  abiding-place  if  we  name  him  with 
the  great  masters  of  Ionic  Art.  Humor,  and 
liumor  tinged  with  irony,  is  the  moei  dia- 
tiacthne,  if  90t  ti»  noit  importeat,  ele- 
ment in  his  genius.  Its  bitter  aroma  is 
never  long  absent.  We  believe  that  we 
breathe  the  pure  air  of  the  sublime,  and  a 
gust  of  satire  slaps  us  sharply  in  the  face. 
We  feel  ourselves  wrapt  in  religious  ecstasy; 
hey  I  presto !  We  are  in  the  coarsest  region 
of  grotesque.— ScuDDBR,  Vida  D.,  1895, 
The  Life  of  the  Spirit  in  the  Modem  Engliih 
PoeU,  pp.  25, 148,  202. 

It  is  ahnost  too  hackneyed  to  call  Brown- 
ing a  Gothic  man,  but  it  is  irresistibly  true. 
The  typical  Greek  loved  life  for  its  own 
sweet  sake,  fully  enjoyed  it,  wished  it  no 
other,  only  unending.  Browning,  as  an- 
other great  EngHshman  has  frankly  con- 
fessed, could  not  have  endured  heaven  it- 
self under  such  conditions.  Stri^les, 
ascent,  growth,  were  sweet  to  him.  To  be 
still  learning  was  better  than  to  know.— 
Lawton,  Wiluam  Cranston,  1895,  The 
Classical  Element  in  Brovmnffz  Poetry^ 
The  Boston  Browning  Society  Papen,  p.  336. 

It  is  impossible  for  any  intelligent  ad- 
mirer to  maintain,  except  as  a  paradox, 
that  his  strange  modulations,  his  cacoph- 
onies of  rhythm  and  rhyme,  his  occa- 
sional adoption  of  the  foreshortened  lan- 
guage of  the  telegraph  or  the  comic  stage, 
and  many  other  peculiarities  of  lus,  were 
not  things  which  a  more  perfect  art  would 
have  either  absorbed  and  transformed,  or  at 
least  have  indulged  in  with  far  less  luxuri- 
ance. Nor  does  it  seem  much  more  reason- 
able for  anybody  to  contend  that  his  fashion 
of  soul-diesection  at  a  hard-gallop,  in 
drama,  in  monologue,  in  lay  sermon,  was 
not  lai^^ely,  even  grossly,  abused.  .  .  . 
Even  his  longer  poems,  in  which  his  faults 
were  most  apparent,  possessed  an  individu- 
ality of  the  first  order,  combined  the  mtel- 
lectual  with  no  small  part  of  the  sensual  at- 
traction of  poetry  after  a  fashion  not  other- 
wise paralleled  in  England  since  Dryden, 
and  provided  an  ordinary  body  of  poetical 
exercise  and  amusement.  The  pathos,  the 
power,  at  times  the  humor,  of  the  singular 
soul-studies  which  he  was  so  fond  of  pro- 
jecting with  little  accessory  of  background 
upon  his  canvas,  could  not  be  deni^,  and 
have  not  often  been  excelled.— Saints- 
bury,  George,  1896,  A  History  of  Nine- 
teenth Century  Literature,  pp.  273,  274. 

Browning  is  a  poet  who  very  frequentiy 


mentions  God,  and  who  a  number  of  1 
has  elabcwmtriy  miituu  ooDDBRiing  bis 
JHtore  and  his  relations  to  man.  The 
Brguments  in  question  are  frequently 
stated  in  dramatic  form,  and  not  as  Brown- 
ing's own  utterances.  Paracelsus,  Caliban, 
David  in  the  poem  ''Saul,''  both  Count 
Guide  and  the  Pope  in  "The  Ring  and  the 
Book,"  Fustin  the"Parleyings,"and  Ferish- 
tah,  are  all  permitted  to  expound  their 
theology  at  considerable  length.  Karshish, 
Abt  Vogler,  Rabbi  Ben  Ezra,  Ixion,  and  a 
number  of  others,  define  views  about  God 
which  are  more  briefly  stated,  but  not 
necessarily  less  comprehensible.  On  the 
other  hand,  there  are  the  two  poems, 
"Christmas  Eve,"  and  "Easter  Day," 
which,  without  abandonmg  the  dramatic 
method,  approach  nearer  to  indicating,  al- 
though they  do  not  directly  express.  Brown- 
ing's personal  views  of  the  theistic  problem. 
These  poems  are  important,  although  they 
must  not  be  taken  too  literally,  finally,  in 
"La  Saisiaz,"  and  in  the  "Reverie"  in 
"Asolando,"  Browning  has  entirely  laid 
aside  the  dramatic  form,  and  has  spoken  in 
his  own  person  concerning  his  attitude 
towards  theolo^.— Rotce,  Josiah,  1896, 
Browniuffs  Theism,  The  Boston  Brovming 
Society  Papers,  p.  15. 

From  first  to  last  Browning  portrayed 
life  either  developing  or  at  some  crucial 
moment,  the  outcome  of  past  development, 
or  the  determinative  influence  for  future 
growth  or  decay.  His  interest  in  the  phe- 
nomena of  life  as  a  whole,  freed  him  from 
the  trammels  of  any  literary  cult.  He  steps 
out  from  under  the  yoke  of  the  classicist, 
where  only  gods  and  heroes  have  leave  to 
breathe;  and,  equally,  from  that  of  the  ro- 
manticist, where  kings  and  persons  of  qual- 
ity alone  flourish.  Wherever  he  found 
latent  possibilities  of  character,  which  might 
be  made  to  expand  under  the  glare  of  his 
brilliant  imagination,  whether  in  hero,  king, 
or  knave,  that  being  he  chose  to  set  before 
his  readers  as  a  living  individuality  to  show 
whereof  he  was  made,  either  through  his 
own  ruminations  or  through  the  force  of 
circimistances.— Porter,  OaARLOTTE,  and 
Clarke,  Helen  A.,  1896,  ed.  Poems  of  Roth 
ert  Browning,  p.  26. 

To  sum  up  our  imperfect  sketch  of  this 
strangely  interesting  poet,  perplexing,  dis- 
appointing, and  fascmating,  Browning  is 
confessedly  and  skbo ve  all  a  teacher,  whetiier 
directly,  or  when  he  offers  us  his  superb 
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gallery  of  semi-Klrainatic  characters  and 
situations— semi-dramatic,  or  rather,  per- 
haps, intended  to  be  such.  For,  every- 
where, among  all  sorts  and  conditions  of 
men  and  things,  how  seldom  does  Brown- 
ing— despite  his  disclaimers — escape  from 
Browning!  Often,  one  might  say,  if  he  has 
one  eye  upon  his  subject,  the  other  is  on 
himself.  Hence,  I  suppose,  many  as  are  the 
scenes  of  passion  which  he  has  given,  one 
note,  last  and  sweetest— the  note  of  disin- 
terested love— is  found  all  too  rarely.  These 
idiosyncrasies  inevitably  more  or  less  suffuse 
his  limdscape.  With  its  many  peculiar  mer- 
its, it  rarely  seems  able  to  touch  the  inner 
soul  of  Nature  herself;  it  lacks  charm; 
hardly  ever  is  the  verse  musical,  never  en- 
chanted:—unique,  indeed,  to  the  core;  yet 
not  leaving  the  heart  wholly  satisfied.— 
Palqrave,  Francis  Turner,  1896,  Landr 
scape  in  Poetry,  p.  264. 

Of  all  poets  none  was  more  intensely 
hostile  to  Parody  than  Robert  Browning. 
This  may  have  been  the  result  of  his  dii- 
appoinbnent  at  not  being  genaiilly  recog- 
nized as  his  own  parodist,  since  many  of  his 
lines  might  well  pass  for  parodies  of  those 
tiiat  precede  them.  His  ramshackle  blank 
verse,  with  its  jagged,  jolting  lines  bristling 
with  prepositions,  conjunctions,  and  inter- 
jections, its  contractions  and  elisions,  its 
intrusive  parentheses,  its  smallest  of  jokes 
and  poorest  of  puns,  its  pedantic  display  of 
untimely  erudition,  and  aimless  wandering 
from  the  subject  in  hand,  render  it  the  des- 
pair of  tiie  would-be  parodist.  Before 
Browning  exaggeration  stands  appalled: 
the  master  himself  wallows  in  such  obscur- 
ity and  mazy  verbiage  that  when  Parody 
has  done  its  best  it  finds  itself  after  aU  only 
imitation.— Martin,  A.  S.,  1896,  On  Par- 
ody,  p.  109. 

Browning  himself  was  the  son  of  one 
classical  scholar— and  the  husband  of  an- 
other. He  was  lulled  to  sleep  as  a  child  in 
his  father's  library  with  the  Greek  verses  of 
Anacreon  (or  rather  the  Anacreontics,  we 
suspect).  If  we  interpret  the  poem  ''De- 
velopment'' literally,  he  began  Gk^k  by 
his  eighth  year,  and  read  Homer  through  as 
soon  as  he  had  "ripened  somewhat,"  which 
would  hardly  point  beyond  his  twelfth 
summer.  Certainly  Browning  as  a  student 
must  have  been  ftdly  acquainted  with  the 
best  Greek  and  Roman  poets  in  their  own 
speech.  Balauption,  however,  his  first  im- 
portant essay  in  translation,  appeared  in 


the  poet's  rizHeth  year.  If  we  examine  tiie 
whole  body  of  his  work  up  to  that  time,  we 
shaU  find  surprisingly  little  of  direct  allu- 
sion, even,  to  classical  themes  and  persons. 
...  In  choice  of  subjects,  in  the  point  of 
view  from  which  he  studied  them,  and  in 
the  mass  and  measure  of  treatment,  Brown- 
ing was  pre-eminentiy  un-Greek,  unclassical. 
— Lawton,  W.  C,  1896,  The  Clameal  Ele- 
ment in  Brouming*9  Poetry,  American  JouT" 
nal  ofPhUology,  vol  17,  pp.  197,  200. 

Browning's  relation  to  Christianity  and 
to  all  that  is  involved  in  a  belief  in  Chris- 
tianity is  undoubtedly  one  of  the  chief 
points  of  interest  in  his  writings,  and  ac- 
counts, I  suspect,  for  the  extraordinary 
Eopularity  which  during  late  years  they 
ave  attained.  .  .  .  The  gist  and  nucleus 
of  Browning's  philosophy  of  life,  may  be 
said  to  be  summed  up  in  that  couplet  in 
the  " Ring  and  the  Book,"  " life  is  proba- 
tion, and  the  earth  no  goal  but  starting 
point  for  man."— Collins,  John  Chur- 
TON,  1896,  Browning  and  Christianiiy^ 
Saturday  Review,  vol.  81,  pp.  343, 344. 

The  ''Dramatic  Lyrics,"  and  ''Men  and 
Women,"  seem  to  our  mind  the  most  char- 
acteristically valuable  of  this  virile  poef  a 
contributions  to  English  literature.  Hiough 
his  whole  occupation  is  with  problems  of  tiie 
inner  nature,  and  problems,  moreover  (as  a 
previous  critic  has  noted),  less  deep  than 
deviouSi  yet  his  sane  and  impartial  voice, 
sometimes,  in  them,  trembles  with  pathos 
aU  the  more  effective  because  it  is  so  suddoi, 
restrained,  and  brief.— Thoicpson,  Fran- 
cis, 1897,  Academy  PartraiU,  The  Academy, 
vol.  51,  p.  500. 

He  never  caught  the  popular  ear— he  has  ' 
never  tried  to  catch  it.  His  productions 
have  had  to  make  their  way  against  storms 
of  criticism,  but  they  have  b^  read  by  a 
continually  increacdng  number  of  thouj^t- 
ful  people.  Whatever  the  student  of  liter- 
ature may  think  of  Browning,  he  must  take 
account  of  the  fact  that  never  before  was 
there  a  writer  of  verse  for  the  study  of  whose 
writings  during  his  lifetime  clubs  were 
formed  in  every  large  city  of  both  hemis- 
pheres—the proceedings  of  some  of  these 
clubs  being  regularly  published,  like  the 
transactions  of  learned  societies.  ...  He 
cares  not  so  much  for  the  result  as  for  the 
process— he  describes,  not  so  much  inci- 
dents, as  people's  impressions  of  theuL  •  .  . 
Rarely,  if  ever,  has  this  writer's  verse  any 
tinge  of  the  objective,  much  less  of  the  ^ic. 
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•  .  .  Browning  is  greatest  as  a  creative 
genius;  less  great  as  an  idealizer;  least  great 
as  a  literary  artist.  .  .  .  Emotion,  music, 
moe— these  are  not  so  native  to  Robert 
Browning  as  thought.  The  philosopher 
often  overtops  the  poet.— Strong,  Augub- 
Tua  HoPDNB,  1897,  The  Oreat  PoeU  and 
ikeir  Theology,  pp.  378, 382, 400, 409. 

What  is  (»BJled  the  ''roughness'' of  Brown- 
ing's verse  is  at  all  evente  never  the  rough- 
ness  that  comes  from  mismanagement  or 
disregard  of  the  form  chosen.  He  has  an 
unerring  ear  for  time  and  quantity;  and  his 
subordination  to  the  laws  of  his  metre  is  ex- 
traordinary in  its  minuteness.  Of  ringing 
lines  there  are  many;  of  broadly  sonorous 
or  softly  melodious  ones  but  few;  and 
especialfjr  (if  one  chooses  to  go  into  details 
of  techmc)  he  seems  curiously  without  that 
use  of  the  broad  vowels  which  underlies  the 
melody  of  so  many  great  passages  of  English 
poetry.  Except  m  the  one  remarkable  in- 
stance of ''  How  We  Carried  the  Good  News 
from  Ghent  to  Aix,"  there  is  littie  onom»» 
topoBia,  and  almost  no  note  of  the  flute;  no 
''moan  of  doves  in  immemorial  elms''  or 
"lucent  sirops  tinct  with  cinnamon."  On 
the  other  hand,  in  his  management  of 
metres  like  that  of  "Love  Amone  the 
Ruins,"  for  instance,  he  shows  a  different 
side;  tiie  pure  lyrics  in  "Pippa  Passes"  and 
elsewhere  sing  themselves;  and  there  are 
memorable  cadences  in  some  of  the  more 
meditative  poems,  like  "By  the  Fireside." 
— Btjrungame,  E.  L.,  1897,.  Library  of  the 
World*  e  Beei  LUeraiwre,  ed.  Warner,  voL  v, 
p.  2564. 

I  began  to  read  the  two  poets  about  tiie 
same  period,  1841,  when  I  was  not  quite 
eighteen,  and  long  before  the  coUected 
poems  of  either  had  been  brought  tosetiier. 
I  then  read  them  both  constantly  and  knew 
by  heart  most  of  those  of  Tennyson,  in 
particular,  before  I  was  twenty  years  old. 
To  my  amazement  I  now  find  that  I  can 
read  these  last  but  littie;  the  charm  of  the 
versification  remains,  but  they  seem  to 
yield  me  notiiing  new;  whereas  the  earlier 
poems  of  Browning,  "Paracelsus,"  "Sor- 
dello,"  "Bells  and  Pomegranates"— to 
which  last  I  was  among  the  original  sub- 
scribers—appear just  as  rich  a  mine  as 
ever;  I  read  them  over  and  over,  never  quite 
reaching  the  ^d  of  them.  In  case  I  were 
going  to  prison  and  could  have  but  one 
book,  I  should  think  it  a  calamity  to  have 
Tennyson  offered  me  instead  of  Browning, 


simply  because  Browning  has  proved  him- 
self to  possess,  for  me  at  least,  so  much  more 
staying  power.  —  Higginson,  Thohas 
Wentwobth,  1897,  The  Biography  of 
Brouming'B  Fame,  The  Boeion  Brouming 
Society  Papen,  p.  5. 

He  could  not  quote  Greek  verses,  but  he 
was  steeped  in  the  Greek  tragedians  and 
lyric  poets.  Of  course  this  classical  sym- 
pathy was  but  one  side  of  his  poetry.  Brown- 
mg  was  full  of  svmpathy,  nay,  of  worship, 
for  anything  noble  and  true  in  literature, 
ancient  or  modem.  And  what  was  most  de- 
lightful in  him  was  his  ready  response,  his 
generosity  in  pouring  out  his  own  thoughts 
before  anybody  who  shared  his  sympa- 
thies.—Muller,  FniEDiacH  Max,  1898, 
AvU  Lang  Syne,  p.  159. 

These  Renaissance  poems,  then,— aside 
from  their  abstract  virtue  as  intensely  felt 
and  virily  wrought  v^^,  — perform  one 
of  the  great  and  rare  services  possible  to 
literature.  They  make  us  to  know  past  be- 
liefs and  feelings,  people  and  actions,  so 
that  all  becomes  veritable  and  explicable: 
to  know  them  not  formally  and  by  effort 
and  intention,  but  spontaneously,  through 
the  dynamic  communication  of  heat  and 
li^t  Instead  of  the  statics  of  knowledge 
we  are  given  the  dynamics  of  life.— BuRr 
TON,  Bjchard,  1898,  Renaiesanee  Pieturee 
in  Robert  Brotoning'i  Poetry,  Poetrlore,  vol. 
10,  p.  76. 

The  joyous,  fearless  activit]^  of  Brown- 
ing, the  noble  aspirations  of  his  intellect  and 
the  mighty  passions  of  Us  heart,  the  steadv 
certainty  that  God  and  man  are  one  in  kind, 
rtoder  him  the  most  distinctly  helpful  to 
those  who  have  been  vexed  witti  the  subtle 
speculations  which  have  abounded  in  our 
scientific  age.  More  than  any  poet  of 
modem  times  he  has  that  intellectual  fear- 
lessness which  is  thoroughly  Greek;  he 
looks  unflinchingly  upon  all  that  meets 
him,  and  he  apparently  cares  not  for  con- 
sequences. Hb  IS  ''a  mmd  forever  voya^ng 
through  stranpe  seas  of  thought,  alone." 
In  many  of  his  poems  we  find  united  the 
two  great  principles  which  lie  at  the  basis 
of  all  his  best  work:  one,  which  has  for  its 
end,  kno^edge;  the  other,  which  has  for  its 
end,  conduct.  The  first  is  Browning's 
philosophy;  the  second  Browning's  art. 
There  are  many  who  delight  in  Browning's 
intricate  thou^t,— pure  exercise  of  the 
mind,— but  we  must  believe  that  he  con- 
tributed more  to  the  spiritual  movement  of 
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the  age  by  his  "Saul,"  "Apparent  Failure," 
"Prospice,"  "  Abt  Vogler,"  etc.,  than  by  all 
his  argumentative  verse.  These  are  indeed 
veritable  fountain-heads  of  spiritual  power. 
— Gborge,  Andrew  J.,  1898,  FromChav/ier 
to  Arnold,  Types  of  Literary  Art,  p.  658. 

Robert  Browning  had  the  keenest  and 
subtlest  intellect,  the  deepest  and  broadest 
human  sympathy,  of  any  English  poet  of 
his  generation.  He  stands  apart  from  his 
poetic  contemporaries  by  tiie  originality  of 
his  methods  and  by  the  unoonventionality 
and  power  of  his  style.— Pancoast,  Henry 
S.,  1899,  Standard  Engluh  Poem,  Spenser 
to  Tennyson,  p.728,  note. 

He  very  often  seems  to  search  laboriously 
for  language  that  is  "  fit  and  fair  and  simple 
and  sufficient, "  as  he  himself  admirably  ex- 
presses it,  and  the  effort  is  writ  large  over 
the  whole.  And  some  of  his  ^eatest  and 
noblest  thoughts  are  expressed  in  language 
which  fails  in  all  four  points.  In  "  Christmas 
Eve,"  for  instance,  there  are  passages, 
which  approach  very  near  to  the  sublime, 
but  which  stop  short  of  it,  because  suddenly 
one  feels  a  great  jolt  in  the  metre,  or  a  gro- 
tesque rhyme  comes  in  which  only  provokes 
a  smile,  where  a  smile  is  out  of  place.  .  .  . 
And  then  there  is  that  crying  sin  against 
style,  not  so  easily  defined,  but  which  all 
readers  of  Browning  know  and  feel,  the  in- 
troduction of  language  which  belongs  by 
right  to  the  sphere  of  logical  argument  into 
passages  which  where  otherwise  the  lan- 
guage is  that  of  pure  poetry.  And  we  feel 
that  this  is  deliberately  done;  for  so  close 
is  the  connection  between  beauty  of  thought 
and  beauty  of  form,  that  they  never  would 
have  come  of  themselves  into  so  alien  a 
country.  It  seems  as  if  Browning  either 
lacked  that  fine  instinctive  feeling  for  form 
which  preserves  many  a  worse  poet  from 
such  incongruities,  or  that,  in  his  anxiety  to 
express  himself,  he  despairingly  resorts  to 
any  means  rather  than  leave  the  thing  un- 
said. .  .  .  Browning's  supreme  title  of 
honour  is  that  he  is  in  the  lives  of  many 
something  distinctive  and  unique.  Many 
people,  looking  back,  can  say  that  he  has 
spoken  to  them  as  no  one  else  has  spoken; 
and  that  life  and  death  and  all  things  wear 
a  different  aspect  for  his  handling.  This  is 
saying  much;  but  many  will  bear  me  out 
that  these  are  the  words  of  truth  and 
sobriety.— Little,  Marion,  1899,  Essays 
on  Robert  Brouming,  pp.  18,  19,  30. 

That  Robert  Browning  is  the  greatest 


dramatic  poet  of  England  anoe  Shakespeare 
we  regard  as  indisputable;  that  he  belongs 
in  the  first  rank  of  poets  of  any  description, 
in  spite  of  some  uncouth  mannerism,  we 
judge  also  certain,  though  not  undisputed. 
—Abbott,  Ltman,  1899,  The  Love  Letters 
of  Two  Poets,  The  Outfook,  vol.  62,  p.  485. 

The  elements  to  which  Browning  reduces 
experience  are  still  passions,  characters, 
persons;  Whitman  carries  the  disintegra- 
tion further  and  knows  nothing  but  moods 
and  particular  images.  The  world  of  Brown- 
ing is  a  world  of  history  with  civilization 
for  its  setting  and  with  the  cpnventiona 
passions  for  its  motive  forces.  The  world 
of  Whitman  ia  innocent  of  these  things  and 
contains  only  far  simpler  and  more  chaotic 
elements.  In  him  the  barbarism  is  much 
more  pronounced;  it  is,  indeed,  avowed,  and 
the  "barbaric  yawp"  is  sent  "over  the 
roofe  of  the  world"  in  fuU  consciousness  of 
its  inarticulate  character;  but  in  Browning 
the  barbarism  is  no  less  real  though  dis- 
guised by  a  literary  and  scientific  language, 
since  the  passions  of  civilized  life  witii 
which  he  deals  are  treated  as  so  many  "bar- 
baric yawps,"  complex  indeed  in  their  con- 
ditions, puffbigs  of  an  mtricate  engine,  but 
aimless  in  their  vehemence  and  mere  ebulli- 
tions of  lustiness  in  adventurous  and  pro- 
foundly ungovemed  souls.— Santayana, 
George,  1900,  Interpretations  of  Poetry  and 
Religion,  p.  175. 

It  is  true,  indeed,  that  Browning  was  at 
no  time  a  "topical"  poet;  and  much  of  his 
long  unpopularity  was,  no  doubt,  due  to  his 
disinclination  to  come  down  into  the 
market-place,  with  his  singing  robes  about 
him,  and  make  great  balliuis  of  tibe  day  to 
the  chorus  of  the  crowd.  But  there  is  a 
higher  part  even  than  that  of  a  national 
poet;  and  Browning  is,  in  a  very  real  sense, 
the  poet,  not  of  England  alone,  but  of  tiie 
world.  His  attitude  to  men  and  life  was 
never  distraught  by  petty  interests  of  blood 
or  party;  the  one  claim  upon  him  was  the 
claim  of  humanity.  He  was  a  man,  and 
nothing  that  pertained  to  man  was  foreign 
to  himself.- Waugh,  Arthur,  1900,  Robert 
Browning,  p.  150. 

Browning,  perhaps  more  than  any  other 
poet,  demands  that  he  shall  be  k^t  out 
of  tiie  hand  of  the  theological  anatomist; 
for  Browning  is  the  poet  of  life,  of  simple 
human  life,  of  its  anguish,  its  search,  its 
doubt,  its  despair,  its  triumph.  He  does 
not  find  life  through  theology;  he  finds 
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tibeology,  so  far  as  he  finds  it  at  aU,  through 
life.  He  plunges  into  the  midst  of  man's 
life— the  Ufe  that  he,  and  you  and  I,  and 
all  must  live,  the  life  that  is  so  enchanting, 
so  bewildering,  so  stimulating  to  effort,  so 
provoking  to  ambition,  so  disappointing 
to  desire,  so  heart-breaking,  so  hope- 
raising,  so  killing,  so  rejuvenating;  plung* 
ing  into  this  perplexing,  moving,  mi^ty 
ocean  of  life,  he  asks  what  it  means.  WiU 
the  waves  that  are  around  lift  us  to  the 
height  of  our  desire,  or  will  they  over- 
whelm us  and  beat  out  our  lives?  Will 
the  currents  sweep  us  outward  to  death  in 
midocean?  Or  is  there  some  friendly  tide 
which  will  gently  but  strongly  bear  us  to 
some  safe  and  happy  shore?  Are  our 
struggles  m  the  great  sea  vain  and  void? 
Are  we  the  sport  of  forces  mightier  than 
ourselves?  Ch-  do  human  efforts,  strong, 
manly  resolve,  and  hi^,  trusting  courage 
count  for  something  m  the  interplay  of 
environing  powers?  He  asks  questions 
such  as  these,  interrogating  life  with  frank 
and  open  mind,  and  he  shouts  out  to  us 
across  the  storm  the  answer  which  he  hears. 
—Carpenter,  W.  Boyd,  1901,  The  Rdig- 
iatL$  Spirit  in  the  PoeU,  p.  204. 

No  poet  ever  comprehended  his  own 
character  better,  or  comprised  the  expres- 
sion of  it  in  better  language.  This  note  of 
militant  optimism  was  the  ruling  one  in 
Browning's  character,  and  nothing  that  he 
wrote  or  said  or  did  in  his  long  career  ever 
belied  it.  This  optimism  was  not  dis- 
couraged by  the  results  of  an  impassioned 
curiosity  as  to  the  conditions  and  move- 
ments in  the  soul  in  other  people.  He 
was,  as  a  writer,  largely  a  psychological 
monologuist— tha^i  is  to  say,  he  loved  to 
enter  into  the  nature  of  persons  widely 
different  from  himself,  and  push  his  study, 
or  construction,  of  their  experiences  to  the 
furthest  limit  of  exploration.  In  these 
adventures  he  constantly  met  with  evi- 
dences of  baseness,  frailty,  and  inconsist- 
ency; but  his  tolerance  was  apostolic,  and 
the  only  thing  which  ever  disturbed  his 
moral  equanimity  was  the  evidence  of 
selfishness.  He  could  forgive  anything  but 
cruelty.  His  optimism  accompanied  his 
curiosity  on  these  adventures  into  the 
souls  of  others,  and  prevented  him  from 
falling  into  cynicism  or  mdignation.  He 
kept  his  temper  and  was  a  benevolent 
observer.  This  characteristic  in  his  writ- 
ings was  noted  in  his  life  as  well.— GossE, 


Edmund  1901,  Dietionary  of  Naiumal 
Biography,  Supplement,  vol.  I,  p.  317. 

Many  of  Browning's  characters  express 
opinions  which  he  cannot  be  supposed  to 
share,  and  occasionally,  as  in  ''Prince 
Hohenstiel-Sohwangau"  and  "Fifine  at 
the  Fair,"  it  is  difiScult  to  discover  the 
exact  point  at  which  he  and  his  hero 
diverge.  But  taking  the  whole  range  of 
his  work  into  account,  few  poets  can  be 
said  to  have  revealed  themselves  so  com- 
pletely as  he  has  done.  His  writings  are 
dramatic  in  form,  rather  than  in  principle; 
his  own  scheme  of  thought  c^n  he  traced 
through  them;  and  this  is  definite  enough 
to  be  systematically  expounded.  As  far 
as  the  broad  outlines  of  the  scheme  are  con- 
cerned, tiiere  is  no  room  for  differences  of 
opinion.— PiGOU,  Arthur  Cecil,  1901, 
Robert  Browning  as  a  Religums  Teacher, 
p.  7. 

Though  the  love  of  Nature  was  always 
less  in  him  than  his  love  of  human  nature, 
yet  for  the  first  half  of  his  work  it  was  so 
interwoven  with  his  human  poetry  that 
Nature  suggested  to  him  humanity  and 
humanity  Nature.  And  these  two,  as  sub- 
jects for  thought  and  feeling,  were  each  up- 
lifted and  impassioned,  illustrated  and  de- 
veloped by  ttiis  inter  communion.  That 
was  a  true  and  high  position.  Humanity 
was  first.  Nature  second  in  Browning's 
poetry,  but  both  were  linked  together  in  a 
noble  marriage;  and  at  that  time  he  wrote 
his  best  poetry.— Brooke,  Stopford  A., 
1902,  Brovming's  Treatment  of  Nature,  The 
Critic,  vol.  41,  p.  74.  • 

Now  that  his  life  and  his  life's  work  are 
ended,  there  is  no  more  to  be  said  than  what 
the  cahn-minded  critics  declared  twenty 
years  ago  and  more;  in  Browning,  the 
philosopher  and  literary  man  stifled  the 
poet.  His  head  poetised  and  did  not 
suffer  his  great  and  noble  heart  to  speak, 
except  in  artificial  language,  difiScult  to 
understand.  Despite  all  tiie  "Browning 
Societies,"  he  is  accounted  by  his  own 
countrymen  as  the  least  inteUigible  of  ttieir 
poets;  and  he  of  whom  that  is  said  must 
bear  tiie  blame.  All  great  art  is  simple  and 
intelligible;  moderation  and  clearness  are 
indispensable  to  it.  Both  these  are  want- 
ing in  Browning.  He  possessed  a  super- 
abundance of  imagination  and  an  astonish- 
ing, positively  acrobatic  skill  in  verse- 
making  and  rhynung;  yet  he  has  not  suc- 
ceeded in  producing  a  single  lasting  work 
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of  art.— Englb,  Edward,  1902,  A  HiOorff 
of  Engluh  Literaiwre,  rev.  Beni,  p.  428. 

In  leading  up  to  this  statement  of  the 
problem  of  Belief,  I  have  led  up  to  the 
great  lesson  of  Browning's  poetry,  which  so 
many  of  his  interpreters  have  faUed  to 
bring  out.  Belief  arises  from  an  experience 
together  with  its  intellectual  interpretation; 
hence  the  worth  of  the  belief  depends  on 
the  range  and  depth  of  the  experience  as 
well  as  on  the  thoroughness  of  the  interpre- 


tation. Browning's  main  thought  is,  the 
vdue  of  work— that  is,  effort  and  energy 
of  spuitr— in  deepening  experience  and  so 
affording  new  data  for  Imowledge.  His 
appeal  is  to  the  completest  possible  human 
experience  tested  and  interpreted  by 
Work,— active  productive  energy  of  spirit 
is  the  way  to  the  meaning  of  things.— 
Mellone,  Stdnet  Hbrbebt,  1902,  Leaden 
of  Religiaui  Thought  in  the  Ninetetnh  Cen^ 
tury,  p.  254. 


John  Bright 

1811-1889 
John  Bright,  son  of  Jacob  Bright,  a  Quaker  cotton-spinner  at  Rochdale,  was  bom  there 
November  16, 1811,  and  educated  at  a  Friends'  school  at  Ackworth,  and  afterwards  at 
York  and  Newton.  While  in  his  father's  factory  he  took  a  great  interest  in  public  ques- 
tions; and  after  a  foreign  tour  (1835),  which  took  in  Palestine,  he  lectured  at  Rochdale  on 
his  travels,  as  well  as  on  commerce  and  political  economy.  When  the  Anti-Gom-Law 
League  was  formed  in  1839  he  was  a  leading  member,  and,  witli  Gobden,  engaged  in  Free- 
trade  agitation  throughout  the  kingdom.  In  1843  he  became  M.  P.  for  Durham,  and 
strongly  opposed  the  O^m  Laws  until  tliey  were  repealed.  In  1845  he  obtained  the  ap- 
pointment of  select  committees  on  the  Game  Laws,  and  on  cotton  cultivation  in  India.  In 
1847  he  was  elected  a  member  for  Manchester;  in  1852  aided  in  the  temporary  reorganisa- 
tion of  the  Gom  Law  League.  like  Gobden  a  member  of  the  Peace  Society,  he  energetio- 
aUy  denounced  the  Oimean  war  (1854).  In  his  absence  on  the  Gontinent  through  iUness, 
he  was  rejected  by  Manchester.  Elected  in  1857  for  Birmingham,  he  seconded  the  mo- 
tion (against  the  Conspincy  Bill)  which  led  to  the  overthrow  of  Pafanorston's  government; 
and  he  advocated  the  transference  of  India  to  the  du*ect  government  of  the  crown.  During 
the  civil  war  in  America  he  warmly  supported  the  cause  of  the  North.  His  name  was 
closely  associated  with  the  Reform  Act  of  1867.  In  1868  he  accepted  office  as  President 
of  the  Board  of  Trade,  but  in  1870  retired  through  illness.  He  supported  the  disestablish- 
ing of  the  Irish  (3iurch  (1869),  and  the  Irish  Land  Act  of  1870.  He  took  office  in  1873,  and 
agam  in  1881,  as  Ghancellor  of  the  Duchy  of  I^ncaster,  but  retired  from  the  Gladstone 
ministry  in  1882,  being  unable  to  support  the  government  in  its  Egyptian  policy.  In  1886 
-^  he  strenuously  opposed  the  Home  Rule  policy  of  Mr.  Gladstone,  and  was  a  great  power 
in  the  Unionist  party,  being  then  as  always  recognised  as  one  of  the  most  eloquent  public 
speakers  of  his  time.  He  was  Lord  Rector  of  Glasgow  University  in  1883.  He  died 
March  27, 1889.  See  his  ''Speeches"  (1868)  and  "Letters"  (withmemoir,  by  Leech,  1885; 
new  ed.  1895),  and  lives  by  Robertson  (1877)  and  Bamett  Smith  (1881).— Patrick  and 
Gboome,  edi.,  1897,  Chamber$'s  Biograpkieal  Diettanary,  p.  133. 


PERSONAL 
I  will  tell  you  about  Bright  and  Bright- 
dom,  and  the  Rochdale  Bright  mill  some 
other  day.  Jacob  Bright,  the  younger  man, 
and  actual  manager  at  Rochdale,  rather 
pleased  me— a  kind  of  delicacy  in  his  fea- 
tures when  you  saw  tiiem  by  dayli^t— at 
all  events,  a  dedded  element  of  ''hero- 
worship,"  which  of  course  went  for  much. 
But  John  Bright,  the  Anti-Gomlaw  mem- 
ber, who  had  come  across  to  meet  me,  with 
his  cock  nose  and  pugnacious  eyes  and  Bar- 
clay-Fox-Quaker  coUar— John  and  I  dis- 
corded in  our  views  not  a  little.  And,  in 
£act»  the  result  was  that  I  got  to  tallong 


occasionally  in  the  Annandale  accent,  and 
communicated  large  masses  of  my  views  to 
the  Brights  and  Brightesses,  and  shook 
peaceable  Brightdom  as  witii  a  pasdng 
earthquake;  and,  I  doubt,  left  a  very  ques- 
tionable impression  of  myself  therel— Cab- 
LTLE,  Thohas,  1847,  Letter  to  Hie  Wife, 
Sept  13;  Thomoi  Carlyle,  A  Hietory  of  hie 
Life  in  London,  ed.  Froude,  vol  I,  p.  352. 

Bright  has  certunly  a  magnificent  face, 
square-jawed,  resolute,  commanding,  witli 
a  short  straight  nose,  a  broad  forehead,  and 
a  grey  eye  which  kindles  and  glows,  and  a 
stem  but  well-cut  mouth.  I  had  forgotten 
how  fine  his  head  really  was.— Motlet, 
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John  Lothrop,  1867,  Letter  to  his  Eldest 
Daughter,  July  20;  Correspoiulenu,  ed. 
Curtis,  vol.  n,  p.  272. 

John  Bright  looks  a  hale  fifty-five  years. 
In  stature  he  is  about  the  height  of  Henry 
Ward  Beecher,  though  considerably  stouter. 
He  has  a  face  of  the  finest  English  type,  full 
and  open,  with  gray  side-whisker,  and  a 
healthy,  ruddy  complexion.  The  mouth, 
chin  and  lower  jaw,  express  great  firnmess 
and  vigor.  The  nose  is  full,  nostrils  broad, 
while  tiie  space  is  broad  between  the  clear, 
fuU,  gray  eyes,  which  appear  capable  of 
great  expression.  In  repose  they  are  mild 
and  kindly.  Both  brow  and  head  are 
broad,  full  and  arched  high  in  the  coronal 
region.  The  whole  figure  is  cast  in  a  mas- 
sive mould.  He  looks  the  orator  and  leader 
of  men,  even  when  silent;  and  there  is  in 
his  presence  itself  a  pervading  sense  of 
power.  His  manner  is  pleasant,  grave  and 
cordial,  yet  not  unmixed  with  a  dash  of 
hauteur  and  brusqueness  that  one  can  read- 
ily trace  to  his  business  and  public  life.— 
HiNTON,  Richard  J.,  1868,  John  Bright  at 
Home,  The  Galaxy,  vol  5,  p.  291. 

There  was  nothing  rugged  about  him, 
nothing  coarse.  Occasionally,  indeed,  he 
was  brusque  and  peremptory  in  his  con- 
versation, as  well  as  in  his  speeches;  and, 
if  he  was  provoked  to  political  discussion, 
he  was  strenuous  and  sometimes  stem.  But 
he  did  not  care  to  be  always  fighting,  and 
when  he  had  taken  off  his  armour  he  could 
be  as  pla3rful  as  a  child  and  as  charming  as  a 
woman.  On  the  platform  the  volcano 
might  have  been  fiercely  active;  an  hour 
after  he  had  done  spealang,  the  mountain 
which  had  poured  forth  streams  of  angry 
fire  was  covered  to  the  very  crater  with 
vines  and  flowers.  ...  He  had  a  robust 
conscience.  He  cared  for  plain  and  homely 
virtues.  He  had  an  intellectual  and  mond 
scorn  for  the  subtleties  of  casuistry.  For 
him  the  line  between  right  and  wrong  was 
strongly  and  firmly  marked;  on  one  side 
there  was  light,  and  on  the  other  darkness. 
—Dale,  R.  W.,  1889,  Mr.  Bright,  Contem- 
porary Review,  vol.  55,  pp.  637, 638. 

In  physical  appearance  so  different  from 
BIr.  Gladstone,  John  Bright  possessed  strik- 
ing characteristics  of  his  own.  A  some- 
what broad-shouldered  figure  of  middle 
height;  a  large  head  with  thick  white  hair 
and  a  powerful  brow;  the  beard  limited, 
in  the  older  English  manner,  to  a  fringe; 
ivell-cut  features;  the  face  of  roseate  hue, 
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and  of  true  John  Bullish  type,  but  with 
delicately-shaped  nose;  a  clear  and  open 
glance;  the  mouth  finely  curved,  with 
downward  lines  seemingly  indicating  the  in- 
ward pride  of  a  man  of  masterful  temper, 
who  had  gone  through  contests  which  can- 
not but  leave  traces  of  bitterness:  such  was 
the  aspect  of  the  Tribune  of  the  People.— 
Bund,  Karl,  1889,  John  Bright,  Fortr 
nighUy  Review,  vol.  45,  p.  653. 

Bright  was  essentially  what  has  been 
styled  a  theopathic  man;  conversing,  when 
in  his  graver  moods,  as  though  he  was  in 
the  presence  of  the  Deity,  the  undercurrent 
of  his  thoughts  was  fundamentally  religious ; 
and  though  there  were  many  who  denied 
the  wisdom  and  the  justice  of  his  methods, 
there  were  few,  indeed,  who  questioned  his 
honesty  of  purpose.— Kent,  C.  B.  Rot- 
lance,  1899,  The  English  Radicals,  p.  379. 

I  have  heard  some  of  his  finest  speeches, 
and  to  my  mind,  he  was  far  the  grandest 
orator  of  our  time.  The  power  of  his  ora- 
tory lay  not  in  eloquence  or  splendour  of 
diction,  in  the  vulgar  sense,  but  in  the 
touching  simplicity  with  which  he  went 
home  to  the  right  sense  and  generous  sym- 
pathy of  true  men.  ...  I  was  at  timesas- 
sociated  with  him  in  committees,  meetings, 
and  social  and  political  movements,  where 
his  sterling  judgment  and  his  manly  spirit 
guided  many  a  cause.  And  I  had  frequent 
opportunities  of  talking  to  him  at  clubs  and 
social  gatherings,  where  he  was  conspicu- 
ous for  genial  humour  and  keen  insight. 
John  Bright  was  hardly  surpassed  as  a 
eauseuT  in  his  time.  He  retained  to  the 
last  the  tone  and  manner  of  the  simple 
provincial  Quaker.— Harrison,  Frederic, 
1901,  George  Washington  and  Other  Ameri- 
can Addresses,  p.  195. 

Of  the  duumvirate  which  he  formed  with 
Gobden,  Cobden  was  the  inspuing  spirit. 
He  first  directed  Bright's  concentration 
upon  the  com  law,  and  so  long  as  he  lived 
struck  the  keynote  of  Bright's  political  ac- 
tion. Himself  a  master  of  luminous  exposi- 
tion, he  utilised  Bright's  power  of  trenchant 
analysis.  When  the  two  spoke  on  the  same 
platform  the  order  of  proceeding  was  for 
Cobden  to  state  the  case  and  for  Bright  to 
pulverise  opponents.  Like  Cobden,  Bright 
was  largely  a  self-taught  man,  and  the 
circumstance  no  doubt  contributed  to 
form  his  bias  to  individualism.  But  in  his 
address  to  the  students  of  Glasgow,  upon  his 
installation  as  lord  rector  (21  March,  1883), 
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he  expressed  his  regret  at  his  want  of  a 
university  training.  He  was  a  constant 
reader,  especially  of  poetry,  history,  biog- 
raphy, economics,  ana  the  Bible.  Upon  the 
Bible  and  Milton,  whose  'Taradise  Lost" 
he  frequently  carried  in  his  pocket,  his 
English  was  fashioned.  Its  directness  and 
force  saved  him  from  the  Johnsonian  decla- 
mation which  had  long  done  duty  for 
oratory.  He  was  steeped  in  poetry ;  scarcely 
a  speech  was  delivered  by  him  without  a 
felicitous  quotation.  Dante  (in  English), 
Chaucer,  Spenser,  Shakespeare,  MJQton, 
Shenstone,  Gray,  "Rejected  Addresses,'' 
B3n-on,  Lewis  Morris,  LoweU,  and  many 
otiiers,  find  place  there.  The  Bible,  read 
aloud  by  him  to  his  family  every  morning 
and  evening,  was  drawn  upon  by  him  both 
for  illustration  and  argument. — Leadam, 
I.  S.,  1901,  EHcHanary  of  National  Biography ^ 
Supjdmeni,  vol.  i,  p.  289. 

ORATORY 

Mr.  Bright  is  very  attractive  as  an  orator. 
When  it  is  known  that  he  is  to  speak,  the 
galleries  are  insufficient  to  hold  the  mul- 
titude which  gathers  to  hear  him.  His  de- 
livery is  prompt  and  easy.  He  has  none  of 
ttiat  hesitation  and  apparent  timidity 
which  mark  the  address  of  many  English 
orators;  but  neither,  on  the  other  hand, 
does  he  possess  that  rich  and  fascinating 
intonation  which  forces  us  to  concede  the 
forensic  palm  to  Mr.  Gladstone  of  all  con- 
temporary Englishmen.  He  expresses  him- 
self witib  boldness,  sometimes  almost  with 
rudeness.  His  declamation  is  fresh,  vigor- 
ous, and  almost  alwa3rs  even.  At  tunes  he 
is  unable  to  preserve  the  moderation  of 
language  and  manner  which  retains  the 
mastery  over  impulse;  his  indignation  car- 
ries him  away;  his  denunciation  becomes 
overwhelming;  his  full  voice  rings  out, 
trembling  with  agitation,  as  he  exposes 
some  wrongful  or  defends  some  good  meas- 
ure: then  Ms  vigorous  nature  appears,  un- 
adorned by  cultivated  graces,  but  admir- 
able for  its  manliness  and  strength. — 
TowLE,  G.  M.,  1865,  John  Bright  and  the 
English  Radiealty  Atlantic  Monthly^  vol.  16, 
p.  183. 

When  the  name  of  Mr.  Bright  is  men- 
tioned, one  of  our  first  reflections  is  occu- 
pied with  his  oratory.  And  in  this  respect, 
as  regards  its  power  and  influence,  there  is 
but  one  other  public  man  comparable  with 
him,  namely,  Mr.  Gladstone.  .  .  .  Robust 
in  figure,  and  with  a  fine,  genial,  Saxon 


face,  his  very  glance  has  been  sufficient  to 
fix  his  audience.  Like  Coleridge's  Ancient 
Mariner,  "he  holds  us  with  Us  glittering 
eye;"  and  that  eye,  which  is  of  a  deep  blue, 
can  now  flash  with  indignation,  and  now 
beam  with  the  soft  light  of  sympatiiy.  His 
broad  face,  high,  full  forehead,  and  mobile 
mouth  are  all  in  keeping  with  the  oratory 
which  is  so  characteristic  of  him.  His  voice 
is — or  was  in  its  meridian  strength^re- 
markably  clear  and  of  great  compass,  reach- 
ing a  ma&s  of  fifteen  thousand  persons  al- 
most as  easily  as  it  could  address  itself  to  a 
hundred  and  fifty.  The  speech  itself  is  al- 
ways singularly  clear  and  vivid,  now  rip- 
pling wii£  humour,  now  impregnated  with 
earnestness  and  pathos.  As  one  critic  has 
observed,  "his  diction  is  drawn  exclusively 
from  the  pure  wells  of  English  undefiled." 
Milton  and  the  Bible  are  his  unceasing 
study.  There  was  a  time  when  it  was  rare 
to  find  him  without  "Paradise  Lost"  in  his 
hand  or  in  his  pocket.  The  use  of  Scrip- 
tural imagery  is  a  marked  feature  of  lus 
orations,  and  no  imagery  can  be  more  ap- 
propriately employed  to  illustrate  lus 
views;  for  Mr.  Bright,  in  all  his  grand  efforts 
rises  far  above  tiie  loaded,  unwholesome 
atmosphere  of  party  politics  into  the 
purer  air  and  brighter  skies  of  patriotism,  of 
philanthropy  .—Smith,  George  Barnett, 
1881,  The  Life  and  Speeches  of  John  Bright, 
p.  364. 

"There  came  up  a  lion  out  of  Judah,'' 
was  Charlotte  Bronte's  exclamation  when 
she  was  present  at  one  of  Thackeray's 
lectures.  The  same  remark  will  have  sug- 
gested itself  to  many  persons  who  have 
witnessed  John  Bright  on  the  occasion  of 
one  of  his  great  oratorical  efforts.  The  mas- 
sive, well-set  head,  the  lofty  brow,  the 
white  hair,  the  clear  blue  eye,  as  Saxon  in 
its  expression  as  the  language  of  the  speaker, 
have  immediately  arrested  the  attention  of 
all  spectators.  Yet,  in  the  House  of  Com- 
mons, the  visitor  may  have  failed  to  recog- 
nize immediately  the  voice  and  the  pres- 
ence of  its  greatest  orator.  ...  His  elo- 
quence may  be  compared  to  the  glow  of  a 
clear  fire  steadily  burning  almost  at  a  white 
heat.  There  is  nothing  fitful  or  spasmodic 
about  it.  The  solemn  and  the  sportive  arB 
interwoven  as  naturally  as  the  serious  and 
comic  scenes  in  one  of  Shakespeare's  master- 
pieces. Mr.  Bright  has  probably  coined  as 
many  concise  and  adhesive  phrases  as 
Disraeli  himself.   It  is  he  who  invented  the 
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words  "fancy  franchise,"  who  first  em- 
ployed ''  the  cave  of  Adullam  "  as  a  metaphor 
for  the  refuge  of  the  disaffected,  and  who 
compared  the  Adullamites  themselves  to 
the  Scotch  terrier  of  which  it  was  difficult 
to  say  what  portion  formed  the  head  and 
what  the  tail.  His  humour  has  always  been 
of  the  quiet,  cutting,  and  sarcastic  style.— 
ESCOTT,  T.  H.  S.,  1884,  John  BnghifimUiTy 
Magazine^  vol  28,  p.  445. 

Bright  was  a  man  of  less  catholic  temper, 
less  comprehensive  gifts  [than  Cobden].  But 
his  singleness  of  air,  his  combative  spirit— it 
was  wittily  said  of  him  that  if  he  had  not 
been  a  Quaker  he  must  have  been  a  prize- 
fighter—his superb  eloquence— unsurpassed 
for  purity  and  nobility  of  language,  for 
spontaneous  grace  of  gesture  and  native 
majesty  of  intonation,  for  pathos,  for  hum- 
our, and  for  a  command  of  imagery  at  once 
simple  and  direct,  and  withal  profoundly 
appropriate  and  impressive,— his  sympa- 
thetic insight  into  the  sober,  serious,  right- 
eous gravity  of  the  English  character,  his 
noble  scorn  of  wrong  and  his  infiexible  love 
of  right,  made  him  an  irresistible  advocate 
and  an  indispensable  ally. — ^Thurssteld, 
J.  R.,  1891-98,  Life  of  Fed,  p.  224 

John  Bright  seldom  made  an  unsuccess- 
ful speech.  Like  other  artists,  however,  he 
was  nervous,  anxious  and  irritable  until 
his  work  was  done.  When  his  speech  was 
over,  he  was  as  happy  and  sympathetic  as  a 
child.  If  it  was  a  speech  in  tiie  House  of 
Commons  he  would  retire  to  the  members' 
smoking  room,  or  stand  with  his  back  to  the 
fire  in  tiie  division  lobby,  and,  surrounded 
by  a  group  of  parliamentary  friends  run 
over  the  debate  with  trenchant  humour.  If 
it  was  a  public  meeting,  he  would  fall  into 
his  host's  easy  chair  with  a  cigar,  and  talk 
far  into  the  night  on  a  thousand  trivial 
topics  to  which  his  language  lent  a  thou- 
sand charms.— McLaren,  Charles,  1892, 
Reminiseenees  of  John  Bright,  North  Amerir 
can  Review,  vol.  155,  p.  318. 

It  is  as  an  orator  rather  than  as  a  states- 
man that  Bright  takes  highest  rank.  Lord 
Salisbury  has  said  of  him,  "He  was  the 
greatest  master  of  English  oratory  that  this 
generation  has  produ^,  or  I  may  perhaps 
say  several  generations  back.  I  have  met 
men  who  have  heard  Pitt  and  Fox,  and  in 
whose  judgment  their  eloquence  at  its  best 
was  inferior  to  tiie  finest  efforts  of  John 
Bright."  Unlike  the  other  great  orators  of 
the  queen's  reign,  notably  Gladstone,Bright 


did  not  have  a  classical  education.  His 
style  was  formed  largely  Upon  the  English 
Bible,  and  his  language  was  the  language 
native  to  the  soil.  His  speeches  are  char- 
acterized by  a  homely  simplicity  which  ap- 
peals especially  to  the  popular  heart  and 
which  was  the  secret  of  much  of  his  powa*. 
—Boyd,  Carl  Evans,  1899,  John  Bright, 
The  Chautauquan,  vol.  28,  p.  544. 

GENERAL 

The  speeches  which  have  been  selected 
for  pubfication  in  this  volume  possess  a 
value,  as  examples  of  the  art  of  public  speak- 
ing, which  no  person  will  be  likely  to  under- 
rate. Those  who  may  differ  from  Mr. 
Bright's  theory  of  the  public  good  will 
have  no  difficulty  in  acknowlec^g  the 
clearness  of  his  diction,  the  skill  with  which 
he  arranges  his  arguments,  the  vigour  of 
his  style,  the  persuasiveness  of  his  reason- 
ing, and  above  all,  the  perfect  candour  and 
sincerity  with  which  he  expresses  his  politi- 
cal convictions.  .  .  .  This  is  not  the  occa- 
sion on  which  to  point  out  the  causes  which 
confer  so  great  an  artistic  value  on  these 
compositions;  which  give  them  now,  and 
will  give  them  hereafter,  so  high  a  place  in 
EngUsh  literature.  At  the  present  time 
nearly  a  hundred  millions  of  the  earth's 
inhabitants  speak  the  English  tongue.  A 
century  hence,  and  it  will  probably  be  the 
speech  of  nearly  half  the  inhabitents  of  the 
globe.  I  think  that  no  master  of  that  lan- 
guage will  occupy  a  loftier  position  than 
Mr.  Bright;  that  no  speaker  will  teach  with 
greater  exactness  the  noblest  and  rarest  of 
the  social  arts,  the  art  of  clear  and  persua- 
sive exposition.  But  before  this  art  can  be 
attained  (so  said  the  greatest  critic  that  the 
world  has  known),  it  is  necessary  that  the 
speaker  should  secure  the  sympathies  of 
his  audience,  should  convince  them  of  his 
statesmanship,  should  know  that  he  is  free 
from  any  taint  of  self-interest  or  dissimula- 
tion. These  conditions  of  public  trust  still 
form,  as  heretofore,  in  every  country  of  free 
thought  and  free  speech,  the  foundation  of 
a  go^  reputation  and  of  personal  influence. 
It  is  with  the  fact  that  such  are  the  char- 
acteristics of  my  friend's  eloquence,  that  I 
have  been  strongly  impressed  in  collecting 
and  editing  the  materials  of  this  volume.— 
Rogers,  James  E.  Thorold,  1868,  ed. 
Speeches  on  Questums  of  Public  Policy  by 
John  Bright,  Preface,  p.  v. 

He  is  gifted  beyond  any  Englishman 
now  living  with  rare  and  admirable  faculty 
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of  seeing  right  into  the  heart  of  a  subject, 
and  discerning  what  it  means  and  what  it  is 
worth.  Nor  is  this  ever  a  lucky  jump  at  a 
conclusion.  Bright  never  dves  an  opinion 
at  random  or  oflBiand.— McCarthy,  Justin, 
1869,  The  Liberal  Triumvirate  of  England, 
The  Galaxy,  vol.  7,  p.  39. 

Respected,  admired,  trusted,  believed  in 
as  he  is  by  thousands,  I  shall  be  aston- 
ished if  a  close  and  careful  study  of  these 
beautiful  speeches  in  the  light  that  I  have 
indicated  does  not  convince  other  thou- 
sands that,  whether  for  power  of  pathos, 
foresight  of  feeling,  simplicity  or  sincerity, 
earnestness,  trutih,  or  eloquence,  these 
volumes  are  hard  to  match  in  the  English 
language.— Page,  S.  Flood,  1872,  The 
Right  Honorable  John  Bright,  M.  P.,  Mac- 
mUlan*8  Magazine,  vol.  25,  p.  352. 

It  is  impossible  to  study  his  speeches,  or 
to  listen  to  any  one  of  them,  without  per- 
ceiving that  the  speaker  is  a  well-read  man, 
able  to  illustrate  any  and  every  topic  from 
the  stores  of  his  memory.  In  English 
poetry,  especially,  his  quotations  are  fre- 
quently recondite  and  curious,  and  very 
much  to  the  point.  The  book  from  which 
he  quotes  most  constantly  is  the  Bible;  but 
he  rarely  makes  use  of  a  verse  of  Scripture 
unless  it  has  a  close  and  manifest  applica- 
tion to  the  subject  in  hand.—ApjOHN, 
Lewis,  1881,  John  Bright  and  the  Party  of 
Peace,  Retrenchment  and  Reform,  p.  297. 

Mr.  Bright's  teaching  has  its  weak  side, 
which  it  were  mere  flattery  for  any  ad- 
mirer to  keep  out  of  sight.  But  it  were  the 
grossest  injustice  toward  a  great  teacher  to 
deny  that  he  has,  by  his  acts  no  less  than  by 
his  words,  produced  a  most  beneficial  effect 
on  the  tone  of  English  politics.  ...  If  Mr. 
Bright  has  raised  the  tone  of  politics  by 
separating  democratic  agitation  from  the 
vices  generally  displayed  by  demagogues, 
this  is  not  the  only  service,  great  though  it 
be,  which  he  has  rendered  to  his  country. 
His  life-long  labors  have  increased,  if  they 
have  not  created,  a  new  sense  of  responsibil- 
ity not  only  as  regards  peace  and  war,  but 
as  regards  every  matter  connected  with  the 
treatment  of  foreign  nations  or  the  govern- 
ment of  countries  which  are,  in  any  sense 
whatever,  dependencies.— Dicey,  A.  V., 
1882,  The  Influence  of  John  Bright,  The 
Nation,  vol.  35,  pp.  305,  306. 

He  is  as  imacademical  a  personage  as  a 
really  eminent  and  cultivated  man  can  be, 
for  his  cultivation  is  entirely  of  tbe  modem 


and  domestic  English  type.  He  never  was 
at  a  university,  and  at  school  learned  little 
of  Latin  and  of  Greek— mere  scraps,  which 
have  long  since  perished.  He  has  not 
given  evidence  of  having  studied  the  liter- 
ature of  any  Continental  country,  while  for 
physical  science  he  seems  to  have  no  inter- 
est or  knowledge  beyond  what  every  intelli- 
gent man  who  lives  in  an  age  of  inventions 
must  have.  What  he  does  care  for  and  has 
diligently  and  lovingly  studied  is  modem 
English  literature,  and  especially  Milton 
and  the  poets  who  have  followed  him  down 
to  our  own  time.  They  are  no  mean  in- 
strument of  training,  and  their  influence  is 
often  felt  in  the  correct  and  finished  diction 
of  his  speeches.  ...  His  opposition  to  the 
Crimean  war  in  1854  made  him  very  un- 
popular. His  opposition  to  Lord  Palmer- 
ston's  Chinese  war  in  1857  cost  him  his  seat 
for  Manchester.  He  was  denounced  as  a 
man  thoroughly  unpatriotic,  devoid  of  a 
sense  of  the  honour  and  dignity  of  England; 
a  manufacturer,  who,  to  sell  his  goods, 
would  have  the  country  submit  to  any 
hundliation.  He  was  also  represented  as 
the  enemy  of  property  and  education;  the 
man  who  sought  to  hand  over  all  political 
power  to  the  ignorant  masses.  In  fact,  he 
had  become  the  t3rpical  demagogue,  against 
whose  designs  the  Saturday  Review,  then 
rather  a  Liberal  than  Conservative  organ, 
and  by  no  means  the  organ  of  Toryism 
which  it  has  now  become,  used  every  week 
to  warn  its  readers.— Bryce,  James,  1883, 
Mr.  Bright  at  Glaegow  University,  The  Na- 
tion,  vol.  36,  p.  336. 

Great  Tribune  of  the  people,  storms  may  rise. 
They  will  not  shake  the  pUlars  of  thy  throne, 

Seeing  thy  rule  was  selflessness  sincere. 
And  praise  did  never  blind  those  patient  eyes 

That  looked  beyond  State  discord  to  the  year 
When  prolden  Love  shall  bind  all  hearts  in  one. 
— Rawnsley,  H.  D.,  1889,  John  Bright, 
Murray's  Magazine,  vol.  5,  p.  660. 

The  advantages  Mr.  Bright  possessed  for 
engaging  in  public  life  were  at  once  dis- 
cernible, and  especially  in  the  cause  that 
had  been  launched  just  as  he  was  ready  to 
enter  upon  a  public  career.  He  had  not 
occupied  himself  much  with  the  economical 
mischiefs  connected  with  this  question,  but 
he  saw  in  it  one  of  injustice,  of  distivbance 
of  trade,  and  of  periodical  suffering  on  the 
part  of  those  who  earned  their  bread  by 
labour,  and,  as  he  thought,  one  redounding 
to  the  exclusive  advantage  of  the  class  he 
viewed  with  no  favour.    It  was,  therefore. 
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precisely  the  question  in  which  his  energy, 
his  fearlessness,  and  his  most  telling  style  of 
speech  were  sure  to  be  available,  and  one  in 
which  his  thorough  belief  in  his  own  con- 
victions induced  him  to  give  full  play  to  his 
grand  oratorical  and  combative  powers. — 
ViLLTERS,  Charles  Felham,  1889,  John 
Bright,  Universal  Review,  voL  3.  p.  429. 

If  his  vocabulary  was  limited,  his  choice 
of  words  within  those  limits  was  singularly 
just  and  delicate.  In  his  popular  addresses, 


—the  conditions  of  which  admitted  a  more 
accurate  preparation  than  his  speeches  in 
Parliament,  where  any  speaker  is  partly  at 
the  mercy  of  the  course  of  debate,— there 
are  few  sentences  in  which  the  boldest 
critic  would  venture  to  suggest  the  replace- 
ment of  a  single  word.  He  had  a  most  deli- 
cate sense  of  rhythm.  In  this  respect  not 
one  of  our  most  admired  orators  has  ex- 
celled him.— ViNCE,  C.  A.,  1898,  John 
Bright,  p.  211. 


William  WilMe  Collins 

1824^1889 
Bom,  in  London,  Jan.  1824.  Educated  at  private  school.  Tour  with  his  parents  in 
Italy,  1837-38.  Articled  to  a  firm  of  tea  merchants  [1838?].  Student  at  Lincoln's 
Inn,  18  May  1846;  called  to  Bar,  21  Nov.  1851.  Began  to  devote  himself  to  literature, 
1848.  Contrib.  to  "Household  Words,"  1866;  and  to  "All  the  Year  Round."  "The 
Lighthouse,"  produced  at  the  Olympic  theatre,  Aug.  1857;  "The  Red  Vial,"  at  Olympic, 
Oct.  1858;  "The  Frozen  Deep,"  at  Olympic,  27  Oct.  1866;  "No  Thoroughfare"  (drama- 
tized from  novel),  at  Adelphi,  Dec.  1867;  "Black  and  White"  (written  with  Fechter),  at 
Adelphi,  March,  1868;  "The  Woman  in  White"  (dramatized  from  novel),  9  Oct.  1871; 
"Man  and  Wife,"  at  Prince  of  Wales's,  22  Feb.  1873.  Visit  to  United  States,  1873-74. 
"The  Moonstone"  (dramatized  from  novel),  produced  at  Olympic,  Sept.  1877;  "The  New 
Magdalen, "  at  Olympic; " Rank  and  Riches, "  at  Adelphi,  9  June  1883.  Died,  in  London, 
23  Sept.  1889.  Buried  at  Kensal  Green.  Works:  "Memoir  of  the  Life  of  William  Col- 
lins," 1848;  "Antonina,"  1850;  "Rambles  beyond  Railways,"  1851;  "Basil,"  1852;  "Mr. 
Wray's  Cash  Box,"  1852;  "Hide  and  Seek,"  1854;  "After  Dark,"  1856;  "Dead  Secret," 
1857;  "The  Queen  of  Hearts,"  1859;  "The  Woman  in  White,"  1860;  "A  Message  from  the 
Sea"  (with  Dickens),  1861  [I860];  "No  Name,"  1862;  "My  Miscellanies,"  1862;  "The 
Frozen  Deep"  (with  Dickens;  privately  printed),  1866;  "Armadale,"  1866;  "No  Thor- 
oughfare" (with  Dickens),  1867;  "The  Moonstone,"  1868;  "Man  and  Wife,"  1870;  "No 
Name,"  dramatized  (privately  printed),  1870;  "The  Woman  in  White,"  dramatized 
(privately  printed),  1871;  "Poor  Miss  Finch,"  1872;  "The  New  Magdalen,"  1873;  "Miss 
or  Mrs.?,"  1873;  "The  New  Magdalen,"  dramatized  (privately  printed),  1873;  "Readings 
and  Writings  in  America,"  1874;  "Miss  Gwilt,"  drama  adapted  from  "Armadale"  (pri- 
vately printed),  1875;  "The  Law  and  the  Lady,"  1875;  "AUcia  Warlock,"  1875;  "The Two 
Destinies,"  1876;  "The  Moonstone,"  dramatized  (privately  printed),  1877;  "The  Haunted 
Hotel,"  1879  [1878];  "The  Fallen  Leaves,"  1879;  "A  Rogue's  Life,"  1879;  "Jezebel's 
Daughter,"  1880;  "Considerations  on  the  Copyright  Question,"  1880;  "The  Black  Robe," 
1881;  "Heart  and  Science,"  1883;  "I  say  No,"  1884;  "The  Evil  GSenius,"  1886;  "The 
Guilty  River,"  1886;  "Little Novels,"  1887;  "The  Legacy  of  Cain,"  1888.  Posthumom: 
"Blind  Love,"  ed.  by  W.  Besant,  1890.— Sharp,  R.  Farquharson,  1897,  A  Dictionary  of 
English  Aidhars,  p.  62. 


PERSONAL 

I  forgot  to  say  that  another  of  Foster's 
guests  was  Wilkie  Collins  (the  "Woman  in 
White's"  author).  He  is  a  little  man,  with 
black  hair,  a  large  white  forehead,  large 
spectacles,  and  small  features.  He  is  very 
unaffected,  vivacious,  and  agreeable.— 
Motley,  John  Lothrop,  1861,  To  His 
Mother,  March  15;  Correspondence,  ed. 
Curtis,  vol.  I,  p.  365. 

An  invalid  much  of  the  time,  with  that 
enemy  of  Englishmen,  the  gout,  threaten- 


ing his  eyes,  Mr.  Cbllins  is  nowadays  little 
seen  in  London  society;  but  for  many  years 
he  has  kept  strictly  at  work  in  London,  at 
his  house  in  Gloucester  Place,  not  far  from 
the  busy  turmoil  of  Baker  Street,  though  he 
is  now  leaving  this  house  for  new  quarters. 
Here  the  great  drawing-rooms  were  given 
up  for  his  desk-work  when  he  was  writing  a 
novel,  or  for  striding  up  and  down  the  floor, 
reciting  speeches  and  acting  out  scenes,  if 
itr  were  a  play  he  was  at  work  upon.  ()ne 
finds  him  a  man  stiU  of  striking  appearance, 
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but  much  aged  by  illness  since  he  was  seen 
in  America,  with  a  leonine  head,  the  plenti- 
ful hair  and  flowing  beard  nearly  white, 
contrasting  with  a  short  and  smallifiAi  though 
once  powerful  body,  and  tiny  white  hands. 
The  stoop  of  his  shoulders  suggests  long  ap- 
plication to  his  work,  but  his  manner  and 
speech  have  the  vigor  and  crispness  of  an 
unexhausted  spirit  of  youth. — Bowkbr, 
Richard  Rogers,  1888,  London  (u  a  LUer- 
ary  Centre,  Harpers  Magazine,  vol.  77,  p.  3. 

GENERAL 

At  the  Olympic  we  have  had,  during  the 
week,  the  opening  of  Mr.  Wilkie  GoUins's 
"  Red  Vial. "  Intent  upon  the  course  of  his 
narrative,  the  author  has  in  this  instance 
forgotten  that  in  a  drama  characters  are  not 
less  essential  than  a  plot.  There  is  not  a 
character  in  the  ''Red  Vial."  One  person 
is,  indeed,  benevolent;  another  rigid  in  the 
sense  of  probity;  another,  represented  by 
Mrs.  Stirling,  weak  in  the  same,  and  wicked; 
and  another,  represented  by  Mr.  Robson,  a 
maniac,  with  wits  of  dimensions  varying 
according  to  the  convenience  of  the  story; 
but  they  are  all  shadows  for  a  tale  that 
should  be  read  in  ten  minutes,  not  char- 
actors  to  be  offered  bodily  to  our  senses, 
for  a  two  hours'  study.  Still  with  the  same 
exclusive  care  about  the  story,  it  happens 
also  that  the  author  of  the  "Red  Visi'*  has 
taken  no  pains  to  secure  pithiness  of  ex- 
pression; there  is  no  effort  to  say  good 
things  pointedly,  and  sometimes  even  a 
tendency  to  say  even  commonplace  things 
tediously,  as  if  they  were  worth  elaborating 
into  speeches.— MoRLEY,  Henry,  1858, 
Journal  of  a  London  Playgoer,  Oct.  16,p.  223. 

I  must  say  I  think  the  ''Woman  in 
White"  a  marvel  of  workmanship.  I  found 
it  bears  a  second  reading  very  well,  and  in- 
deed it  was  having  it  thrown'in  my  way  for 
a  second  time  which  attracted  so  strongly 
my  technical  admiration.— Ouphant,  Mar- 
garet 0.  W.,  1862,  To  Mr.  Bhtkwood, 
Autobiography  and  Letters,  ed.  Coghill,  p. 
186. 

Wilkie  Collins  collects  all  the  remarkable 
police  cases  and  otiier  judicial  narratives  he 
can  find,  and  makes  what  Jean  Paul  Rlchter 
called  "quarry"  of  them— a  vast  accumu- 
lation of  materials  in  which  to  go  digging 
for  subjects  and  illustrations  at  leisure. 
Charles  Reade  does  the  same  with  blue- 
books  and  the  reports  of  official  inquiries. 
The  author  of  the  "Dead  Secret"  is  look- 


ing for  perplexing  little  mysteries  of  human 
crime;  the  author  of  "Hard  Cash"  for 
stories  of  legal  or  social  wrong  to  be  re- 
dressed. I  need  hardly  say,  perhaps,  that  I 
rank  Qiarles  Reade  high  above  Wilkie 
Collins.  The  latter  can  s^ng  his  dry  bones 
on  wires  with  remarkable  ingenuity;  the 
former  can,  as  he  fairly  boaste,  make  tiie 
dry  bones  live.— McCarthy,  Justin,  1872, 
Modem  Leaders,  p.  195. 

Next  to  Dickens,  however,  he  ranked, 
qualie  inter  vibuma  eupreeeue,  his  very  dear 
friend,  Mr.  Wilkie  Collins,  "an  artist  of  the 
pen,  there  are  terribly  few  among  writers," 
was  his  terse  eulogium,  the  plain  fact  being 
that  this  past  master  in  the  art  of  dramatic 
construction  excels  all  competitors  just 
where  most  English  authors  fail.  His  plots 
resemble  nothing  so  much  as  the  intricate 
arabesques  of  an  Oriental  designer.  Thdr 
complexity  dazzles,  yet  they  are  always 
simple,  never  obscure.  Moreover— and  here 
they  commanded  Charles  Reade's  most 
earnest  enthusiasm—they,  or  rather  some 
of  them,  lend  themselves  intuitively  to  the 
stage.  They  dramatize  easily  and  naturally; 
indeed  "The  New  Magdalen"  may  be  fairly 
termed  one  of  the  most  effective  of  modem 
dramas.  Mr.  Wilkie  Collins,  therefore,  if 
we  may  put  it  so,  hit  Charles  Reade's  ideal, 
and  secured  in  consequence,  that  sort  of 
genuine  admiration  which  an  author  offers 
his  brother  in  art  when  he  esteems  him 
greater  than  himself  .—Rjbads,  Charles  L., 
AND  Rev.  Compton,  1887,  Memoir  of  Charles 
Reade,  p.  392. 

tie  was  certainly  a  ^ant  among  novelists, 
and  far  above  the  pmchbeck  sensational- 
ists and  the  rocket-stick  romancers  of  the 
present  day.  In  his  particular  line  there 
is  no  one  who  can  come  an3rwhere  near  him. 
— Ashby-Sterry,  J.,  1889,  EngKsh  Notes, 
The  Book  Buyer,  vol.  6.  p.  361. 

Exit  the  novelist;  enter  the  characters; 
that  is  Collins's  idea.  One  never  sees  him, 
never  thinlos  of  him,  from  first  page  to  last. 
What  he  wishes  you  to  know  he  makes  his 
characters,  his  incidents  tell  for  him;  the 
purpose  of  the  book  always  advancing, 
gradually  reveals  itself,  and  grows  slowly 
into  shape  we  hardly  know  how,  as  inci- 
dent follows  incident.  And  in  all  the  books 
this  purpose  is  sustained,  consistent,  and 
worthy.  Occasionally  in  the  preface  to  the 
story  be  tells  us  himself  what  this  intention 
has  been,  tells  it  plainly,  simply,  manfuUy, 
and  leaves  the  reader  to  say  whether  or  no 
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it  has  been  achieved.  .  .  .  That  Wilkie 
Ck)llins  was  a  great  (one  of  the  greatest) 
novelists  we  hiiow;  we,  who  have  studied 
his  works,  have  marked  their  range  and 
power,  their  sincerity  of  purpose,  their  per- 
fection of  expression;  but  ¥^e  know  more 
than  this,  we  know  that  in  an  age  of  self- 
advertisement,  jealousy,  and  pretence,  he 
was  a  type— not  without  faults,  but  still  a 
type— of  a  genuine,  kind-hearted,  helpful- 
to-others  man.  He  had  blood,  as  well  as 
brains,  generosity,  as  well  as  intelligence, 
artistic  pride  and  purpose  in  his  work,  as 
well  as  popular  success.— ^uiltbr,  Harry, 
1889,  In  Memoriam  Amiet,  Univenal  Re- 
view,  vol.  5,  pp.  207,  224. 

All  the  works  of  Wilkie  Collins  which 
we  remember  with  pleasure  are  works  of  art 
as  true  as  his  godfather's  pictures,  and  in 
their  own  line  as  complete.  His  excellent 
sense,  his  perfect  self-command,  his  modest 
devotion  to  his  art,  are  qualities  not  more 
praiseworthy  than  they  are  obvious.  And 
if  it  were  but  for  their  rarity  they  should 
command  no  less  attention  than  respect.  His 
most  illustrious  friend  and  contemporary 
did  not  always  show  himself  at  once  so 
loyal  and  so  rational  in  observance  of  in- 
tellectual or  SBsthetic  propriety.  Collins 
never  ventured  to  fling  down  among  his 
readers  so  shapeless  or  misshapen  a  piece  of 
work,  though  doubtless  he  could  not  furnish 
them  with  a  piece  of  work  so  excellent  in 
parts  and  sections,  as  "little  Dorrit.'\  •  . 
It  is  apparently  the  general  opinion — an 
opinion  which  seems  to  me  incontestable— 
that  no  third  book  of  their  author's  can  be 
ranked  as  equal  with  "The  Woman  in 
White"  and  "The  Moonstone:"  two  works 
of  not  more  indisputable  than  incomparable 
'  abiliiy.  "No  Name"  is  an  only  less  excel- 
lent example  of  as  curious  and  original 
a  talent.  .  .  .  "The  New  Magdalen"  is 
merely  feeble,  false,  and  siUy  in  its  senti- 
mental cleverness;  but  in  "The  Fallen 
Leaves"  there  is  something  too  ludicrously 
loathsome  for  comment  or  endurance.  The 
extreme  clumsiness  and  infelicity  of  Wilkie 
Collins  as  a  dramatic  teacher  or  preacher 
may  be  tested  by  comparison  with  the  ex- 
quisite skill  and  tact  displayed  by  M.  Alex- 
andre Dumas  in  his  studies  of  the  same 
or  of  similar  subjects.  To  the  revoltingly 
ridiculous  book  just  mentioned  I  am  loth  to 
refer  again:  all  readers  who  feel  any  grati- 
tude or  goodwill  towards  its  author  must 
desire  to  efface  its  miserable  memory  from 


the  record  of  his  works.— SwiNBURNB,  Al- 
gernon Charles,  1889,  Wilkie  Collin$, 
FortnigMy  Review,  vol  52,  pp.  591,  593, 
596. 

Mr  Collins's  method  is  that  of  Mr.  Brown- 
ing in  "The  Ring  and  the  Book."  His 
characters  view  the  same  set  of  circum- 
stances, but  with  very  different  eyes.  The 
method  has  its  obvious  advantages  and  dis- 
advantages; perhaps  it  is  most  artfully 
worked  in  "The  Woman  in  White."  Again, 
after  reading  and  re-reading,  one  keeps  one's 
old  opinion — that  for  a  writer  so  conscien- 
tious and  careful,  Mr.  Wilkie  Collins  was 
but  rarely  successful  in  the  full  measure  of 
his  success.  A  few  of  his  short  stories,  his 
"Woman  in  White,"  his  "No  Name,"  and, 
above  all,  doubtless,  "The  Moonstone"— 
reach  a  level  of  ingenuity  and  of  interest 
which  the  many  oi£ers  fall  very  far  short 
of.  The  humorous  passages,  for  example,  in 
"Ai-madale"  and  "Hide  and  Seek"  are 
very  laboured  and  melancholy.— Lang,  An- 
drew, 1890^  Mr.  Wilkie  CoUins's  Noveh, 
Contemporary  Review,  vol.  57,  p.  21. 

Was  an  author  of  special  power.  There  is 
moral  tonic  in  his  books,  stimulating 
thought,  fine  and  persuasive  appeals  to  the 
imagination,  as  well  as  marvellous  plot  and 
weird  incidents.  His  strikingly  dramatic 
stories  clothed  in  language  as  simple  and 
direct  as  it  is  strong  and  beautiful.  The 
uniform  fascinating  grace  and  ease  of  his 
diction  ceases  to  surprise  us  when  we  read 
with  what  minute  and  painstaking  care  it  is 
produced.— Bainton,  George,  1890,  ed. 
The  Art  of  Authorship,  p.  89. 

The  work  of  all  novelists,  except  those  per- 
haps in  the  very  first  rank,  has  a  tendency  to 
age;  and  the  author  of  "The  Woman  in 
White,"  "No  Name,"  "Armadale,"  does 
certainly  not  now  hold  in  the  world's 
esteem  the  place  that  he  held  twenty-five 
or  thirty  years  ago.  Ingenious  plot-puzzles 
were  his  forte;  and  though  a  good  mystery 
still  has  its  charm  for  the  modem  reader, 
yet  to  produce  its  full  effect  the  mystery 
must  be  surrounded  by  something  of  exotic 
circumstance— the  scene  must  be  laid  in 
the  South  Seas,  India,  America.  Then  Col- 
lins's  characters  have  no  permanent  vitality, 
and  his  general  reflections  on  men  and 
things  can  hardly  be  called  valuable.— 
Marzials,  Frank  T.,  1892,  Letters  of  Charles 
Dickens  to  Wilkie  Collins,  The  Academy, 
vol.  42,  p.  304. 

The  special  power  of  Mr.  Wilkie  Collins, 
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as  afterwards  developed,  was  for  the  con- 
struction of  plots,  and  the  use  of  all  the 
most  elaborate  machinery  of  the  story.  His 
was  the  art  which  keeps  the  reader  breath- 
less, not  through  a  scene  or  act  of  adventure, 
but  during  the  long  and  elaborate  following 
out  of  intrigue  and  incident,  those  tangles 
of  the  web  of  fate,  or  intricate  combina- 
tions of  circumstance,  conducting  certainly 
to  an  often  unsuspected  end,— which  never 
lose  their  effect  so  long  as  they  are  skilfully 
and  powerfully  done,  as  was  tiie  case  in  the 
earlier  works  of  this  novelist.  He  did  not 
possess  the  still  more  interesting  and  far 
higher  gift  of  creation.  There  is  no  char- 
acter, no  living  being  in  his  works,  with  the 
exception,  perhaps,  of  Count  Fosco,  of 
whom  the  reader  will  probably  at  this  dis- 
tance remember  even  the  name;  but,  not- 
withstanding this,  his  power  of  holcUng  his 
audience  spellboimd,  and  of  rousing  the 
same  kind  of  curiosity  and  eager  interest 
with  which  we  watch  day  by  day  the  grad- 
ual unfolding  of  the  links  of  evidence  in  a 
great  trial,  was  unsurpassed,  we  might  say 
unequalled,  in  his  day.  The  sensation  pro- 
duced by  the  "Woman  in  White,"  the  first 
and  consequently  most  striking  of  the 
series  of  stories  in  which  he  has  displayed 
this  power,  and  which  came  out  in  a  serial 
form  in  "Household  Words,"  thus  doubling 
the  excitement  of  those  who  had  to  wait 
from  week  to  week  for  a  fresh  instalment  of 
tiie  story— was  prodigious.   It  was  the  sub- 


ject of  conversation  and  speculation  every- 
where, and  the  reader  followed  every  turn, 
and  commented  upon  every  incident,  as  if 
some  personal  interest  of  his  own  hung  upon 
tiie  identification  of  the  gentie,  witless 
creature  who  was  the  shadow  heroine,  and 
the  unhappy  lady  who  was  the  real  object 
of  all  those  highly  wrought  and  intricate 
snares.— OupHANT,  Margaret  0.  W.,^ 
1892,  The  Vidarian  Age  of  Engluk  Liter- 
ature, p.  482. 

Great  as  was  the  vogue  of  Collins's  works 
for  a  time,  the  seal  of  permanency  is  scarcely 
to  be  looked  for  in  tiiem.  They  are  con- 
spicuously wanting  in  the  higher  literary 
and  artistic  qualities.  His  characters  are 
mechanically  drawn:  they  do  not  live,  or 
convey  to  the  reader  an  impression  of  real- 
ity. His  style,  too,  lacks  distinction.  His 
supreme  quality  is  seen  in  his  clever  hand- 
ling of  sensational  narrative,  and  especially 
in  his  ingenious  construction  of  a  plot,  so 
woven  around  a  mystery  as  to  hold  the 
reader's  attention  and  curiosity  enchained 
to  the  last.— Graham,  Richard  D.,  1897, 
The  Masters  of  Victorian  Literature,  p,  92. 

Collins's  descriptions  have  the  effect  of  a 
nightmare;  his  power  of  the  consistent  de- 
velopment, even  of  the  most  improbable 
plot  and  characters,  forces  us  under  his 
spell.  The  character  of  Count  Fosco  is,  be- 
sides, a  real  work  of  art.— Engel,  Edward, 
1902,  A  History  of  English  Literature,  rev. 
Hamky  Bent,  p.  462. 


Richard  William  Clmrcli 

1815-1889 
An  English  author,  and  a  clergyman  of  the  Established  Church.  He  was  bom  in  Lisbon, 
studied  in  Oxford,  was  appointed  a  Fellow  of  Oriel,  and  was  Dean  of  Saint  Paul's  from 
1871  until  his  death.  He  is  chiefly  known  as  a  scholar  and  writer.  His  long  list  of  pub- 
lications includes:  "Essays  and  Reviews"  (1854);  "Civilization  and  Religion"  (1860); 
"University  Sermons"  (1868);  "The  Beginning  of  the  Middle  Ages"  (1877);  an  able 
volume  on  "Bacon"  (1879)  and  "Spenser"  (1879),  in  the  "English  Men  of  Letters"  series. 
A  imiform  editon  of  many  of  his  works  appeared  in  1888,  and  a  posthumous  work  on  "The 
Oxford  Movement"  was  published  in  1891.— Oilman,  Peck,  and  Colby,  eds.,  1902,  In- 
emational  EncyelopcMtia.  vol  iv,  p.  612. 


PERSONAL 

By  this  time  I  hope  the  E.  Talbots  will 
have  met  Dean  Church.  They  are  certainly 
to  be  envied  for  the  opportimity  of  seeing 
so  much  more  of  so  interesting  a  man  than 
can  be  managed  in  London.  .  .  .  There  is 
something  of  singular  charm  about  him, 
and  I  fancy  one  sees  it  also  in  his  writing. 
At  least  the  essay  on  Dante  has  some  ex- 
quisite passages  "halfway  between  beauty 


and  goodness,"  if  I  may  so  parody  one  of 
his  quotations.— Palgrave,  Francis  Tur- 
ner, 1878,  Letter  to  Lady  Frederick  Caven- 
dish, Journals  and  Memoirs,  ed.  Palgrave,  p. 
129. 

How  significant  is  it  that  Dean  Church 
should  write  the  history  of  events  in  which 
he  was  a  prominent  actor,  and  never  once 
mention  his  own  name!  He  does  not  avoid 
the  first  person  singular,  for  it  appears  in 
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the  Preface  and  also  in  the  body  of  the 
book— but  for  the  first  time,  if  I  mistake 
not,  on  the  last  page!  May  I  be  forgiven 
for  asking  if  a  Scotchman  or  an  Irishman 
ever  performed  a  feat  like  this,  or  an  Eng- 
lishman, for  that  matter,  outside  tMs 
charmed  circle.— Sanday,  W.,  1891,  Dean 
Church,  The  Critical  Review,  vol.  1,  p.  237. 

On  the  10th  of  December,  early  in  the 
mornmg  and  quite  quietly,  the  end  came. 
The  Dean's  love  of  Whatley  had  led  him 
years  before  to  choose  a  spot  in  the  quiet 
country  churchyard  there  for  his  last  rest- 
ing-place. And  thither  he  was  carried  from 
St.  Paul's  after  the  early  Communion  in  the 
northwest  chapel  of  the  cathedral,  where 
his  coffin  lay  in  the  midst,  and  the  later 
funeral  service,  with  its  long  procession, 
and  solemn  music,  and  gathering  of  many 
friends  and  colleagues.  And  there,  in  the 
snow-covered  churchyard,  beside  the  chan- 
cel of  the  village  church,  and  amid  the  fare- 
well gathering  of  old  friends  and  parishion- 
ers, he  was  laid  at  rest.  He  had  left  a  strict 
charge  that  no  memorial  should  be  raised 
to  him.  Only  one  thing  he  had  asked; — 
that  a  stone  like  that  which  he  had  chosen 
to  mark  his  son's  grave  at  Hy^res — ^and 
which,  though  he  was  spared  the  sorrow  of 
knowing  it,  was  also,  within  three  years' 
time,  to  mark  the  grave  of  his  youngest 
dau^ter  there — should  mark  his  own 
grave  at  Whatley,  and  that  it  should  bear 
upon  it  the  same  lines  from  the  Dies  Ira — 

Rex  tremendse  majestatis 

Qui  salvandos  salvas  gratis, 

Salva  me,  fons  pietatis. 

Quterens  me  sedisti  lassus, 

Redemisti  crueem  passus, 

Tantus  labor  non  sit  cassus. 

—Church,  Mary  C,  1894,  ed.  Life  and 
Letters  of  Dean  Church,  p.  421. 

The  preaching  of  Dean  Church  was  over 
the  heads  of  the  less  cultivated.  It  is  truly 
said  by  Canon  Scott  Holland:  "There  were 
no  physical  effects  to  aid  the  impression. 
The  voice,  though  pure  toned,  was  far  from 
strong;  and  in  delivery  he  held  fast  to  the 
earlier  traditions  so  characteristic  of  New- 
man and  the  Tractarian  chiefs.  Gesture, 
action,  were  all  rigidly  discarded:  and  the 
voice  retained  its  even  measured  monotone 
throughout."— Boyd,  Andrew  K.  H.,  1895, 
Dean  Church  of  St,  PauTs,  lAmgman's  Maga- 
zine, vol  25,  p.  617. 

As  parish  priest  and  as  Dean  of  St.  Paul's 
he  displayed  the  character  of  an  English 


priest— learned,  judicious,  tolerant,  saintly 
—in  its  most  beautiful  aspect.  Firm  in  his 
convictions  and  great  in  his  quietness,  no 
man  ever  represented  more  perfectly  the 
characteristic  excellences  of  the  Anglican 
Church.— HUTTON,  W.  H.,  1897,  Social 
England,  ed.  Traill,  vol.  n,  p.  274. 

Soon  after  his  election  at  Oriel  I  became 
and  always  continued  to  be,  on  very  close 
terms  of  friendship  with  Chiu-ch,  whose 
character  is  so  universally  appreciated  that 
it  is  needless  for  me  to  speak  of  his  beauti- 
ful and  attractive  qualities.  I  believe  we 
were  always  entirely  agreed  in  opinions,  both 
at  Oxford  and  afterwards  during  his  Ufe  at 
St.  Paul's.— Lake,  Wiluam  Charles, 
1897-1901,  Memorials,  ed.  his  Widow,  p.  72. 

It  was  not  only  in  his  writing  that  he 
possessed  so  great  a  charm,  but  in  his  con- 
versation at  home  and  in  society.  He  had  a 
very  keen  and  delicate  sense  of  humour, 
and  yet  maintained  perfect  dignity  without 
the  loss  of  simplicity  and  ease.  "Austerity 
and  sympathy"  have  been  described  as  two 
great  notes  in  his  character,  and  he  was 
able,  as  Canon  Scott  Holland  has  said,  to 
be  in  favour  with  all  men,  and  yet  never 
to  swerve  from  the  line  of  duty,  and  never 
to  submit  to  the  taint  of  compromise.  .  .  . 
Though  not  gifted  with  great  vocal  powers 
for  preaching,  his  reading  was  always  a 
treat  to  those  who  heard  him,  whether  it 
was  one  of  Scott's  novels,  or  a  poem  of 
Tennyson,  in  his  drawing-room  at  Whatley 
in  the  evening,  or  his  clear  and  impressive 
readings  of  the  lessons  in  St.  Paul's,  at  the 
great  special  services,  when  his  perfect  pro- 
nunciation and  intonation  made  him  easily 
heard.  He  was  an  untiring  and  industrious 
student,  and  never  dropped  any  of  his 
early  studies.  Homer  and  Virgil,  Sophocles 
and  Lucretius,  were  never  put  away  on  his 
shelves  after  Oxford  days.  But  he  was  also 
an  indefatigable  correspondent,  and  wrote 
from  abroad  delightfully  fresh  accounts  of 
the  places  he  visited— Donaldson,  Aug.  B., 
1900,  Five  Oreat  Oxford  Leaders,  pp.  375, 
376. 

GENERAL 

His  Essay  on  Dante  alone  stamps  him 
as  one  of  the  first  critics  of  any  age;  and  his 
volumes  on  Anselm,  Bacon,  and  "The  Be- 
ginnings of  the  Middle  Ages,"  his  singularly 
brilliant  and  comprehensive  sketch  of  ''The 
Early  Ottomans,"  must  make  every  one 
who  has  read  them  sigh  that  a  mind  so 
powerful,  so    discriminating,  so    amply 
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furnished  with  knowledge,  and  in  command 
of  a  style  at  once  so  dignified  and  attractive, 
did  not  find  time  to  leave  behind  him  some 
monumental  work  on  history,  in  addition 
to  the  fragmentary  monographs  which 
show  how  well  quipped  he  was  for  the  task. 
— MacC!oll,  Malcolm,  1891,  Dean  Church, 
Contemporary  Review,  vol.  59,  p.  146. 

It  is  what  you  feel  in  all  his  writings— the 
moral  beauty  of  the  man,  a  measure  and 
charm  which  are  no  tricks  of  a  weU-trained 
pen,  but  the  natural  outcome  of  characters. 
It  is  not  the  beauty  of  flexible  weakness, 
but  of  polished  strength ;  the  beauty  not  of  a 
fragile  carving  but  of  a  colunmar  shaft 
finely  proportioned  to  bear  its  burden  to 
tiie  b^t  advantage.  Large  intelligence, 
thorough  scholarship,  rare  and  delicate 
taste,  smiple  and  earnest  devotion,  were  all 
combined  with  a  certain  judicial  poise,  a 
just  measure  in  thought  and  conduct.  .  .  . 
His  silences  were  speeches;  his  suppressions 
were  verdicts.  Wisely  bold  at  need,  he  had 
no  love  of  figuring  at  the  front  of  the  sta^. 
He  had  greatness  thrust  upon  him.  He 
could  be  generous  and  expect  no  recogni- 
tion. You  cannot  think  of  his  taking  an 
unfair  advantage  or  attempting  to  hold 
untenable  ground.  He  knew  how  to  handle 
hot  coals  without  fanning  them  into  a  blaze. 
He  could  write  history  from  one  side  of  a 
controverted  position,  and  remain  impartial 
—just  to  opponents,  and  no  more  than  just 
to  friends.— Richards,  C.  A.  L.,  1895,  The 
Story  of  Dean  Church's  Life,  The  Dial  vol 
18,  p.  176. 

Upon  the  whole,  the  letters  do  give  the 
impression  that  ttie  writer  took  only  a 
transient  interest  in  transitory  things. 
Arnold's  letters,  for  instance,  come  much 
nearer  to  a  continuous  commentary  on  the 
life  of  the  time.  Another  impression  is  a 
sort  of  aloofriess,  of  irony,  of  reserve.  The 
letter  in  which  he  announces  his  first  article 
on  St.  Anselm  to  his  mother  is  really  re- 
markable in  its  way.  Of  course  he  had  to 
allow  for  her  Protestantism;  but,  viewed 
from  inside,  St.  Ansehn  is  not  without  at- 
tractions to  Protestants.  It  was  Church's 
own  choice  to  present  his  subject  frt)m  the 
outside  as  a  picture  of  the  cat-and-dog  life 
an  archbishop  had  to  live  in  the  eleventh 
century.  He  wrote  in  the  same  detached 
way  about  his  chUdren,  almost  as  a  neutral 
observer  might.  He  found  his  son  odd  and 
his  daughters  interesting:  when  the  former 
was  dymg  he  appears  to  have  discovered. 


for  the  first  time,  that  he  had  been  an  affec* 
tionate  son.— SiMCOX,  G.  A.,  1895,  Life  and 
Lettere  of  Dean  Church,  The  Academy,  vol. 
47,  p.  27. 

There  seem  to  be  two  Churches  in  the 
field— one  secular,  scientific,  historical,  lit- 
erary, human;  the  other  traditional,  ec- 
clesiastical, apologetic.  And  there  are  not 
wanting  intimations  that  the  basis  of  his 
mind  was  sceptical,  and  that  he  clung  to  the 
traditional  opinion  the  more  resolutely  be- 
cause he  dared  not  trust  himself  to  his  own 
strength  in  the  wide  stream  of  modern 
thou^t.  ...  His  letters  have  the  appar- 
ently inevitable  felicity  of  style  that  marks 
his  various  books,  and  it  is  interesting  to 
find  one  of  them  written  at  the  request  of 
some  one  who  would  learn  the  secret  of  his 
charm.  He  can  only  say  that  he  has 
watched  against  the  temptation  to  use  un- 
red  and  Ane  words,  and  read  good  English^ 
Newman  s  in  particular,  with  Shakespere's, 
Wordsworth's,  and  the  rest.  It  is  eloquent 
for  his  catholicity  that  Lucretius  was  his 
favorite  classic,  and  Matthew  Arnold's 
books  an  indispensable  resource.  But  the 
evidences  of  this  quality  are  many.— Chad- 
wick,  John  White,  1895,  Dean  Church, 
The  Nation,  vol.  60,  pp.  348, 349. 

Of  no  modem  writer  is  the  saying  so 
obviously  true  as  of  Church,  that  the  style 
is  the  man.  What  interests  us  far  more 
than  any  particular  page  in  his  writings  is 
the  personality  behind  them,  a  personality 
concealed  rather  than  obtruded,  out  plainly 
individual  and  full  of  charm.  His  peculiar 
note  is  a  melancholy  compounded  of  many 
simples,  and  including  those  of  the  scholar, 
the  divine,  the  traveller,  and  the  accom- 
plished gentleman.  He  was  a  student  at 
once  of  books  and  of  men.  ...  His  style, 

a^rly  so  called,  may  be  defined  as  in  the 
sense  academic;  it  is  periodic  in  struc- 
ture, correct  in  syntax,  and  harmonious  in 
flow  and  cadence.  It  is  not  hard  to  trace 
in  it  the  influence  of  Newman;  the  qualities 
which  Church  had  in  common  or  by  con- 
tact with  Newman ;  candour,  lucidity,  and 
precision,  are  reflected  in  his  style;  amongst 
smaller  points  of  resemblance  may  be  noted 
the  occasional  startiing  use  of  very  familiar 
phrases;  but  it  lacks  Newman's  extraor- 
dinary flexibility  and  ease.  Its  defect  is  the 
defect  of  the  academic  style,  a  tendency  to 
become  dry;  and  the  defect  of  excessive 
moderation,  a  tendency  to  become  tame. 
Furtiier,  the  periods  are  not  always  well 
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managed,  ihe  principle  of  suspense  is  too 
freely  used,  or,  on  the  other  hand,  the  para- 
graphs run  to  seed.  But  when  at  its  best, 
tiie  style  is  vigorous  and  vivid,  and  at  no 
time  is  it  without  dignity.— Beeching,  H. 
C,  1896,  EiiglUh  Pro9e,  ed.  Craik,  vol.  V,  pp. 
617,  618. 

Well  versed  in  theology,  phUosophy,  and 
history,  both  ecclesiastical  and  secular,  the 
author  combined  the  power  of  looking  at 
large  questions  largely  with  the  critic's 
nice  sense  of  detail.  That  he  writes,  how- 
ever,  from  the  orthodox  and  high-church 


standpoint  is  always  apparent;  and  this 
could  hardly  be  otherwise,  for  the  greater 
number  of  the  essays  were  contributed  to 
"The  Guardian, "  a  professedly  high-church 
journal.  Such  being  his  point  of  view,  any- 
thing like  entirely  unprejudiced  criticism^ 
in  most  of  the  subjects  treated  by  him,  is 
out  of  the  question;  nor  are  we  surprised  by 
the  writer's  occasional  slight  tendency  to 
digress  along  certain  familiar  or  favorite 
lines  of  thought  and  study.— Bicknell, 
Percy  F.,  1897,  Dean  Church's  Oeeanonal 
Papers,  The  Did,  vol.  22,  p.  360. 


Martin  Parqiiliar  Tapper 

1810-1889 
Bom,  in  London,  17  July,  1810.  Early  education  at  Charterhouse  School.  Matric.  Ch. 
Ch.,  Oxford,  21  May  1828;  B.  A.,  1832;  M.  A.,  1835;  D.  C.  L.,  1847.  Student  of  Lincoln's 
Inn,  18  Jan.  1832;  called  to  Bar,  24  Nov.  1835.  Married  Isabella  Devis,  26  Nov.  1835. 
F.  R.  S.,  1845.  Visited  America,  1851,  and  1876.  Resided  greater  part  of  life  at  Albury 
House,  near  Guildford.  Died  there,  29  Nov.  1889.  Works:  "Poems"  (anon.),  1832; 
"Proverbial  Philosophy,"  1838;  2nd  series,  1842;  3rd  series,  1867;  series  1-4, 1871;  "Ger- 
aldine,"  1838;  "A  Modem  Pyramid,"  1839;  "An  Author's  Mind,"  1841;  "St.  Martha's" 
(priv.  ptd.),  1841;  "The  Crock  of  Gold,"  1844;  "Heart,"  1844;  "The  Twins,"  1844;  "A 
Thousand  Lines"  (anon.),  1845;  "Probabilities"  (anon.),  1847;  "Hactenus,"  1848;  "Sur- 
rey," 1849;  "Ballads  for  the  Times"  [1850];  "Farley  Heath,"  1850;  "King  Alfred's 
Poems  in  EnglLsh  Metres,"  1851;  "Half  a  Dozen  No  Popery  Ballads"  [1851];  "Hymns  for 
All  Nations,"  1851;  "St  Martha's"  (with  J.  Tudor),  1851;  "Dirge  for  Wellington,"  1852; 
"Half-a-Dozen  Ballads  for  AustraUan  Emigrants,"  1853;  "A  Batch  of  War  BaUads," 
1854;  "A  Dozen  Ballads  for  the  Times"  (anon.),  1854;  "Lyrics  of  the  Heart  and  Mind," 
1855;  "Paterfamilias's  Diary  of  Everybody's  Tour"  (anon.),  1856;  "Rides  and  Reveries 
of  the  late  Mr.  iEsop  Smith"  (anon.),  1858  [1857];  "Stephen  Langton,"  1858;  "Some 
Verse  and  Prose  about  National  Rifle  Qubs,"  1858;  "Alfred"  (priv.  ptd.),  1858;  "Three 
Hundred  Sonnets,"  1860;  "Our  Greeting  to  the  Princess  Alexandra,"  1863;  "Ode  for  the 
300th  Birthday  of  Shakespeare,"  1864;  "Plan  of  the  Ritualistic  Campaign"  (priv.  ptd.), 
[1865];  "Selections  .  .  .  Together  with  some  Poems  never  before  published,"  1866; 
"Raleigh,"  1866;  "Tupper's  Directorium,"  1868;  "Our  Canadian  Dominion,"  1868; 
"Twenty-one  Protestent  Ballads"  (from  "The  Rock"),  1868;  "A  Creed  and  Hymns," 
1870;  "Fifty  Protestant  Ballads,"  1874;  "Washington,"  1876;  "Three  Five-Act  Plays, 
and  Twelve  Dramatic  Scenes,"  1882;  "Jubilate,"  [1886];  "My  Life  as  an  Author,"  1886. 
He  edited:  W.  G.  Tupper's  "Out  and  Home,"  1856.— Sharp,  R.  Farquharson,  1897,  A 
Dictionary  of  English  Authors,  p.  285. 


PERSONAL 

Met  the  author  of  "Proverbial  Philoso- 
phy," and  heard  him  expatiate  on  tiie 
beautiful  scene  before  him,  and  not  in 
hexameters.  He  is  a  happy,  little,  blue- 
eyed  man,  who  evidently  enjoys  talking, 
but  does  not  approach  the  dignity  of  his 
didactic  poem.— Fox,  Caroline,  1856, 
Memoirs  of  Old  Friends,  ed.  Pym.;  Journal, 
June  20,  p.  331. 

For  the  matter,  then,  of  autobiography,  I 
decline  its  higher  and  its  deeper  aspects;  as 
also  I  wish  not  to  obtrude  on  tne  public 
eye  mere  domesticities  and  pnvmes  of 


life.  But  mainly  lest  others  less  acquainted 
with  the  petty  incidents  of  my  career 
should  hereafter  take  up  the  task,  I  accede 
with  all  frankness  and  humility  to  what 
seems  to  me  like  a  present  call  to  duty, 
having  little  time  to  spare  at  seventy-six, 
so  near  the  end  of  my  tether, — and  pro- 
testing, as  I  well  may,  against  the  chai^ge 
of  selfish  egotism  in  a  Dook  necessarily 
spotted  on  every  page  with  the  insignificant 
letter  I;  and  while,  of  course  on  human- 
nature  principles,  willing  enough  to  exhibit 
myself  at  the  best,  promising  also  not  to 
hide  the  second  best,  or  worse  than  that^ 
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whcsre  I  can  perceive  it.— Tupper,  Martin 
Farquhar,  1886,  My  Life  as  an  Author, 
p.  3. 

Some  of  us  may  decline  to  accept  Mr. 
Tupper's  evident  estimate  of  the  poetical 
and  intellectual  value  of  his  work;  but  the 
general  verdict  upon  the  man  will  be  that 
he  is  a  good  fellow.  He  hints  as  much 
himself,  for  he  says  with  a  charming 
na%veiS-^"l{  I  am  not  true,  simple,  and  sin- 
cere, I  am  worse  than  I  hope  I  am.''  And 
though  he  also  says  very  truly  that  it  is 
only  in  human  nature  to  be  willing  to  ex- 
hibit itself  at  the  best,  still  human  nature, 
when  it  is  garrulous,  is  apt  unconsciously  to 
give  us  a  poet  at  the  worst  also;  so,  as 
Mr.  Tupper's  worst,  so  far  as  it  can  be  dis- 
cerned in  these  pages,  is  a  very  harndess 
egotism— not  in  the  least  aggressive — his 
self-characterisation  is  probably  not  far 
wrong.— Noble,  Jabies  Ashcropt,  1886, 
M.  F.  Tupper,  The  Academy,  vol  29,  p.  390. 

The  "Autobiography"  he  has  just  pub- 
lished is  very  fuD  of  his  ever-prominent 
and  harmless  egotism.  Some  of  it  is  inter- 
esting. He  can  hardly  be  blamed  for  re- 
membering that  when  he  was  at  Christ 
Church,  Oxford,  he  "had  the  honor  of 
being  prize-taker  of  Dr.  Burton's  theo- 
logical essay.  The  Reconciliation  of  Mat- 
thew and  John,'  when  Gladstone,  who  had 
also  contested  it,  stood  second;"  "and 
when  Dr.  Burton,"  he  says,  "had  me  be- 
fore him  to  give  me  the  £25  worth  of  books, 
he  requested  me  to  allow  Mr.  Gladstone  to 
have  £5  worth  of  them,  as  he  was  so  good  a 
second."— Morrill,  Justin  S.,  1887,  Self- 
Con9cioumes8  of  Noted  Persons,  p.  175. 

When  I  knew  him  he  was  of  a  cheerful 
and  agreeable  presence,  fond  of  reading  his 
own  poetry  and  telling  his  own  life;  and 
with  his  ruddy  face  and  white  beard  he  re- 
minded me  always  of  an  English  Santa 
Claus.— BowKER,  Richard  Rogers,  1888, 
London  as  a  Literary  Centre,  Harper^s 
Monthly  Magazine,  vol  76,  p.  819. 

I  would  rather  have  written  "Proverbial 
Philosophy"— though  I  never  admired 
more  than  two  lines  in  it— than  have  shared 
in  the  common  baseness  of  incessantly 
heaping  insult  on  a  defenseless  and  amiable 
man,  who,  like  the  rest  of  us,  may  have  had 
his  foibles,  but  who  had  done  his  little  best 
in  life.— Farrar,  Frederic  Wiluam,  1890, 
Literary  Criticism,  The  Forum,  vol  9, 
p.  282. 


Among  successful  authors  who  dealt 
with  Hatehard,  Martin  Tupper  must  not  be 
altogether  omitted,  for  Tupper's  books  bad 
an  enormous,  though,  if  merit  be  con- 
sidered, a  most  unaccountable  sale.  Rick- 
erby,  a  printer  in  the  City,  had  produced 
the  first  series  of  "Proverbial  Philosophy" 
in  1838,  but  as  Rickerby  was  more  a  printer 
than  a  publisher,  Tupper  sought  a  better- 
known  man,  and  for  tiie  second  series  of  the 
book  and  many  subsequent  editions  he  had 
dealings  with  Hatehard,  receiving  annually 
as  he  himself  teUs  us,  500/  to  800/  a-year, 
"  and  in  the  aggregate  having  benefited  both 
them  and  myself— for  we  shared  equally— 
by  something  like  10,000/  a-piece, "  Tupper 
seems  to  have  got  on  very  well  with  both 
John  Hatehard  and  his  son  Thomas;  but 
when  they  were  dead  his  lines  seem  not  to 
have  fallen  in  such  pleasant  places,  and  a 
littie  quarrel,  such  as  publisher  and  authors 
had  in  the  past,  and  still  engage  in,  ensued. 
Tupper  withdrew  his  books  from  tiie  house 
to  Moxon.  The  fact  was  that  Tupper 
thought  that  by  going  to  Moxon  his  pe- 
destrian lines  might  break  into  a  trot  if 
placed  in  Moxon's  Catalogue  beside  those 
of  Alfred  Tennyson,  for  whom  he  was  then 
publishing.  Tupper,  as  is  pretty  well  Imown, 
could  not—or  would  not— disguise  his  love 
of  praise  and  his  inability  to  brook  any  ad- 
verse criticism.— Humphreys,  Arthur  L., 
1893,  Piccadilly  Bookmen:  Memorials  of  the 
House  of  Hatehard,  p.  69. 

Whom  I  might  have  passed  as  a  most  re- 
spectable grocer  and  possible  church  warden. 
—Linton,  Wiluam  Jambs,  1894,  Three- 
score and  Ten  Years,  p.  172. 

PROVERBLA.L  PHILOSOPHY 
1888-71 
Tupper  and  his  "Proverbial  Philosophy" 
are  old  familiar  acquaintance  of  mine. 
There  is  good  stuff  in  the  book,  but  it  strikes 
me  as  too  wordy  and  inflated  in  its  diction; 
and  is  of  a  nondescript  class  in  literature— 
neither  prose  nor  poetry.— Barton,  Ber- 
nard, 1847,  To  Mrs.  Sutton,  Oct.  23 ;  Memoir, 
Letters  and  Poems,  ed.  his  Daughter,  p.  85. 

Mr.  Tupper  is  one  of  a  class  whom  we 
may  call  the  contmionplace  eccentrics.  They 
write  both  in  verse  and  prose,  but  it  is  in 
verse  that  their  peculiarities  are  most  fully 
exhibited.  If  they  essayed  to  write  as 
other  people  write,  they  would  attract  no 
notice;  —by  writing  strangely,  they  ob- 
tain attention, —  as  a  man  whose  head  b 
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fit  for  nothing  else,  may  still  collect  a  crowd 
by  standing  on  it.  .  .  .  Probably  Mr.  Tup- 
per's  most  distinguished  talent  is  a  certam 
judicious  knowingness  which  enables  him  to 
turn  his  labours  to  good  pecuniary  account. 
So,  at  least,  it  would  appear  from  an  ad- 
vertisement at  the  end  of  his  ''eighteenth 
edition/'  where  a  French  version  of  it  is 
"highly  recommended  for  schools  in  con- 
junction with  the  English  edition!"  Mr. 
Tupper  in  the  frenzies  of  his  inspiration,  has 
still,  it  seems,  an  eye  to  the  oven;  and 
mounts  the  tripod  to  heave  in  coals  at  the 
kitehen-window!— Hannat,  Jambs,  1854, 
Proverbial  Philosophy,  The  Athmaum,  pp. 
1583,  1585. 

Did  you  see  Hannay's  pill  for  M.  F.  Tup- 
per in  the  Athenceum  ? — Rossetti,  Dante 
Gabriel,  1855,  Letters  to  WiUitm  AUing- 
ham,  Jan.  23,  p.  102. 

It  was  unwontedly  popular;  and  Tup- 
per's  name  was  on  every  tongue.  Suddenly, 
the  world  reversed  ite  decision  and  dis- 
carded its  favorite;  so  that,  without  having 
done  anything  to  warrant  the  desertion, 
Tupper  finds  himself  with  but  very  few  ad- 
mirers, or  even  readers:  so  capricious  is  the 
vox  pomdi.  The  poetry  is  not  without 
merit;  out  the  world  cannot  forgive  itself 
for  having  rated  it  too  high.—CoppfeB, 
Henry,  1872,  English  Literature,  p.  438. 

"Proverbial  Philosophy"  remains  as  one 
of  the  bright  and  shining  examples  of  the 
absolute  want  of  connection  between  liter- 
ary merit  and  popular  success.— Saints- 
bury,  George,  1896,  A  History  of  Nine- 
teenth Century  Literature,  p.  299. 

Mr.  Tupper  could,  and  did,  occasionally, 
acquit  himself  respectebly  as  a  writer  of 
ballads  and  other  kinds  of  minor  verse,  but 
it  was  not  to  these  he  owed  his  popularity. 
This  was  due  to  the  extraordinary  collec- 
tion of  rhymeless  and,  indeed,  rhythmless 
platitudes  which  he  published  under  the 
name  of  "Proverbial  PhUosophy,"  which 
was  eagerly  token  up  by  the  prublic,  and 
was  in  immense  demand  as  a  "giftbook" 
for  a  long  series  of  years.  There  were  those, 
indeed,  who  declared,  and  not  wholly  in  an 
ironical  spirit,  that  its  purely  material  and 
external  attractions,  ite  conveniences  in 
shape  and  size,  combined  with  the  unim- 
peachable propriety  of  its  contents—that 
these  and  not  any  popular  delusion  as 
to  its  literary  merits  were  the  operative 
causes  of  its  truly  astonishing,  and  its 


yet  more  astonishingly  prolonged  vogue. 
.  .  .  The  vast  and  steady  popularity  of  the 
author  of  "Proverbial  Philosophy"  during 
the  greater  part,  if  not  the  whole,  of  Tenny- 
son's prime,  and,  still  more,  the  unquestion- 
ably inmiense  numerical  preponderance  of 
the  poetaster's  public  over  tiie  poet's,  is  one 
of  the  most  singular  phenomena  of  that 
literary  era.— Traill,  Henry  Duff,  1897, 
Social  England,  vol.  vi,  p.  515. 

GENERAL 

Our  wonder  is,  how,  with  his  feeling  of 
the  beauty  of  "Christabel,"  he  could  have  so 
blurred  and  marred  it  in  his  unfortunate 
sequel.— Wilson,  John,  1838,  Black- 
wood's Magazine,  Dec. 

Martin  Tupper,  a  singularly  good-natured 
man,  though  I  cannot  read  his  books. — 
Mttford,  Mary  Russell,  1853,  Letter  to 
Mr.  Starkey,  Aug.  18;  Friendships,  ed. 
UEstange,  p.  112. 

In  spite  of  the  popular  theory,  that 
nothing  is  so  fallacious  as  circumstantial 
evidence,  there  is  no  man  of  observation 
who  would  not  deem  it  more  trustworthy 
than  any  human  testimony,  however  hon- 
est, which  was  made  up  from  personal 
recollection.  The  actors  in  great  affairs  are 
seldom  to  be  depended  on  as  witnesses  either 
to  the  order  of  events  or  their  bearing  upon 
results;  for  even  where  selfish  interest  is 
not  to  be  taken  into  account,  the  mythic  in- 
stinct ere  long  begins  to  shape  things  as 
they  ought  to  have  been,  rather  than  as 
they  were.  This  is  true  even  of  subjects  in 
which  we  have  no  personal  interest,  and  not 
only  do  no  two  men  describe  the  same 
street-scene  in  the  same  way,  but  the  same 
man,  unless  prosaic  to  a  degree  below  the 
freezing-point  of  Tupper,  will  never  do  it 
twice  in  the  same  way.— Lowell,  James 
Russell,  1864,  The  Rebellion,  its  Causes 
and  Consequences,  North  American  Review, 
vol.  99,  p.  246. 

Nearly  every  review,  magazine,  and 
critical  journal,  published  in  his  time,  had 
its  say  about  this  famous  writer,  but  his 
friends  have  certainly  outnumbered  his  en- 
emies, and  have  carried  the  day.  The  mo- 
tive which  prompted  his  "Proverbial  Phi- 
losophy" was  creditable  and  Christian-like; 
it  was  not  equal  to  Shakespeare,  nor  did  it 
aspire  to  such  a  position;  it  carried  pure 
and  comforting  thoughts  into  tibousands  of 
domestic  circles,  without  leaving  behind  it 
the  poisonous  slime  which  emanates  from 
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the  popular  or  fashionable  press;  and  I  have 
thought  that  I  would  much  prefer  to  be 
shut  up  from  the  world  with  that  curious 
book  than  with  a  thousand  and  one  of  the 
novels  and  scientific  dissertations  which 
flood  the  bookstalls  and  libraries  of  the 
present  day.— Lanman,  Charles,  1883, 
Haphazard  Personalities,  p.  341. 

It  is  difiicult  to  know  how  to  characterize 
Martin  Tupper,  whose  strange  productions 
have  perhaps  called  forth  more  ridicule  and 
sold  more  copies  than  those  of  aU  the  rest 
of  our  poets  put  together.  His  "Proverbial 
Philosophy"  was  tiie  most  remarkable  in- 
stance we  know  of  a  large  assumption, 
which  so  imposed  for  a  time  upon  the  rank 
and  file  of  readers  that  he  was  taken  on  his 
own  estimate  as  a  poet.  The  tamest  and 
most  commonplace  sentiment  and  plati- 
tudes, in  the  form  of  dull  aphorisms,  filling 
a  succession  of  kurge  and  dreary  volumes, 


are  the  last  things  we  should  think  of  as 
likely  to  attract  the  enthusiasm  of  the 
crowd— yet  they  did  so  in  the  most  aston- 
ishing way;  and  it  was  only  the  storms  of 
laughter  and  ridicule  which  swept  over  him, 
from  all  whose  opinion  was  worth  having, 
that  detached  from  him,  with  some  resis- 
tance and  great  unwillingness,  the  devotion 
of  the  multitude.  Of  the  countless  editions 
which  were  produced  of  his  works  during 
the  short  period  of  their  populari^,  scarcely 
any  are  now  to  be  seen,  and  it  would  be 
curious  to  inquire  what  has  become  of  the 
volumes  which  lay  on  so  many  drawing- 
room  tables,  which  were  presented  by 
anxious  parents  to  good  young  people,  and 
were  held  by  gentle  dulness  as  a  sort  of  new 
revelation,  in  1852,  and  the  succeeding 
years.— OuPHANT,  Margaret  0.  W.,  1892, 
The  Victorian  Age  of  English  LUeraJtiat,  p. 
241. 


William  Allingham 

1824-1889  ^ 
An  Irish  poet;  bom  at  Ballyshannon,  March  19, 1828  f?);  died  at  Hampstead,  near  Lon- 
don, Nov.  18,  1889.  Having  for  some  years  been  an  officer  in  the  Customs,  he  became 
assistant  editor  of  Eraser's  Magazine  in  1871  and  succeeded  Froude  as  editor  in  1874,  when 
he  also  married  Helen  Paterson,  the  illustrator  and  water-color  artist.  His  graceful  poems 
excel  in  descriptions  of  Irish  scenery  and  life;  some  of  them  were  illustrate  by  Rossetti, 
Kate  Green  way,  and  other  distinguished  artists.  Prominent  among  his  works  is  "Law- 
rence Bloomfield  in  Ireland"  (1864),  a  narrative  poem  on  contemporary  Irish  life.— War- 
ner, Charles  Dudley,  ed.  1897,  Library  of  the  World's  Beit  Literature,  Biographical  Die- 
tionary,  vol.  xxix,  p.  15. 

Dante  Gabriel  RossetH  to  William  AUing- 
ham,  Introduction,  p.  xxiiL 


PERSONAL 

D.  G.  R.,  and  I  think  W.  A.  himself,  told 
me,  in  the  early  days  of  our  acquaintance, 
how,  in  remote  Ballyshannon,  where  he 
was  a  clerk  in  the  customs,  in  evening 
walks  he  would  hear  the  Irish  girls  at  their 
cottage  doors  singing  old  ballads,  which  he 
would  pick  up.  If  ttiey  were  broken  or  in- 
complete, he  would  add  to  them  or  finish 
them;  if  they  were  improper,  he  would  re- 
fine them.  He  could  not  get  them  sung  till 
he  got  the  Dublin  ''Catnach''  of  that  day 
to  print  them,  on  long  strips  of  blue  paper, 
like  old  songs;  and  if  about  the  sea,  with  the 
old  rough  woodcut  of  a  ship  on  the  top.  He 
either  gave  them  away  or  tiiey  were  sold  in 
the  neighbourhood.  Then,  in  his  evening 
walks,  he  had  at  last  the  pleasure  of  hearing 
some  of  his  own  ballads  sung  at  the  cottage 
doors  by  the  crooning  lasses,  who  were 
quite  unaware  that  it  was  the  author  who 
was  passing  by.— Hughes,  Arthur,  1897, 
Letter  to  George  Birkbeck  Hill,  Letters  of 


"He  had,"  as  Mr.  W.  M.  Rossetti  tells 
me,  "a  good  critical  judgment;  he  was  a 
man  who  could  pounce  on  defects  in  a 
poem.''  Madox  Brown  described  him  as 
"  keen  and  cutting. "  It  will  be  seen  ^  the 
course  of  these  letters  that  Rossetti  not 
only  sought  his  criticism  of  his  poetiy,  but 
often  acknowledged  its  justice.  Coventry 
Patmore  was  scarcely  less  eager  to  have  hk 
opinion,  but  was  not  so  willing  to  submit  to 
it.— Hill,  George  Birkbeck,  1897,  Letters 
of  Rossetti  to  AUingham,  p.  xxvii. 

GENERAL 
What  do  you  think  of  the  gratuitous 
slight  put  upon  you  and  me  in  Kingsley's 
notice  of  "Maud?"  I  would  not  change 
"  Tamerton  Church  Tower, "  a  poem  by  Pat- 
more,  nor,  if  I  was  the  author  of  it,  "The 
Music  Master"  for  fifty  "Mauds."— Pat- 
MORE,  COVENTRT,  1855,  Letter  to  AUingham, 
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The  man  has  a  true  spirit  of  song  in  him, 
I  have  no  doubt  of  it;  and  my  opinion,  I  am 
happy  to  say,  is  confirmed  by  Carlyle  in  his 
letter  to  A.  which  I  only  do  not  forward  be- 
cause, from  his  letter,  it  does  not  appear 
that  I  am  at  liberty  so  to  do.  Carlyle  also 
mentions  some  work  of  Allinpham's  (I  have 
not  seen  it  myself— it  is  possibly  some  pref- 
ace to  his  projected  work  on  Ireland)  in 
these  following  terms—'' Your  pleasant  and 
excellent  historical  introduction  might,  if 
modesty  would  permit,  boast  itself  to  be 
the  very  best  over  written  perhf^  any- 
where f6r  such  a  purpose.  I  have  read  it 
with  real  entertainment  and  instruction  on 
my  own  behoof,  and  with  real  satisfaction 
on  vours— so  clear,  so  brief,  definite, 
graphic;  and  a  fine  genially  human  tone  in 
it."— Tennyson,  Alfred  Lord,  1865,  La- 
ter to  WiUiam  Ewart  Oladstom^  A  Memoir 
of  Alfred  Lord  Tennyson, ed.Hi$  Son^voLu^ 
p.  31. 

We  find  spontaneity  in  the  rhymes  of 
AUingham,  whose  "Mary  Donnelly''  and 
^'The  Fairies"  have  that  intuitive  grace 
called  quaKty,— a  grace  which  no  amount 
of  artifice  can  ever  hope  to  produce,  and  for 
whose  absence  mere  talent  can  never  com- 
pensate us. — Stedman,  Eduund  Clar- 
ence, 1875-87,  Victorian  Poets,  p.  258. 

Mr.  AUingham  says  his  "works"  claim 
to  be  "genuine  in  their  way."  They  are 
free  from  all  obscurity  and  mysticism,  and 
evince  a  fine  feeling  for  nature,  as  well  as 
graceful  fancy  and  poetic  diction.— Cham- 
bers, Robert,  1876,  Cydoptedia  of  Enq- 
lish  lAterature,  ed,  Carruthers, 

Mr.  Allingham  is  a  poet  of  an  "equal 
mind,"  to  whom  verse  is,  indeed,  a  natural 
mode  of  expression,  but  whose  emotion  does 
not  generdly  find  utterance  until  it  has 
been  nursed  by  musing  and  mellowed  by 
refiection.  He  is,  nevertheless,  one  of  the 
most  spontaneous  of  smgers  determining 
to  ^rr  on  the  side  of  nature  rather  than  on 
that  of  art,  and  more  careful  to  keep  his 
gift  pure  than  to  cultivate  it  to  the  utmost. 
If  he  excells  at  all,  it  is  in  modesty.  He  is 
not  the  only  poet  who  has  shone  in  "his 
place"  and  been  "content;"  but  he  is  surely 
the  first  who  has  been  satisfied  to  compare 
Mmself  to  a  gooseberry.  .  .  .  Of  Mr.  Ailing- 
ham's  essay  as  a  dramatist,  after  the  pa- 
thetic appeal  of  its  Prologue  that  the  audi- 
ence should  try  to  like  it,  we  would  not  say 
harsh  things  if  we  could;  but,  in  truth,  it  is 
uot  easy  to  like  or  dislike  it  very  much. 


...  As  to  his  lyrics,  so  in  his  play,  Mr.  Al- 
lingham shows  no  great  ambition,  fl3dng  low 
and  falling  fight.— Monkhouse,  Cosmo, 
1883,  AUingham' s  New  Poems,  The  Academy, 
wZ.  23,  pp.  72,  73. 

To  feel  the  entire  fascination  of  his  poetry, 
it  is  perhaps  necessary  to  have  spent  one's 
childhood,  like  the  present  writer,  in  one  of 
those  little  seaboard  Connaught  towns.  He 
has  expressed  that  curious  devotion  of  the 
people  for  the  earth  under  their  feet,  a  de- 
votion that  is  not  national,  but  local,  a 
thing  at  once  more  narrow  and  more  idyllic. 
He  sang  Ballyshannon  and  not  Ireland. 
Neither  his  emotions  nor  his  thoughts  took 
any  wide  sweep  over  the  world  of  man  and 
nature.  He  was  the  poet  of  little  things  and 
little  moments,  and  of  that  vague  melan- 
choly Lord  Pahnerston  considered  peculiar 
to  the  peasantry  of  the  wild  seaboard  where 
he  lived.  •  .  .  The  charm  of  his  work  is 
everywhere  the  charm  of  stray  moments 
and  detached  scenes  that  have  moved  him; 
the  pilot's  daughter  in  her  Sunday  frock; 
the  wake  with  &e.candle8  round  the  corpse, 
and  a  cloth  under  the  chin;  tiie  ruined 
Abbey  of  Asaroe,  an  old  man  who  was  of  the 
blood  of  those  who  founded  it,  watching 
sadly  the  crumbling  walls;  girls  sewing  and 
singing  under  a  thorn  tree;  the  hauling  in  of 
the  sahnon  nets;  the  sound  of  a  clarionet 
through  the  open  and  ruddy  shutter  of  a 
forge;  the  piano  from  some  larger  house, 
and  so  on,  a  rubble  of  of  old  memories  and 
impressions  made  beautiful  by  pensive 
feeling.  Exquisite  in  short  lyrics,  this 
method  of  his  was  quite  inadequate  to 
keep  the  interest  alive  through  a  long  poem. 
-Yeats,  Wiluam  Butler,  1892,  The 
Poets  and  the  Poetry  of  the  Century,  Kings- 
ley  to  Thomson,  ed.  MUes,  p.  211. 

Was  an  Irish  poet,  of  much  taste,  but  of 
no  great  power.  His  inspiration  is  strangely 
fitful  and  uncertain,  and  aft^  his  removal 
to  London,  in  consequence  of  the  success  of 
his  earlier  verses,  it  seemed  almost  wholly 
to  desert  him.— Walker,  Hugh,  1897,  The 
Age  of  Tennyson,  p.  256. 

Though  not  ranking  among  the  foremost 
of  his  generation,  Allingham,  when  at  his 
best,  is  an  excellent  poet,  simple,  clear  and 
graceful,  with  a  distinct  though  not  obtru- 
sive individuality.  His  best  work  is  con- 
centrated in  his  "Day  and  Night  Songs" 
(1854),  which,  whether  pathetic  or  sportive, 
whether  expressing  feeling  or  depicting 
scenery,  whether  upborne  by  simple  melody 
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or  embodying  truth  in  symbol,  always  ful- 
fil the  intention  of  the  author  and  achieve 
the  character  of  works  of  art.  The  employ- 
ment of  colloquial  Irish  without  conven- 
tional hibernicisms  was  at  the  time  a  note- 
worthy novelty.  "The  Music  Master" 
(1855),  though  of  no  absorbing  interest,  is 
extremely  pretty,  and  although  "Laurence 
Bloomfield"  will  mainly  survive  as  a  special 


document,  the  reader  for  instruction's  sake 
will  often  be  delighted  by  the  poef  s  graphic 
felicity.  The  rest  of  Allingham's  poetical 
work  is  on  a  lower  level;  there  is,  neverthe- 
less, much  point  in  most  of  his  aphorisms, 
though  few  may  attain  the  absolute  per- 
fection which  absolute  isolation  demands.— 
Garneti,  Richard,  1901,  DidUmary  of 
National  Biography,  Supplement^  vol.  i,  p.  39. 


Theodore  Dwight  Woolsey 

1801-1889 
Bom  at  New  York  aty,  Oct.  31,  1801:  died  at  New  Haven,  Conn.,  July  1, 1889.  An 
American  educator  and  eminent  political  and  legal  writer.  He  graduated  at  Yale  in 
1820,  studied  law,  and,  later,  theology;  was  tutor  in  Yale  1823-25;  was  licensed  to  preach 
in  1825;  studied  in  Europe  1827-30;  was  professor  of  Greek  at  Yale  1831-46;  and  was 
President  of  Yale  1846-71.  He  edited  the  "New  Englander"  for  a  few  years  after  1843; 
and  was  chairman  of  the  American  company  of  New  Testament  revisers  1871-81.  His 
works  include  editions  of  the  "Alcestis"  (1834),  "Antigone"  (1835),  "Electra"  (1837), 
"Prometheus"  (1837),  and  "Gorgias"  (1843);  an  "Introduction  to  the  Study  of  National 
Law"  (1860:  5th  ed.  1879);  "Divorce  and  Divorce  Legislation"  (1869);  "Religion  of  the 
Past  and  of  the  Future  "  (1871) ; "  Political  Science,  etc. "  (2  vols.  1871) ; "  Communism  and 
Socialism"  (1880).  He  also  edited  Lieber's  "  Kvil  Liberty  and  Self-Go vemment"  (1871), 
and  a  "Manual  of  Political  Ethics"  (1871).— Smith,  Benjabun  E.,  ed.,  1894-97,  The  Cen- 
tury Cyclopedia  of  Namee,  p.  1070. 


PERSONAL 

I  consider  Woolsey  by  far  the  most  prom- 
inent of  presidents  of  American  colleges. 
He  is  a  faithful  scholar  and  pure  man,  and 
modest  withal.— Libber,  Francts,  1860, 
To  S.  A.  AUibone,  July  12;  Life  and  Letters, 
ed.  Perry,  p.  315. 

It  is  not  too  much  to  say,  that  of  the 
academic  spirit,  in  the  best  conception  of  it. 
Dr.  Woolsey  has  been  a  living  Ulustration. 
...  Dr.  Woolsey  has  afforded  a  signal  ex- 
ample of  the  dignity,  as  well  as  the  useful- 
ness, of  a  purely  academic  career.  His 
calling  has  been  that  of  a  teacher  of  youth. 
Without  turning  aside  from  that  function 
or  growing  cold  in  his  esteem  for  it,  he  has 
acted  in  other  spheres,  not  obtrusively  or  of 
his  own  motion,  but  when  his  services  were 
required  or  the  public  need  imperatively  in- 
voked his  aid.  His  opinion  has  been  sought 
and  given  to  the  National  Government  on 
important  points  in  controversy  with  for- 
eign powers;  but  he  has  declined  flattering 
offers  of  public  ofiice.  It  must  be  a  gratifi- 
cation to  this  venerable  man — a  man  who 
has  never  stepped  out  of  his  path  to  con- 
ciliate any  person's  favor— to  receive,  from 
his  former  colleagues  and  their  associates, 
ten  years  after  he  has  withdrawn  from 
official  labor  in   college,  the  spontaneous 


tribute  of  honor  and  affection  of  which  the 
gold  medal  was  the  token.  —  Fisher, 
George  P.,  1882,  The  Academic  Career  of 
Preeident  Woolsey,  Century  Magazine,  vol. 
24,  p.  717. 

His  person,  indeed,  though  slight,  was 
shapely,  and  his  whole  bearing  and  air  ex- 
pressive of  courtesy  and  refinement;  but 
not  until  the  casual  observer  noticed  his 
finely-formed  head  and  clear-cut  features, 
and  looked  into  his  full-orbed,  soulful  eyes, 
did  he  come  to  a  recognition  of  the  fact  tiiat 
he  was  in  the  presence  of  no  common  man. 
Who  that  has  ever  felt  it  can  forget  that 
direct,  thoughtful,  kindly  look  of  his?  The 
Franklin  glasses  which  he  wore  lent  his 
gaze  a  semi-mysterious  power,  as  though 
he  scanned  alike  the  distant  and  the  near 
in  you,  your  lineaments  and  the  recesses  of 
your  inner  being.  For  an  acquaintance, 
the  look  was  the  precursor  of  a  quiet  smile, 
full  of  S3mipathy  and  good-will;  not  the 
smile  of  good  breeding  merely,  but  the  ex- 
pression of  the  hidden  man  of  the  heart.  By 
the  men  of  New  Haven  of  the  last  decade  or 
so,  he  is  remembered  as  a  slight  figure, 
passing  with  short,  quick  steps  to  and  from 
the  postoffice;  more  often  as  one  who,  with 
head  bowed  low  and  thoughtful  mien,  his 
right  hand  perhaps  passed  behind  his  back 
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and  locked  in  the  bend  of  the  left  elbow, 
brought  to  mind  the  college  witticism  that 
"President  Woolsey  and"— another  highly 
esteemed  university  dignitary  "are  the 
itoopedeti  men  in  New  Haven." — ^Thater, 
Joseph  Henrt,  1889,  Theodore  Dwight 
Woobeg,  AOanUe  Monthly,  vol  64,  p.  557. 
GENERAL 

Mr.  Woolsey's  labors  will  be  highly  ap- 
preciated by  all  who  are  engaged  in  classical 
instruction,  and  by  those  who  continue 
their  acquaintance  with  the  great  authors 
of  Greece  after  leaving  the  walk  of  a  college. 
The  Prefaces,  Notes,  and  metrical  Tables, 
which  accompany  these  Tragedies,  form  a 
body  of  critical  learning,  tasteful  exposition 
and  metrical  science,  which  would  do  honor 
to  a  much  older  professor  than  Mr.  Wool- 
sey. ...  It  is  an  unoonmion  thing  in  any 
country,  for  a  mind  of  nice  poetical  sensi- 
bilities, to  be  engaged  in  critical  labors,  or 
to  have  the  necessary  patience  in  the  ac- 
quisition of  exact  knowledge,  to  qualify  it 
for  such  a  task;  but  so  fortunate  a  conjunc- 
tion between  profound  and  accurate  learn- 
ing, and  delicate  taste,  when  it  does  take 
place,  brings  out  something  which  men  will 
not  willingly  let  die.  With  such  a  beginning 
as  Mr.  Woolsey  has  made  in  classical  scholar- 
ship, what  may  we  not  expect  from  the  rich 
studies  and  ripened  experience  of  future 
years?— FEim)N,  Corneltos  Conway,  1837, 
Oreek  TragedteSf  North  American  Review, 
vol  44,  p.  555. 

Dr.  Woolsey  has  long  been  conspicuous 
among  American  scholars  for  the  extent 
and  thoroughness  of  his  learning,  his  power 
of  thought,  and  his  clear  and  admirable 
style.  The  moral  elevation  of  his  character 
gives  great  and  almost  authoritative  weight 
to  his  opinions,  especially  upon  questions  of 
public  law.— Underwood,  Francis  H., 
1872,  A  Hand-Book  o]  English  lAtertUure, 
American  Authors,  p.  209. 

The  unpretending  form  in  which  this 
work  ["Introductions  to  the  Study  of  In- 
ternational Law"]  was  put  forth  did  not 
prevent  the  legal  profession,  as  well  as  his- 
torical students,  from  at  once  discerning  the 
solid  learning  at  the  basis  of  it,  as  wdl  as 
the  soundness  and  sagacity  of  the  com- 
ments which  were  interspersed  in  the  course 
of  the  exposition.  Thiis  work  spread  his 
reputation  as  a  publicist  The  successive 
editions  which  have  been  called  for  since  its 
first  publication,  testify  to  the  esteem  in 
which  it  is  held  by  competent  judges  in  this 
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country.  Its  use  at  Oxford  is  one  proof  of  the 
appreciation  of  it  abroad.  In  this  book  the 
author  does  not  content  himself  with  a  bare 
recital  of  the  actual  state  of  public  law,  or  a 
description  of  international  jurisprudence 
as  a  fact;  he  points  out  tiie  relation  of  agree- 
ment or  antagonism  in  which  the  l&w  of 
nations,  as  recognized  and  acted  upon, 
stands  to  the  immutable  principles  of  justice, 
and  sugeests  modifications  which  ought  to 
be  mMe  in  existing  usages.— fSher, 
George  P.,  1882,  The  Academic  Career  of 
PreeiderU  Woolsey,  Century  Magazine,  vol 
24,  p.  713. 

His  scholarship  combined,  to  a  degree 
quite  exceptional,  breadth  and  thorough- 
ness. His  early  professional  training,  &9t. 
in  law,  then  in  theology,  then  in  philologi- 
cal and  general  studies  abroad,  fostered  a 
largeness  of  outiook  and  variety  of  interest 
which  he  retained  to  the  last,  and  which  his 
conscientiousness  kept  from  superficiality. 
In  classical  philoloj^  and  epigraphy  tlus 
pupil  of  Hermann  and  Boeckh  and  Bopp 
did  for  American  students  the  work  of  a 
pioneer;  while  in  practical  ethics  and  politi- 
cal science,  the  tiioroughness,  good  sense, 
and,  above  all,  the  noble  tone  of  his  dis- 
cussions have  given  them  a  salutary  power 
over  young  men  unequalled,  unless  perhaps 
by  t^ose  of  his  friend  Professor  Ueber, 
whose  fertilizing  works  Dr.  Woolsey's  ed- 
itorial labors  have  recentiy  helped  to  per- 
petuate. The  revival  of  leamii^  and  com- 
parative religion  were  among  tiie  special 
topics  which  he  handled  with  evident 
mastery;  while  poetry  and  botany,  as  avo- 
cations, were  subjects  in  which  he  took  de- 
light He  owned  the  best  books,  and  he 
knew  how  to  use  them.  Patient  research, 
caution,  sobriety  of  judgment,  character- 
ized all  his  work.— Thater,  Joseph  Henry, 
1889,  Theodore  Dwight  Woolsey,  Atlantic 
Monthly,  vol  6i,  p.  559. 

To  President  Woolsey  belongs  the  rare 
honor  of  teking  the  lead  in  two  great  in- 
tellectual movements.  He  laid  the  founda- 
tions of  American  scholarship;  he  teught 
men' to  apply  that  scholarship  to  the  social 
and  political  problems  of  the  day.  In  each 
of  these  departments  of  his  life  work  he  was 
preeminent;  m  the  combination  of  the  two 
he  stood  alone  and  Unrivalled.  ...  His 
modesty  alone  prevented  the  world  from 
knowing  the  vastness  of  his  range  of  infor- 
mation. At  a  time  when  breadth  of  educa- 
tion was  far  rarer  than  it  now  is,  he  had 
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read  both  law  and  iheology,  and  had  pur-  work.    Such  articles  as  these  could  only  be 

sued  a  course  of  classical  and  philological  the  result  of  hard  individual  study  at  first 

study  in  Europe  lasting  several  years.   Nor  hand.    Yet  the  author  was  none  other 

did  he  allow  the  duties  of  his  college  office  than  President  Woolsey  himself,  who,  in 

to  narrow  his  range  of  subsequent  work,  the  midst  of  his  classics  and  his  politics. 

Let  one  instance  suffice.    In  the  year  1864  his  interest  in  tiie  duties  of  his  office,  and 

the  New  Englander  published  a  series  of  his  equally  absorbing  interest  in  public 

articles  on  the  revival  of  learning  in  the  affairs,  had  found  time  to  carry  out,  ahnost 

fourteenth  and  fifteenth  centuries.    Eno  wl-  as  a  diversion,  what  would  have  exhausted 

edge  of  the  Italian  Renaissance  was  not  at  another  man  as  a  specialty  by  itself. — 

that  time  so  easy  to  acquire  as  it  has  been  Hadlet,    Arthur    T.,    1889,   Theodore 

since  the   appearance  of  Mr.  Symonds'  Dwight  WooUey,  The  Nation,  vd.  49,  p.  27. 
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Fellow  of  Oriel  Coll.,  Oxford,  April  1822  to  1845;  Tutor,1826-31.  Friendship  with  Pusey 
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"The  Office  and  Work  of  the  Universities,"  1856;  "Sermons  Preached  on  Various  Occa- 
sions," 1857;  "Lectures  and  Essays  on  University  Subjects,"  1868;  "Hvmn  Tunes  of  the 
Oratory"  (anon.;  priv.  ptd.),  I860;  "The  Tree  beside  the  Waters"  [I860];  "Verses  for 
Penitents"  (anon.;  priv.  ptd.),  1860;  "Mr.  Kingsley  and  Dr.  Newman:  a  correspondence," 
1864;  "Apologia  pro  Vita  Sui,"  1864;  "Letter  to  the  Rev.  E.  B.  Pusey,"  1866  (2d  edn. 
same  year);  "The  Pope  and  the  Revolution,"  1866;  "The  Dream  of  Gerontius"  (under 
initials:  J.  H.  N.),  1866;  "Verses  on  Various  Occasions,"  1868;  "Works"  (36  vols.),  1868- 
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vols.),  1872;  "The  Trials  of  Theodoret,"  1873;  "Causes  of  the  Rise  and  Success  of  Arian- 
ism,"  1872;  "The  Heresy  of  Apollinaris,"  1874;  "Tracts,  theological  and  ecclesiastical," 
1874;  "Letter  ...  to  ...  the  Duke  of  Norfolk,"  1875;  "The  Via  Media  of  the  English 
Church,"  1877;  "Two  Sermons"  (priv.  ptd.),  1880;  "Prologue  to  the  Andria  of  Terence" 
(priv,  ptd.),  1882;  "What  is  of  obligation  for  a  Catholic  to  believe  concerning  the  Inspira- 
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Meditations,"  1838;  "Hymni  Ecclesi©,"  1838;  "Bibliotheca  Patrum"(with  Pusey  and 
others),  1838,  etc.;  Bishop  SparroVs  "Rationale  upon  the  Book  of  Conunon  Prayer," 
1839;  Dr.  WeUs'  "The  Rich  Man's  Duty,"  1840;  "Catena  Aurea,"  1841;  "The  Cistercian 
Saints,"  pts.  i.,  ii.,  1844;  "Maxims  of  the  Kingdom  of  Heaven,"  1860;  Terence's  "Phor- 
mio, "  1864,  and  "  Eunuchus,"  1866;  W.  Palmer's  "  Notes  of  a  Visit  to  the  Russian  Church," 
1882;  Plautus'  " Aulularia,"  1883;  Terence's  "Andria,"  1883.  [He  also  contributed  pref- 
aces to  a  number  of  theological  publications,  1838-82]  Life:  by  Wilfred  Meynell,  1890. 
—Sharp,  R.  Farquharson,  1897,  A  Dictionary  of  English  Authors,  p.  211. 

PERSONAL 

I  was  in  London  for  a  couple  of  days  last 
week  at  Rogers'  and  met  Newman,  who  was 
sta3dng  there.  He  had  come  for  Manning's 
consecrai^on.  It  was  the  first  time  I  had 
seen  him  for  twenty  years  nearly.  He  was 
very  little  changed  in  look  or  general  man- 
ner or  way  of  talking,  except  that  he 
seemed  almost  stronger  in  body.  He  was 
in  good  spirits,  very  hearty,  and  talked  very 
freely  about  all  sorts  of  things;  reminding 
us  every  now  and  then  that  he  was  across 
the  border,  but  without  embarrassment, 
and  without  any  attempt  to  flaunt  any- 
thing in  our  faces.  It  was  a  much  more 
easy  meeting  than  I  could  have  supposed 
possible.  We  seemed  to  fall  into  the  old 
ways  of  talking.— Church,  Richard  Will- 
iam, 1865,  To  Rev.  J.  B.  Modey,  Feb.  3; 
Life  and  Letters  of  Dean  Church,  ed.  tds 
Daughter,  p.  203. 

In  all  the  arts  that  make  an  orator  or  a 
great  preacher  he  is  strikingly  deficient. 
His  manner  is  constrained,  awkward,  and 
even  ungainly;  his  voice  is  thin  and  weak. 
His  bearing  is  not  impressive.  His  gaunt, 
emaciated  figure,  his  sharp,  eagle  face,  his 
cold,  meditative  eyes,  rather  repel  than  at- 
tract those  who  see  him  for  the  first  time. 
The  matter  of  his  discourse,  whether  ser- 
mon, speech,  or  lecture,  is  always  admir- 
able, and  the  language  is  concise,  scholarly. 


expressive— perhaps  a  little 
with  thought;  but  there  is  nothing  there  of 
the  orator.  —  McCarthy,  Justin,  1872, 
Par  Nobile  Fratrum—  The  Two  Newmans, 
Modem  Leaders,  p.  170. 
This  gentleman  bears  in  his  bodily  ap- 

Eearance  a  considerable  degree  of  resem- 
lance  to  Dr.  Pusey  [1845].  Mr.  Newman  is  a 
shade  taller  than  the  Doctor;  but  he  pre- 
sents the  same  general  outline  of  what  men 
of  the  world  call  monkish  austerity.  There 
is  a  peacefulness  and  gentleness  of  de- 
meanour about  Newman,  an  unobtrusive 
and  humble  deportment;  a  deep  sense  of  re- 
ligious obligation;  a  desire  to  withdraw 
from  everything  rude  and  boisterous,  gay 
and  fashionable;  and  outward  visible  sipi 
of  a  constant  habit  of  inward  reflection;  and 
a  total  absence  of  even  the  most  distant 
approach  to  anything  like  literary  arro- 
gance and  conceit.  He  likes  to  hear  every- 
thing, but  he  parts  with  his  own  thoughts 
sparingly.  In  an  ordinaiy  routine  of  liter- 
ary intercourse  he  would  oe  considered  but 
a  very  dull  and  uninteresting  person;  but 
among  his  own  friends,  and  with  a  fireside 
companion,  his  conversation  is  instructive 
and  delightful.  His  peculiar  pursuits,  his 
course  of  reading,  his  power  of  inward  re- 
flection and  discrimination,  place  him  far 
beyond  the  reach  of  the  general  run  of  liter- 
ary men;  and  on  this  account  there  are  but 
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very  few  qualified  to  enter  into  his  views, 
and  form  a  right  conception  of  his  char- 
acter and  acquirements.  Hence  it  is  that 
you  hear  among  nearly  all  his  University 
friends,  those  who  have  for  years  been  in 
perpetual  intercourse  with  him,  a  desire  to 
exalt  his  moral  and  religious  deportment 
and  sentiments,  at  the  expense  of  his  intel- 
lectual attainments.  The  fact  is,  that  he 
shoots  over  the  heads  of  his  academical 
companions.  He  displays  a  power  of 
thought,  an  acuteness  of  perception,  and  a 
strength  of  judgment  to  which  they  are 
strangers;  and  hence  it  is  that  he  finds  so 
little  intellectual  sympathy  within  the  walls 
of  the  University  of  Oxford.— Blakey, 
Robert,  1873,  Memoirs,  ed.  Miller,  p. 
181. 

Mark  him  as  he  walks  toward  the  pulpit 
along  the  narrow  lane  between  the  serried 
rows  of  "doctors  of  divinity,"  and  "doctors 
ofcanon  law,"  and  "doctors  of  civil  law," 
and  "deans,"  and  "tutors,"  and  "profes- 
sors," and  "masters  of  art,"  while  every 
eye  of  the  rising  generation  in  the  galleries 
is  fixed  upon  him.  A  slender,  square  figure, 
whose  academical  robes  are  either  so  made 
— or,  from  the  indefinable  influence  that  a 
man's  nature  has  on  the  appearance  of  his 
garments,  so  hang  in  close  clinging  folds — 
as  to  produce,  one  knows  not  how,  the  im- 
pression of  asceticism,  he  advances  with 
swift,  silent  steps  and  eyes  fixed  on  the 
ground.  In  the  pulpit  the  time  occupied 
by  the  preacher  in  silent  prayer  is  rather 
long.  Then,  rising,  his  face  is  for  the  first 
time  seen  by  the  congregation— a  face  not 
readily  to  be  forgotten,  with  slender,  finely- 
cut  features,  and  an  appearance  of  emacia- 
tion, from  which  the  attention  of  his  hearers 
is  drawn  off  by  the  eye  beaming  with  in- 
tellectual power  and  the  noble  and  lofty  but 
not  broad  forehead  above  it.— Trollope, 
Thomas  Adolphus,  1874,  RecoUecHans  of 
Archbishop  Whately,  lAppineoffsMagadne, 
vol.  14,  p.  105. 

When  I  entered  at  Oxford,  John  Henry 
Newman  was  beginning  to  bo  famous.  The 
responsible  authorities  were  watching  him 
with  anxiety;  clever  men  were  looking  with 
interest  and  curiosity  on  the  apparition 
among  them  of  one  of  those  persons  of  in- 
disputable genius  who  was  likely  to  make  a 
mark  upon  his  time.  His  appearance  was 
striking.  He  was  above  the  middle  height, 
slight  and  spare.  His  head  was  large,  his 
face  remarkably  like  that  of  Julius  Cssar. 


The  forehead,  the  shape  of  the  ears  and  nose 
were  almost  the  same.  The  lines  of  the 
mouth  were  very  peculiar,  and  I  should  say 
exactly  the  same.  I  have  often  thought  of 
the  resemblance,  and  believed  that  it  ex- 
tended to  the  temperament.  In  both  there 
was  an  originid  force  of  character  which  re- 
fused to  be  moulded  by  circumstances, 
which  was  to  make  its  own  way,  and  be- 
come a  power  in  the  world;  a  clearness  of  in- 
tellectual perception,  a  disdain  for  con- 
ventionalities, a  temper  imperious  and  wil- 
ful, but  along  with  it  a  most  attaching 
gentleness,  sweetness,  singleness  of  heart 
and  purpose.  Both  were  formed  by  nature 
to  command  others;  both  had  the  faculty  of 
attracting  to  themselves  the  passionate  de- 
votion of  their  friends  and  followers;  and  in 
both  cases,  too,  perhaps  the  devotion  was 
rather  due  to  the  personal  ascendency  of 
the  leader  than  to  the  cause  which  he  rep- 
resented. It  was  Cssar,  not  the  principle  of 
the  empire,  which  overthrew  Pompey  and 
the  constitution.  Credo  in  Newmannvm 
was  a  common  phrase  at  Oxford,  and  is  still 
unconsciously  tiie  faith  of  nine-tenths  of  the 
converts  of  Rome.— Froude,  James  An- 
thony, 1881,  The  Oxford  Counter-Reforma- 
Hon,  Short  Studies  on  Oreat  Subjects,  vol.  iv, 
p.  179. 

The  foremost  man  in  the  English  Church 
was  content  to  send  for  the  humble  Italian 
monk.  Father  Dominic,  the  Passionist,  and, 
falling  at  his  feet,  to  ask  reception  into  the 
Roman  Church.  At  the  call  of  conscience 
he  had  already  resigned  preferment  and 
leadership;  he  now  abandoned  home  and 
nearly  all  his  friends;  for  ease  he  accepted 
comparative  poverty;  for  rule  over  others 
he  took  on  him  obedience;  "et  exiit  nesdens 
qwo  ire/."- Paul,  C.  Kegan,  1882,  John 
Henry,  Cardinal  Newman,  Century  Magor 
zine,  vol.  24,  p.  280. 

The  most  interesting  part  of  my  visit  to 
Birmingham  was  a  call  I  made  by  appoint- 
ment on  Cardinal  Newman.  He  was  be- 
nignly courteous,  and  we  excellencied  and 
eminenced  each  other  by  turns.  A  more 
gracious  senescence  I  never  saw.  There  was 
no  "monumental  pomp,"  but  a  serene  de- 
cay, like  that  of  some  ruined  abbey  in  a 
woodland  dell,  consolingly  forlorn.  I  was 
surprised  to  find  his  head  and  features 
smaller  than  I  expected— modelled  on  lines 
of  great  vigor,  but  reduced  and  softened  by 
a  certain  weakness,  as  if  a  powerfully  mas- 
culme  face  had  been  painted  in  miniature  by 
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Malbone.  He  was  very  kindly  and  sym- 
pathetic—his benignity  as  well  as  his  linea- 
ments reminding  me  of  the  old  age  of  Emer- 
son.—Lowell,  James  Russell,  1884,  To 
C.  E.  Nartm,  Od.  17;  LeUer$,  ed.  Norton, 
vol.  n,  p.  281. 

With  a  keenly  inquisitive  mind  disposed 
to  search  to  the  root  of  religious  problems, 
he  was  too  logical,  too  dogmatic,  to  be  satis- 
fied with  Whately's  position;  and  the  latter 
soon  discovered  that  Newman's  was  a 
spirit  beyond  his  leading.  He  may  have 
been  wrong  in  saying  that  Newman  was 
looking  ''to  be  the  head  of  a  party''  him- 
self; and  yet  there  is  a  side  of  his  character 
that  suggests  this  view.  He  had  a  great 
love  of  personal  influence.  From  the  first 
he  attracted  by  his  personality  rather  than 
by  his  intelligence— by  the  authority  rather 
than  the  rationality  of  his  opinions.  He 
never  seems  to  have  understood  any  other 
kind  of  influence.  In  this  kind  he  was  su- 
preme. He  did  not  require  to  go  in  search 
of  friends  or  followers.  They  gatiiered  spon- 
taneously around  him,  and  there  almost 
necessarily  sprang  out  of  this  feature  of  his 
character  a  high  ambition.— Tulloch, 
John,  1885,  Movements  of  Rdiffious  Tkoughi 
in  Britain  During  the  NineteerUh  Century,  p. 
63. 

That  great  man's  extraordinary  genius 
drew  all  those  within  his  sphere,  like  a 
magnet,  to  attach  themselves  to  him  and 
his  doctrines.  Nay,  before  he  became  a 
Romanist,  what  we  may  call  his  mesmeric 
influence  acted  not  only  on  his  Tractarian 
adherents,  but  even  in  some  degree  on  out- 
siders like  myself.  Whenever  I  was  at  Ox- 
ford, I  used  to  go  regularly  on  Sunday 
afternoons  to  listen  to  his  sermon  at  St. 
Mary's,  and  I  have  never  heard  such  preach- 
ing since.  I  do  not  know  whether  it  is  a 
mere  fancy  of  mine,  or  whether  those  who 
know  him  better  will  accept  and  endorse 
my  belief,  that  one  element  of  his  wonder- 
ful power  showed  itself  after  this  fashion. 
He  always  began  as  if  he  had  determined  to 
set  forth  his  idea  of  the  truth  in  the  plain- 
est and  simplest  language,  language  as  men 
say  ''intelligible  to  the  meanest  understand- 
ing. "  But  his  ardent  zeal  and  fine  poetical 
imagination  were  not  thus  to  be  controlled. 
As  I  hung  upon  his  words,  it  seemed  to  me 
as  if  I  could  trace  behind  his  wiU,  and  pres- 
sing, so  to  speak,  against  it,  a  rush  of 
thoughts  and  feelings  which  he  kept  strug- 
gling to  hold  back,  but  m  the  end  they  were 


generally  too  strong  for  him  and  poured 
themselves  out  in  a  torrent  of  eloquence  all 
the  more  impetuous  from  having  been  so 
long  repressed.    The  effect  of  these  out- 
bursts was  irresistible,  and  carried  his  hear- 
ers beyond  themselves  at  once.   Even  when 
his  efforts  of  self-restraint  were  more  suc- 
cessful, those  very  efforts  gave  a  life  and 
colour  to  his  style  wMch  riveted  the  atten- 
tion of  all  witUn  the  reach  of  his  voiciB. — 
Doyle,  Sir  Francts  Hastings,  1887,  Rm,- 
iniscenees  and  Opinions,  p.  145. 
O  weary  Champion  of  the  Cross,  lie  still: 
Sleep  thou  at  length  the  aU-embracing  sleep: 
Long  was  thy  sowing  day,  rest  now  and  reap: 
Thy  fast  was  long,  feast  now  thy  spirit's  fiU. 
Yea,  take  thy  fiU  of  love,  because  thy  wiU 
Chose  love  not  in  the  shaUows  but  the  deep: 
Thy  tides  were  springtides,  set  against  the 
neap 
Of  calmer  souls:  thy  flood  rebuked  their  riU. 

— RossETn,  Christina  G.,  1890,  Cardinal 
Newman,  The  Athenomm,  No.  3277,  p.  225. 

Cardinal  Newman  had  always  something 
to  say  when  he  spoke;  something  most 
worthy  of  being  said;  something  which  he 
oould  say  as  no  one  else  could.  Ajid  the 
light  of  his  whole  conversation  was  his  su- 
preme loyalty  to  truth.  ...  In  order  fully 
to  appreciate  Dr.  Newman,  it  was  necessary 
to  be  with  him  in  his  own  home,  among 
the  devoted  fathers  and  brethren  with 
whom  his  life  was  passed.  His  mornings 
were  usually  sacred  to  his  work.  But  in  the 
afternoon,  at  the  period  of  which  I  am 
speaking,  he  would  take  a  long  walk-— he 
was  still  a  great  pedestrian— in  which  his 
visitor  had  the  privilege  of  accompanying 
him.  At  six  o'clock  the  community  dinner 
took  place;  and  on  the  days  when  his  turn 
came  round,  "the  Father"  would  pin  on 
the  apron  of  service  and  wait  upon  his 
brethren  and  his  visitor— who,  to  say  the 
truth,  was  somewhat  uncomfortable  in  be- 
ing ministered  to— not  himself  sitting  down 
until  they  had  received  their  portions.  .  .  . 
It  may  be  said  of  him,  as  Vittoria  Colonna 
said  of  Michael  Angelo,  that  they  who 
know  only  his  works,  know  the  least  part  of 
him.— Lilly,  W.  S.,  1890,  John  Henry 
Neunnan,  In  Memoriam,  ForinighUy  Re- 
view, vol.  54,  pp.  423, 425, 437. 

If  man  ever  succeeded  in  an3rthing. 
Cardinal  Newman  has  succeeded  in  con- 
vincing all  those  who  study  his  career  with 
an  approach  to  candour  and  discrimination, 
that  the  depth  and  luminousness  of  his  con- 
viction, that  the  true  key  to  the  enigma  of 
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life  is  God's  revelation  of  Himself  in  Christ 
and  in  His  Church,  are  infinitely  deeper  in 
hiin,  and  more  of  the  intimate  essence  of  his 
mind  and  heart,  than  his  appreciation, 
keen  as  it  is,  of  the  obstacles  which  stand 
in  the  way  of  those  convictions  and  appear 
to  bar  the  access  to  them.  .  .  .  Whether 
tried  then  by  the  test  of  nobility,  intensity, 
and  steadfastness  of  his  work,  or  by  the  test 
of  the  greatness  of  the  powers  which  have 
been  consecrated  to  that  work  Cardind 
Newman  has  been  one  of  the  greatest  of  our 
modem  great  men.— Hutton,  Richard 
Holt,  1890,  Cardinal  Nevman,  pp.  5, 15. 

Peace  to  the  virgm  heart,  the  crystal  brain  1 

Peace  for  one  hour  through  all  the  camps  of 
thought  I 
Our  subtlest  mind  has  rent  the  veil  of  pain, 

Has  found  the  truth  he  sought. 
Who  knows  what  page  those  new-bom   eyos 
have  read? 

If  this  set  creed,  or  that,  or  none  be  best? — 
Let  no  strife  jar  above  this  sacred  head; 

Peace  for  a  saint  at  rest  I 
— GossB,  Edmund,  1890,  Cardinal  New- 
man, The  Athenxum,  No.  3277,  p.  225. 

To  those  who  equally  honour  a  great  and 
beautiful  character  and  love  their  country, 
nothing  surely  can  have  been  more  striking 
than  the  manner  in  which  the  whole  Eng- 
lish nation  has  been  moved  during  the  last 
fortnight  by  the  death  of  Cardinal  New- 
man; and  this  feeling  has  been  absolutely 
free  from  any  distinctions  of  creed.  ...  It 
is  to  Newman  even  more  than  to  his  great 
fellow-workers  that  we  owe  it — to  the  power 
and  beauty  of  his  life  and  writings,  and  even 
to  the  manner  in  which  he  pointed  out  our 
defects.  In  all  these  points  it  is  not  too 
much  to  call  him  ''the  foimder  of  the 
Church  of  England  as  we  see  it. "  The  great 
institutions  which  have  sprung  up,  and  are 
still  springing  up  almost  of  their  own  accord 
—the  sisterhoods,  and  now  we  may  hope 
the  brotherhoods,  the  higher  standard  of 
clerical  Uf e,  the  different  conception  of  pub- 
lic worship,  the  increased  freedom  of  adopt- 
ing practices  of  devotion  which  so  many 
find  to  be  essential  to  their  religious  life;  the 
spirit  of  all  this  new  life  we  owe  primarily 
t()  the  great  man  whom  the  whole  nation 
now  mourns.— Lake,  William  Charles, 
1890,  Guardian,  Aug.  27;  MemoriaU,  ed. 
Mrs.  Lake,  pp.  301, 302. 

No  one  living  knows  my  brother's  life 
from  boyhood  to  the  age  of  forty  as  I  do. 
The  splendour  of  his  funeral  makes  certain 
that  his  early  life  will  be  written ;  it  must  be 


expected  that  the  more  mythical  the  nar- 
rative the  better  it  will  sell.  The  honour 
naturally  and  rightfully  paid  to  him  by 
Catholics  makes  him  a  public  man  of  the 
century.  I  should  have  vastly  preferred 
entire  oblivion  of  him  and  his  writings  of 
the  first  forty  years,  but  that  is  impossible. 
In  the  cause  of  Proteetanis  and  Protestantism 
I  feel  bound  to  write,  however  painful  to 
myself,  as  simply  as  if  my  topic  were  an  old 
Greek  or  Latin.  ...  I  could  not  possibly 
have  written  freely  of  the  late  Cardinal  to 
^eve  him  while  he  lived,  but  I  see  a  new 
side  of  my  duty  opened  to  me,  now  that  my 
words  cannot  pain  him.  .  .  .  Now  I  see 
that,  unless  something  be  explained  by  me, 
no  one  will  guess  at  his  very  eccentric  char- 
acter, and  false  ideas  are  likely  to  gain  cur- 
rency.—Newman,  Francis  W.,  1891,  Con- 
iribvMons  Chiefly  to  the  Early  History  of  the 
Late  Cardinal  Newman,  Introduction,  pp.  v, 
vii. 

Newman's  strong  point  was  not  philan- 
thropy either  in  word  or  deed.  .  .  .  New- 
man's genius  precluded  him  from  getting  on 
with  common  people,  and  made  him  per- 
haps feel  ill  at  ease  except  when  he  was  in 
an  atmosphere  of  refinement.— Abbott, 
Edwin  A.,  1891,  The  Early  Life  of  Cardinal 
Newman,  Contemporary  Review,  vol.  59,  pp. 
47,48. 

There  was  such  a  pathetic  tone  in  his  utter- 
ance of  that  which  the  French  describe  as 
''  tears  in  the  voice, "  such  a  tender  appeal  of 
plaintive  sweetness,  that  I  remember  to  this 
day  the  first  words  of  the  first  sermon  I 
heard  from  his  lips— "Sheep  are  defenceless 
creatures,  wolves  are  strong  and  fierce." 
But  I  fail  to  comprehend,  regarding  the 
matter  in  the  light  of  consistency  and  com- 
mon-sense, why  it  was  proposed  that  a 
stetue  of  Cardinal  Newman  should  occupy 
the  best  site  in  Oxford;  why  the  represen- 
tetion  of  a  deserter  should  be  set  up  in  a 
barrack-yard  of  the  Church  Militant,  as  a 
model  for  the  young  recruits!— Hole,  S. 
Reynolds,  1893,  Memories,  p.  145. 

To  the  falsification  of  history,  illusion 
will  take  the  place  of  reality,  fiction  of 
truth.  And  what  would  be  gained  by  such 
an  effeminate  paltering  with  facts?  To  wink 
in  silence  is  only  owl-like  wisdom.  Not 
sentimental  suppressions,  but  the  simple 
truth  is  the  only  tribute  worthy  of  such  a 
man  as  Manning.  What  then  is  the  truth? 
Not  more  than  thr^  or  four  years  before 
the  Ulusive  and  fancy  picture  of   1890, 
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Cardinal  Manning,  not  to  speak  of  contem- 
porary letters  extending  over  a  long  period 
of  years,  avowed  and  put  on  record  his 
condemnation  of  Newman  in  terms  so  clear 
and  incisive  as  to  leave  no  room  or  foothold 
for  an  after  fiction  of  friendship.  I  will 
only  recite  one  sentence  from  an  autobio- 
graphical note  dated  1887.  "If  I  was  op- 
posed to  Newman,  it  was  only  because  I 
had  either  to  oppose  Newman  or  to  oppose 
the  Holy  See.  I  could  not  oppose  the  Pope." 
— PuRCELL,  Edbiund  Sheridan,  1895,  Lijt 
of  CardiTid  Manning,  vol.  II,  p.  754 

His  [Cardinal  Manning]  greatest  mistake 
was  his  treatment  of  Newman.  For  the 
misunderstandings  of  the  two  Cardinals  he 
is  most  to  blame,  and  the  severest  thing  yet 
to  be  said  of  him  will  be  contained  in  a  can- 
did and  capable  life  of  Newman.  Manning 
was  the  leader  in  the  cabinet  and  the  field, 
and  it  was  his  business  to  have  found  a  place 
for  that  beautiful  soul  lost  in  the  lonely 
desert  of  Brompton:  instead  of  shutting 
him  off  from  every  avenue  of  usefulness  and 
distinction  whose  gates  he  was  able  to  close. 
He  has  been  punished  already  for  his  hostil- 
ity or  indifference,  or  whatever  it  may  be 
called.  His  influence  fades,  while  New- 
man's increases.— Smith,  John  Talbot, 
1896,  Cardinal  Manning  and  his  Biographer, 
The  Forum,  vol.  22,  p.  105. 

Early  in  the  evening  a  singularly  graceful 
figure  in  cap  and  gown  glided  into  the  room. 
The  slight  form  and  gracious  address  might 
have  belonged  either  to  a  youthful  ascetic 
of  the  middle  ages  or  a  graceful  and  high- 
bred lady  of  our  own  da}^.  He  was  pale 
and  thin  almost  to  emaciation,  swift  of  pace, 
but,  when  not  walking,  intensely  still,  with 
a  voice  sweet  and  pathetic  both,  but  so  dis- 
tinct that  you  could  count  each  vowel  and 
consonant  in  every  word.  When  touching 
upon  subjects  which  interested  him  much, 
he  used  gestures  rapid  and  decisive,  thoiigh 
not  vehement;  and  while  in  the  expression 
of  thoughts  on  important  subjects  there 
was  often  a  restrained  ardour  about  him; 
yet  if  individuals  were  in  question  he  spoke 
severely  of  none,  however  widely  their 
opinions  might  differ  from  his.  .  .  .  Noth- 
ing more  characterised  Newman  than  his 
unconscious  refinement.  It  would  have 
been  impossible  for  him  to  tolerate  coarse 
society,  or  coarse  books,  or  manners  seri- 
ously deficient  in  self-respect  and  respect 
for  others.  There  was  also  in  him  a  tender- 
ness marked  by  a  smile  of  magical  sweet- 


but  a  sweetness  that  had  in  it  noth- 
ing of  softness.  On  the  contrary,  there  was 
a  decided  severity  in  his  face,  that  severity 
which  enables  a  man  alike  to  exact  from 
others,  and  himself  to  render,  whatever  pain- 
ful service  or  sacrifice  justice  may  claim.— 
De  Verb,  Aubrey,  1897,  ReeoUectUm,  pp. 
256,  278. 

Certainly  the  whole  Catholic  Church, 
Anglican  as  well  as  Roman,  owes  a  vast 
debt  to  the  powerful  defence  that  he  made 
of  all  the  great  fundamentals  of  the  Catho- 
lic faith.  No  inju]^  done  to  the  English 
Church  by  his  secession  can  ever  make  An- 
glicans forgetful  of  all  that  they,  with  all 
true  believers,  owe  to  him  for  doing  battle 
in  a  latitudinarian  age  in  bdialf  of  the  great 
verities  contained  in  Holy  Scripture  and  the 
Creeds.  To  him  in  no  little  degree  it  is  due 
that  at  the  present  day  there  is  a  more  in- 
telligent grasp  and  a  more  courageous  ex- 
pression in  the  Church  of  England  of  the 
mysteries  of  the  faith— the  Holy  Trinity, 
the  Incarnation,  as  well  as  a  devout  accept- 
ance and  reverent  use  of  the  Grace  of  Grod 
given  in  the  Sacraments.  And  therefore 
his  elevation  to  so  high  a  position  in  that 
Church  for  which  he  deserted  her  Commu- 
nion, was  received  not  only  without 
jealousy,  but  \vith  no  little  gratification  at 
the  honour  done  to  one  who  had  been  the 
greatest  Anglican  of  his  own,  if  not  of  an^ 
age.  Newman  was  also  honoured  by  his. 
own  two  colleges  at  Oxford,  Trinity  and 
Oriel,  who  rejoiced  to  welcome  him  back 
into  their  societies  as  an  honorary  member. 
—Donaldson,  Aug.  B.,  1900,  Five  Great 
Oxford  Leaders,  p.  140.  ^ 

In  1860,  he  had  a  slight  bend,  and  seemed 
to  me  to  look  older  than  he  really  was.  .  .  . 
He  was,  however,  very  rapid  in  his  move- 
ments, still  a  great  pedestrian,  and  he 
talked  incessantly  while  walking.  I  remem- 
ber what  impressed  me  in  his  personal  ap- 
pearance was  the  massive  and  powerful 
head  of  which  Froude  speaks,  and,  perhaps, 
still  more  the  lai^e  and  luminous  eyes, 
which  seemed  to  pierce  through  the  veil  of 
this  world  into  the  illimitable  beyond.  .  .  . 
From  the  first  moment  I  saw  Cardinal 
Newman,  I  experienced  the  inexplicable 
fascination  which  all  men,  high  and  low, 
rich  and  poor,  intellectu^  or  otherwise,  felt 
in  his  presence.  It  is  hard  to  define  the 
secret  of  his  spell.  It  consisted  partly  in 
the  bright,  original,  startling  way  in  which 
be  touched  into  life  old  tmths,  moral. 
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religious  or  political.  Then  there  was  the 
extraordinary  attraction  of  voice  and  man- 
ner.—Blennerhassbtt,  Sir  Rowland, 
1901,  SoTtie  of  My  RecoUeetions  of  Cardinal 
Newman,  CamhtU  Magazine,  vol.  84,  pp. 
616, 620. 

APOLOGIA  PRO  VITA  SUl 

1846 

Few  books  have  been  published  of  late 
years  which  combine  more  distinct  elements 
of  interest  than  the  "Apologia"  of  Dr. 
Newman.  As  an  autobiography,  in  the 
highest  sense  of  that  word,  as  the  portrai- 
ture, that  is,  and  record  of  what  the  man 
was,  irrespective  of  those  common  accidents 
of  humanity  which  too  often  load  the  biog- 
rapher's pages,  it  is  eminently  dramatic. 
To  produce  such  a  portrait  was  the  end 
which  the  writer  proposed  to  himself,  and 
which  he  has  achieved  with  rare  fidelity  and 
completeness.  .  .  .  The  ''Apologia"  will 
have  a  special  interest  for  most  of  our  read- 
ers. Almost  every  page  of  it  will  throw 
some  light  upon  the  great  controversy 
which  has  been  maintained  for  these  three 
hundred  years,  and  which  now  spreads  it- 
self throughout  the  world,  between  the 
Anglican  Church  and  her  oldest  and  great- 
est antagonist,  the  Papal  See.  As  to  the 
immediate  contest  between  Professor 
Kingsley  and  Dr.  Newman,  we  scarcely 
deem  it  necessary  to  speak.  The  only 
abiding  significance,  we  may  venture  to 
afiSrm,  of  that  disagreement  will  be  its 
having  given  cause  for  the  production  of 
Dr.  Newman's  volume.  The  controversial 
portion,  indeed,  of  these  publications  can 
give  no  pleasure  to  the  friends  of  either  dis- 
putant. Professor  Kingsley  has  added 
nothing  here  to  his  literary  reputation.  In- 
deed his  pamphlet  can  only  hope  to  live  as 
the  embedded  fly  in  the  clear  amber  of 
his  antagonist's  Apology.— Wilberforce, 
Saicuel,  1864,  Dr.  Netcman  and  Apologia 
Qnarterly  Review,  vol.  116,  pp.  528,  529. 

The  book  is  well  worth  reading,  if  only  as 
a  curious  illustration  of  the  utter  inadequacy 
of  human  intellect  and  human  logic  to 
secure  a  soul  from  the  strangest  wandering, 
the  saddest  possible  illusion.  You  cannot 
read  a  page  of  it  without  admiration  for  the 
intellect  of  the  author,  and  without  pity 
for  the  poverty  even  of  the  richest  intel- 
lectual f^fts  where  guidance  is  sought  in  a 
faith  and  in  things  which  transcend  the 
limits  of  human  logic— McCarthy,  Justin 
1872,  Modem  Leaders,  p.  169. 


It  would  be  impossible  to  exaggerate  the 
effect  of  the  "Apologia"  upon  the  public 
mind.  It  came  out  in  parts,  and  each  new 
part  was  looked  forward  to  with  eager  in- 
terest. With  the  third  part  the  work  be- 
came purely  autobiographical.  The  writer 
unveiled  his  life,  his  opinions,  the  influences 
which  had  operated  upton  him,  the  changes 
he  had  undergone,  with  a  candour  that 
carried  conviction  in  every  quarter.  .  .  . 
As  a  psychological  study,— as  a  remarkable 
example  of  searching  and  faithful  intro- 
spection the  ''Apologia"  will  take  its  place 
among  the  English  classics.— Jennings, 
Henry  J.,  1882,  Cardinal  Newman;  the 
Story  of  his  Life,  pp.  92, 93. 

That  admirable  piece  of  soul-dissection, 
so  outspoken,  with  honesty  written  on 
every  page;  that  revealing  of  a  soul  to 
which  tens  of  thousands  are  bound  up  by 
ties  of  gratitude,  love,  and  admiration— 
the  "Apologia"  of  Cardinal  Newman,  a 
book  which  will  henceforth  rank  with  the 
''Confessions"  of  St.  Augustine.— MuL- 
LANY,  Patrick  Francis  (Brother  Aza- 
RIAS),  1889,  Books  and  Reading,  p.  47. 

As  a  controversialist  Newman's  success 
had  perhaps  been  exaggerated.  The  suc- 
cess of  the  "Apologia,"  for  instance,  was 
very  little  due  to  its  merits  as  a  contribu- 
tion to  the  question  immediately  at  issue  in 
the  Kingsley  dispute;  those  who  were  in- 
terested in  that  question  knew  that  there 
were  stronger  invectives  to  be  found  against 
the  unscrupulousness  of  Roman  methods  in 
Newman's  own  writings  than  in  the  offend- 
ing words  of  Kingsley;  nor  again  was  its 
success  in  any  degree  theological— prob- 
ably no  single  person  of  average  intellect 
was  ever  converted  by  reading  it;  it  was  a 
purely  literary  success,  due  in  the  first 
place  to  its  engaging  frankness,  when  the 
public  mind  was  anticipating  vulgar  sub- 
terfuge; and  secondly  to  the  lucidity  with 
which  it  set  forth  the  writer's  two  positions 
as  a  member,  first  of  the  English,  and  after- 
wards of  the  Roman  conununion. — Beech- 
ING,  H.  C,  1896,  English  Prose,  ed.  Craik, 
vol.  V,  p.  447. 

It  is  the  "Apologia"  that  conquered  for 
Newman  the  reverence  of  the  younger 
generation,  and  left  them  no  choice  but  to 
believe  in  his  sincerity  and  do  honour  to  his 
motives.  It  is  doubtful  if  there  is  anything 
in  literature  to  compare  with  it.  Here  is  a 
man  who  has  practically  determined  the 
judgment  of  an  ago  concerning  himself. 
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who  has  so  interpreted  himself  as  he  was  to 
himself  as  to  compel  his  own  day  and  his 
own  people  to  accept  the  interpretation. 
Yet  the  man  was  a  poet,  and  the  poet's 
autobiography  can  never  have  Wahrheii 
mVkoutDichtung,  were  it  only  because  what 
has  passed  through  the  imi^nation  is 
transfigured  in  the  passage.  The  imoon- 
scious  or  the  undesigned  is  ever  the  truest 
autobio^aphy;  and  even  more  than  in  any 
^'Apolo^a"  the  true  Newman  may  be  dis^ 
covered  in  the  books  that  come,  as  it  were, 
unbidden  out  of  his  spirit,  and  seem  still  to 
throb  as  if  they  had  within  them  the  very 
breath  of  life.— Fairbairn,  A.  M.,  1897,  Ox- 
ford and  Jaweit,  Contemporary  Review,  vol. 
71,  V.  836. 

Concerning  the  ''Apologia"  two  things 
may  be  said  by  way  of  epigraph  or  conclu- 
sion. It  fixed  the  author's  place  not  only  in 
the  hearts  of  his  countrymen,  but  in  the 
national  literature.  It  became  the  one 
book  by  which  he  was  known  to  strangers 
who  had  seen  nothing  else  from  his  pen,  and 
to  a  growing  number  at  home,  ignorant  of 
theology,  not  much  troubled  about  dogma, 
yet  willing  to  admire  the  living  spirit  at 
whose  touch  even  a  buried  and  forgotten 
antiquity  put  on  the  hues  of  resurrection. 
No  autobiography  in  the  English  language 
has  been  more  read;  to  the  nineteenth 
century  it  bears  a  relation  not  less  char- 
acteristic than  Boswell's  ''Johnson"  to  the 
eighteenth.— Barry,  William,  1904,  JVeir- 
man  (Ldierary  Lives),  p.  133. 

GRAMMAR  OF  ASSENT 
1870 
His  book  is  composed  with  elaborate  art, 
which  is  the  more  striking  the  more  fre- 
quently we  peruse  it.  Every  line,  every 
word  tells,  from  the  opening  sentence  to 
the  last.  His  object,  from  the  beginning  to 
the  end,  b  to  combat  and  overthrow  the 
position  of  Locke,  that  reasonable  assent 
IS  proportioned  to  evidence,  and  in  its 
nature,  therefore,  admits  of  degrees.  .  .  . 
The  argument  is  extremely  subtle,  and 
often  difficult  to  follow,  but  the  difBculty  is 
in  the  subject  rather  than  in  the  treatment. 
Dr.  Newman  has  watched  and  analysed  the 
processes  of  the  mind  with  as  much  care 
and  minuteness  as  Ehrenberg  the  organisa- 
tion of  animalculae.  The  knotted  and 
tangled  skein  is  disengaged  and  combed 
out  till  every  fibre  of  it  can  be  taken  up 
separately  and  examined  at  leisure;  while 
all  along,  hints  are  let  fall  from  time  to 


time,  expressions,  seemingly  casual,  illus- 
trations, or  notices  of  emotional  peculiari- 
ties, every  one  of  which  has  its  purpose,  and 
to  the  careful  reader,  is  a  sign-post  of  the 
road  on  which  he  is  travelling.— Froudb, 
James  Anthony,  1870,  Father  Newman,  or 
''The  Grammar  of  Anent^"  Fraser^t  Maga- 
zine, vol  81,  pp.  561,  562. 

I  find  it  very  instructive,  directiy  and  in- 
directly; as  a  hint  to  students  of  logic 
generally,  as  a  special  key  to  the  character 
of  Dr.  Newman's  work.  ...  He  does  not 
mean  to  ^o  a  step  beyond  assents;  he 
scarcely  tiSnks  it  possible  to  go  a  step  be- 
yond them.  If  he  can  explain  them  to  us— 
what  assent  is,  how  we  are  able  to  assent, 
what  constitutes  our  obligations  to  assent 
— he  will  deem  his  work  as  a  teacher  ac- 
complished. Whatever  wealth  of  illustra- 
tion may  be  at  his  command,  however  he 
may  seem  to  touch  upon  outlyffigT)rovinces 
of  thought,  this  one  word  reidly  determines 
his  object;  he  never  loses  sight  of  it  The 
weakness  as  well  as  the  strength  of  the  book 
lies,  it  seems  to  me,  in  the  persistency  with 
wMch  he  pursues  this  end,  and  adheres  to 
this  name.  Assents,  he  tells  us  again  and 
again,  and  I  should  suppose  no  one  will  dis- 
pute the  assertion,  belong  strictiy  and  ex- 
clusively to  proporitem*.— Maurice,  Fred- 
eric Denison,  1870,  Dr.  Neumanns  Oram- 
mar  of  Assent,  Contemporary  Review,  vol. 
14,  pp.  151, 152. 

The  illustrious  author  of  the  ''Grammar 
of  Assent"  has  poured  into  this,  his  latest 
work,  the  treasures  of  thought  and  observa- 
tion which  a  whole  life-time  has  gathered 
together.  Here  he  has  summed  up,  ex- 
plained, and  corrected  the  lessons  of  his 
former  writings.  Here  he  has  given  the  last 
touches  to  the  "Apologia"  by  supplying 
the  philosphy  of  its  history.— Brownson, 
Orestes  Augustus,  1871,  Dr.  Newman's 
Grammar  of  Assent,  Catholic  World,  vol.  12, 
p.  602. 

The  work  could  not  have  fallen  into  bet- 
ter hands;  and  when  we  say  that  the  learned 
author  has  embarked  all  his  genius,  culture, 
and  metaphysical  acumen  in  the  enter- 
prise, it  is  superfluous  to  add  that  his  book 
IS  well  worth  reading.  Dr.  Newman  is 
master  of  a  simple,  clear,  untechnicid  Eng- 
lish style;  his  pages  teem  with  felicitous 
illustrations  drawn  from  all  quarters;  and 
the  essay  abounds  in  passages  revealing 
such  depths  and  delicacy  of  psychologiciJ 
observation,  that  the  reader  whose  tastes 
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are  at  all  philosophical  will  be  charmed  by 
the  book  even  if  he  does  not  accept' its 
teachings.  Here  our  commendation  must 
end.— Patton,  Francis  Landby,  1871, 
Newman's  Orammar  of  AsterU,  PrineeUm 
Review,  vol  43,  p.  234. 

As  before,  we  shall  find,  even  in  what  we 
are  compelled  to  regard  as  his  errors,  more 
instruction  than  there  would  be  in  the  true 
conclusions  of  many  less  able  and  less  con- 
sistent thinkers.  Instead  of  Newman's 
term  "Assent,"  I  shall  invariably  use  "Be- 
lief," which— at  least  as  used  in  modem 
psychology— expresses  exactly  wjiat  he  in- 
tended by  "assent."— Mellonb,  Sydney 
Herbert,  1902,  Leaders  of  Religious  Thought 
in  the  Nineteenth  Century,  p.  78. 

SERMONS 
For  ourselves,  we  must  say,  one  of  Mr. 
Newman's  sermons  is  to  us  a  marvellous 
production.  It  has  perfect  power,  and  per- 
fect nature;  but  the  latter  it  is  which  makes 
it  so  great.  A  sermon  of  Mr.  Newman's  en- 
ters into  all  our  feeling,  ideas,  modes  of 
viewing  things.  He  wonderfully  realises  a 
state  of  mind,  enters  into  a  (UiBculty,  a 
temptation,  a  disappointment,  a  grief;  he 
goes  into  the  different  turns  and  incidental, 
unconscious  symptoms  of  a  case,  with  no- 
tions that  come  into  the  head  and  go  out 
again,  and  are  forgotten,  tUl  some  chance 
recalls  them.  ...  He  enters  into  the  or- 
dinary common  states  of  mind  just  in  the 
same  way.  He  is  most  consoling,  most 
sjTnpathetic.  He  sets  before  persons  their 
own  feelings  with  such  truth  of  detail, 
such  naturd  expressive  touches,  that  they 
seem  not  to  be  ordinary  states  of  mind 
which  everybody  has,  but  very  pecuHar 
ones;  for  he  and  the  reader  seem  to  be  the 
only  two  persons  in  the  world  that  have 
them  in  common.  Here  is  the  point.  Per- 
sons look  into  Mr.  Newman's  sermons  and 
see  their  own  thoughts  in  them.  This  is, 
after  all,  what  as  much  as  anythmj;  gives  a 
book  hold  upon  minds.  .  .  .  ^nderful 
pathetic  power,  that  can  so  intimately,  so 
subtilely  and  kindly,  deal  with  the  soul!— 
and  wonderful  soul  that  can  be  so  dealt 
with.— MozLEY,  James,  1846,  Chmtian  fle- 
membraneer,  Jan. 

Those  who  never  heard  him  might  fancy 
that  his  sermons  would  generally  be  about 
apostolical  succession,  or  rights  of  the 
Church,  or  against  Dissenters.  Nothing  of 
the  kind.    You  might  hear  him  preach  for 


weeks  without  an  allusion  to  these  things. 
What  there  was  of  High  Church  was  im- 
plied rather  than  enfor^.  The  local,  the 
temporary,  and  the  modem  were  ennobled 
by  the  presence  of  the  Catholic  truth  belong- 
ing to  all  ages  that  pervaded  the  whole.  His 
power  showed  itself  chiefly  in  the  new  and 
imlooked-for  way  in  which  he  touched  into 
life  old  truths,  moral  or  spiritual,  which  all 
Christians  acknowledge,  but  most  have 
ceased  to  feel  when  he  spoke  of  "unreal 
words,"  of  the  "individuafity  of  the  soul," 
of  the  "invisible  world,"  of  a  "particular 
Providence,"  or  again  of  the  "ventures  of 
faith,"  "warfare  the  condition  of  victory," 
"the  Cross  of  Christ  the  measure  of  the 
world,"  "the  Church  a  Home  for  the 
Lonely."  As  he  spoke,  how  the  old  truth 
became  new;  how  it  came  home  with  a 
meaning  never  felt  before!  He  laid  his 
finger  how  gently,  yet  how  powerfully,  on 
some  inner  place  in  the  hearer's  heart,  and 
told  him  things  about  himself  he  had  never 
known  till  then.  Subtlest  truths,  which 
it  would  have  taken  philosophers  pages  of 
circumlocution  and  big  words  to  state, 
were  dropt  out  by  the  way  in  a  sentence  or 
two  of  the  most  transparent  Saxon.  What 
delicacy  of  style,  yet  what  strength!  how 
simple,  yet  how  suggestive!  how  homely, 
yet  how  refined!  how  penetrating,  yet  how 
tender-hearted!  If  now  and  then  there 
was  a  forlorn  undertone  wMch  at  the  time 
seemed  inexplicable,  you  might  be  per- 
plexed ^t  the  drift  of  what  he  said,  but  you 
felt  all  the  more  drawn  to  the  speaker. 
After  hearing  these  sermons  you  might 
come  away  still  not  believing  the  tenets 
peculiar  to  the  High  Church  System;  but 
you  would  be  harder  than  most  men,  if  you 
did  not  feel  more  than  ever  ashamed  of 
coarseness,  selfishness,  worldliness,  if  you 
did  not  feel  the  things  of  faith  brought 
closer  to  the  soul.— Shairp,  John  Camp- 
bell, 1866,  John  Keble. 

People  who  read  the  sermons  now  for  the 
first  time,  can  scarcely  appreciate  the  effect 
produced  by  their  simplicity  and  natural- 
ness of  diction  when  they  were  first  de- 
livered or  read.  like  Arnold  in  this,  if  in 
few  other  points,  Newman  spoke  on  sacred 
things,  usually  in  the  language  of  common 
life— plain,  even  familiar  often,  but  always 
transparent,  always  such  as  to  convey  the 
speaker's  meaning  to  the  hearer's  mind, 
often  such  as  to  enlist  imagination  and 
feeling  in  the  service  of  the  speaker.  .  .  . 
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Regarded  simply  as  oompositions,  we  think 
that  they  may  disappoint  those  who  read 
them  now  for  the  first  time,  with  tastes 
and  expectations  formed  by  the  sermons 
of  more  recent  preachers.  In  truth,  New- 
man and  Arnold  formed  the  preachers  who 
have  in  their  turn  taught  the  present  genera- 
tion what  to  expect  m  a  sermon  meant  to 
live.— Vaughan,  E.  T.,  1869,  J.  H.  New- 
man  as  Preaeher,  Contemporary  Review, 
vol.  10,  pp.  4^  43. 

When  we  read  the  sermons  of  I[r.  New- 
man, we  admire  the  subtlety  of  their  in- 
sight, the  loftiness  of  their  spirituality,  the 
eurioza  Jelieitas  of  a  style  which,  while  it 
often  seems  to  aim  at  an  almost  bald  sim- 
plicity, keeps  us  spellbound  with  an  un- 
accountable fascination.  Yet  so  com- 
pletely have  the  religious  thoughts  and 
even  the  phraseology,  of  "Mr.  Newman  of 
Oriel,"  passed  into  our  current  homiletic 
literature,  so  famiUar  has  even  his  peculiar 
pronunciation  and  method  of  delivery  be- 
come, that  we  can  hardly  account  for  the 
fact  that  his  sermons  were  once  regarded 
with  intense  suspicion,  and  were  believed 
by  large  sections  of  the  Church  to  teem 
with  the  subtlest  insinuation  of  dangerous 
heresy. —Farrar,  Frederic  Wiluam,1878, 
Thomas  Arnold,  Maemillan's  Magazine,  vol. 
37,  p.  456. 

There  was  not  very  much  change  in  the 
inflection  of  the  voice;  action  there  was 
none.  His  sermons  were  read,  and  his  eyes 
were  always  bent  on  his  book,  and  all  that, 
you  will  say,  is  against  efiiciency  in  preach- 
mg.  Yes,  but  you  must  take  the  man  as  a 
whole,  and  there  was  a  stamp  and  a  seal 
upon  him;  there  was  a  solemn  sweetness 
and  music  in  the  tone,  there  was  a  com- 
pleteness in  the  figure,  taken  together  with 
the  tone  and  the  manner,  which  made  even 
his  delivery,  such  as  I  have  described  it, 
and  though  exclusively  from  written  ser- 
mons, singularly  attractive.— Gladstone, 
WouAM  EWART,  1887,  Speech  at  City 
Temple. 

As  tutor  at  Oriel,  Mr.  Newman  had  made 
what  effort  he  could,  sometimes  disturbing 
to  the  authorities,  to  raise  the  standard  of 
conduct  and  feeling  among  his  pupils.  When 
he  became  a  parish  priest,  his  preaching 
took  a  singularly  practical  and  plain-spoken 
character.  The  first  sermon  of  the  series,  a 
typical  sermon,  "Holiness  necessary  for 
future  Blessedness,"  a  sermon  which  has 
made  many  readers  grave  when  they  laid 


it  down,  was  written  in  1826,  before  he 
came  to  St.  Mary's;  and  as  he  began  he  con- 
tinued. No  sermons,  except  those  which 
his  great  opposite.  Dr.  Arnold,  was  preach- 
ing at  Rugby,  had  appealed  to  conscience 
with  such  directness  and  force.  A  passion- 
ate and  sustained  earnestness  after  a  high 
moral  rule,  seriously  realised  in  conduct  is 
the  dominant  character  of  these  sermons. 
They  showed  the  strong  reaction  against 
slackness  of  fibre  in  the  religious  life;  against 
the  poverty,  softness,  restlessness,  worldli- 
ness,  the  blunted  and  impaired  sense  of 
truth,  which  reified  with  htUe  check  in  the 
recognised  fashions  of  professing  Chris- 
tianity; the  want  of  depth  both  of  thought 
and  feeling;  the  strange  blindness  to  the  real 
sternness,  nay  the  austerity,  of  the  New 
Testament.  Out  of  this  ground  the  move- 
ment grew.  Even  more  than  a  theological 
reform,  it  was  a  protest  against  the  loose  un- 
reality of  ordinary  religious  morality.  In  the 
first  stage  of  the  movement,  moral  earnest- 
ness and  enthusiasm  gave  its  impulse  to 
theological  interest  and  zeal.— Church, 
Richard  William,  1891,  The  Oxford  Move- 
ment,  p.  18. 

I  am  one  of  those  who  remember  weU  the 
early  days  of  the  "Tracts  for  the  Times;" 
I  possess  the  Tracts  in  the  original  edition ;  I 
read  them  when  they  came  fresh  upon  the 
minds  of  Englishmen;  I  had  taken  my  de- 
gree before  the  appearance  of  No.  XC.  Nay 
more;  I  am  one  of  those— not  so  many  of 
them  now— who  have  heard  Newman 
preach  in  his  own  pulpit  of  St.  Mary's,  Ox- 
ford, and  who  can  bear  testimony  to  the 
marvellous  effect  of  his  preaching  and  the 
marvellous  manner  in  which  it  was  pro- 
duced. Those  who  never  heard  him  can 
scarcely  believe — so  at  least  I  have  found — 
that  pulpit  eloquence  could  be  supported 
upon  such  a  foimdation ;  the  unvarying  note, 
the  absolute  immobility  of  face  and  limb, 
the  close  of  a  long  sentence  to  be  followed 
by  another  apparently  separated  from  the 
preceding  one  by  a  sharp  fracture;  all  this 
does  not  look  much  like  a  true  basis  for  pul- 
pit eloquence— and  in  a  certain  sense  it 
was  not  eloquence;  nevertheless  in  a  very 
real  and  deep  sense  it  was  so;  it  was  like  a 
message  from  another  world,  or  like  an 
utterance  of  a  primitive  saint  or  martyr  per- 
mitted to  revisit  the  world  of  living  men. — 
Carlisle,  H.,  1892,  ProhabUUy  and  Faith; 
Coniemporary  Review,  vol.  61,  p.  49. 

If  we  ask  by  what  means  this  power  was 
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gained  at  Oxford,  the  answer  must  certainly 
be  that  it  was  entirely  by  his  sermons  and 
lectures,  expressing  as  they  did  his  whole 
character;  and  these  have  been  so  Advidly 
described,  and  by  men  of  every  variety  of 
opinion,  that  it  is  difficult,  and  may  seem 
superfluous,  to  attempt  the  task  once  more. 
Sir  Francis  Doyle,  Principal  Shairp,  Profes- 
sor Mozley,  Dean  Church  and  Dean  Stan- 
ley, Vbt.  Hutton,  Mr.  Matthew  Arnold,  and 
Mr.  Froude  have  each  struck  a  different  note 
of  admiration,  and  it  is  indeed  difficult  to 
describe  their  character  without  exaggera- 
tion, and  without  feeling  that  no  one  could 
entirely  appreciate  them  who  did  not  hear 
them.  There  was  first  the  style,  always 
simple,  refined  and  unpretending  and  with- 
out a  touch  of  an3rthing  which  could  be 
called  rhetoric,  but  always  marked  by  a 
depth  of  feeling  which  evidently  sprang 
from  the  heart  and  experience  of  the 
speaker  and  penetrated  by  a  suppressed 
vein  of  the  poetry  which  was  so  strong  a 
feature  in  Newman's  mind,  and  which  ap- 
pealed at  once  to  the  hearts  and  the  highest 
feelings  of  his  hearers.  His  language  had 
the  perfect  grace  which  comes  from  uttering 
deep  and  affecting  truths  in  the  most  naturtJ 
and  appropriate  words.  Then,  as  he  en- 
tered into  his  subject  more  fully,  the 
preacher  seemed  to  enter  into  the  very 
minds  of  his  hearers,  and,  as  it  were,  to  re- 
veal to  themselves,  and  to  tell  them  their 
very  innermost  thoughts.  There  was 
rarely  or  never  anything  which  could  be 
called  a  burst  of  feeling;  but  both  of  thought 
and  of  suppressed  feeling  there  was  every 
variety,  and  you  were  always  conscious 
that  you  were  in  the  hands  of  a  man  who 
was  a  perfect  master  of  your  heart,  and  was 
equally  powerful  to  comfort  and  to  warn 
you.  Is  it  too  much  to  say  of  such  addresses 
that  they  were  unlike  anything  that  we 
had  ever  heard  before,  and  that  we  have 
never  heard  or  read  anything  similar  to 
them  in  our  after-life?— Lake,  Wiluam 
Charles,  1897-1901,  Memorials,  ed.  hU 
Widow,  p.  41. 

The  finer  and  more  fastidious  your  mind 
is,  the  more  you  will  enjoy  Newman's  ser- 
mons. But  the  more  burdened  and  broken 
your  heart  is,  and  especially  with  your 
secret  sinfulness,  the  less  will  you  find  in 
them  that  which,  above  all  things  in  heaven 
or  earth,  your  heart  needs.  Had  the  sub- 
stance and  the  spuit  of  Newman's  sermons 
been  but  half  as  good  as  their  style,  what  a 


treasure  the  St.  Mary's  sermons  would  have 
been  to  all  timel  As  it  is,  they  are  a  splen- 
did literature  in  many  respects;  but  one 
thing  they  are  not,  they  are  not  what  God 
intends  the  Gospel  of  His  Son  to  be  to  all 
sinful  and  miserable  men.— White,  Alex- 
ander, 1901,  Newman,  an  Appreciation  in 
Two  Ledwres,  p.  93. 

POEMS 
It  is  grave  and  subdued  as  to  tone,  some- 
what bare  of  ornament,  but  everywhere 
weighty  with  thought  [''Gerontius]".  It 
is  written  also  with  Dr.  Newman's  usual 
mastery  over  the  English  language,  and 
moves  along  from  the  beginning  to  the 
end  with  a  solenm  harmony  of  its  own.  I 
am  here  referring  to  the  blank' verse;  the 
speeches  rather.  The  lyrical  portions  (witii 
tiie  exception  of  two,  on  which  I  shall  touch 
by-and-by)  are,  in  my  judgment,  less  suc- 
cessful. The  strains  as  they  flow  forth 
from  the  various  ranks  of  angels  are  not,  if 
I  may  use  a  somewhat  pedantic  word,  dif- 
ferentiated by  any  intelUgible  gradations  of 
feeling  and  of  style,  and,  indeed,  do  not  move 
me  much  more  than  those  average  hynms 
which  people,  who  certainly  are  not  angels 
yet,  sing  weekly  in  church.  The  interlocu- 
tory blasphemies  of  the  demons  are  still 
worse.  I  cannot  help  pronouncing  them 
to  be  mean  and  repulave.-  Dotle,  Sir 
Francis  Hastings,  1868,  Leeturez  Delivered 
Before  the  Univertity  of  Oxford,  p.  117. 

He  has  published  volumes  of  verse  which 
I  think  belong  to  the  very  highest  order  of 
verse-making  that  is  not  genuine  poetry. 
They  are  full  of  thought,  feeling,  pathos, 
tenderness,  beauty  of  illustration;  they  are 
all  that  verse  can  be  made  by  one  who  just 
fails  to  be  a  poet.— McCarthy,  Justin, 
1872,  Par  Nobile  FraJtrum'-The  Two  New- 
mam,  Modem  Leaden,  p.  170. 

''Lead  kindly  Light"  is  the  most  popular 
hymn  in  the  language.  All  of  us.  Catholic, 
Protestant,  or  such  as  can  see  their  way  to 
no  positive  creed  at  all,  can  here  meet  on 
oonmion  groimd  and  join  in  conunon  prayer. 
—Froude,  James  Anthony,  1881,  The  Ox- 
ford Counier-ReformaHon,  Short  Studiei  on 
Oreai  Subjects,  vol.  IV. 

His  poetry,  however,  is  to  be  found 
chiefly  in  the  beautiful  thoughts  scattered 
through  his  prose  rather  than  in  the  form  of 
verses.  These  have  been  the  lighter  flowers 
of  his  literature,  and,  graceful  as  tiiey  are, 
are  not  those  by  which  he  is  to  be  judged.— 
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Paul,  C.  Kegan,  1882,  John  Henry,  Car- 
iinal  Newman,  The  Century,  vol.  24,  p.  286. 

Dr.  Newman's  poetry  cannot  be  passed 
over  without  a  word— ttiough  I  am  ill- 
fitted  to  do  justice  to  it.  "Lead  kindly 
Light"  has  forced  its  way  into  every  hymn- 
book  and  heart.  Those  who  go,  and  those 
who  do  not  go  to  church,  the  fervent  be- 
liever and  the  tired-out  sceptic  here  meet  on 
common  ground.  The  language  of  the 
verses  in  their  intense  sincerity  seems  to  re- 
duce all  human  feelings,  whether  fed  on 
dogmas  and  holy  rites  or  on  man's  own  sad 
heart,  to  a  common  denominator. 
"The  night  is  dark,  and  I  am  far  from  home. 

Lead  thou  me  on." 
The  Believer  can  often  say  no  more.    The 
Unbeliever  will  never  willingly  say  less. — 
BiRRELL,  Augustine,  1888,  Cardinal  New^ 
man,  Scribner^i  Magazine,  vol  3,  p.  743. 

He  will  be  remembered  chiefly  by  his 
''Lead  kindly  Light,"  which  is  as  far  from 
poetry  as  I  hope  most  hynms  are  from  the 
ear  to  which  they  were  addressed.  Else 
would  it  be  shut  to  all  our  petitions. — 
Lowell,  James  Russell,  1890,  To  Miss 
E.  G.  Norton,  Sept.  7;  Letters,  ed.  Norton, 
vol  n,  p.  416. 

Some,  and  among  them  the  present 
writer,  may  dissent  from  the  almost  uni- 
versal admiration  of  this  poem  as  a  con- 
gregational h3rmn,  on  the  groimd  that  it  is 
better  fitted  for  an  anxious  inquirer  in  the 
closet  than  for  an  assemblage  of  Christian 
believers  singing  prayers  or  praises  of  Him 
whom  they  worship  as  the  Father  of  the 
Lord  Jesus  Christ.  To  some  it  may  even 
seem  that  both  the  words  and  the  spirit  of 
the  words  reveal  a  different  stage  of  re- 
Ugion,if  not  a  different  religion  altogetheri 
from  that  which  is  expressed  in  such  a 
hymn,  as  "0  God  our  help  in  ages  past." 
But,  whether  indiscriminately  admired  or 
hypercritically  censured,  the  hymn  cannot 
legitimately  suggest  that  the  "kindly 
light"  was,  at  the  time,  thought  likely  by 
the  poet  to  lead  him  from  the  Church  of 
England.  Much  rather  it  was  the  natural 
and  justifiable  prayer  of  one  who  was  en- 
tering upon  a  dangerous,  but  (as  he  trusted) 
heaven-dictated  enterprise,  in  doubt  as  to 
the  best  means  for  succeeding.  .  .  .  Yet 
this  humble  abnegation  of  foresight — 
praiseworthy  enough  perhaps  in  some  pen- 
itent and  beclouded  wanderer  groping  his 
way  back  to  the  Truth  from  which  he  had 
strayed-^'would  not  be  praiseworthy,  would 


not  be  even  tolerable,  in  one  who  was 
undertaking  to  be  a  leader  of  souls.  We 
could  not  praise  a  teacher  who  is  content 
not  to  see  ''the  distant  scene,"  and  who 
finds  "one  step  enough"  for  him  to  be  in  ad* 
vance  of  his  pupils.  But  Newman  was  a 
poel^  and  liable  to  poetic  moods.  He  did 
not  probably,  at  the  time,  feel  like  a  guide, 
and  he  consequently  did  not  write  like  a 
guide.  —  Abbott,  Edwin  A.,  1891,  The 
iarly  Life  of  Cardinal  Neuman,  Contem- 
porary Review,  vol.  59,  pp.  53,  54. 

Cardinal  Newman  towers  with  only  three 
or  four  compeers  above  his  generation;  and 
now  that  the  benignity  of  his  great  nature 
has  passed  from  our  sight,  its  majesty  is 
more  evident  year  by  year.  But  Newman 
b  no  child  of  his  own  age,  though  he  was  one 
of  its  leaders.  He  belongs  to  the  Middle 
Ages,  not  by  his  imagination,  but  by  his 
very  personality.  If  Scott  is  all  chivaby, 
Newman  is  all  asceticism.  Pure  mystic 
speaks  in  him,  the  mystic  who  has  not  even 
seen  the  warrior.  His  longest  poem,  the 
"Dream  of  Gerontius,"  is  a  study  of  the 
experience  of  the  Catholic  soul  after  death. 
No  one  who  has  felt  the  keen  touch  of  that 
poem  upon  the  hidden  spirit  could  venture 
to  call  it  archaic.  But  it  is  modem  only  be- 
cause eternal,  as  the  Confessions  of  Augus- 
tine are  modem.  Onlv  by  accident  does 
the  nineteenth  rather  than  the  thirteenth 
century  give  it  birth.  Cardinal  Newman  is 
in  one  sense  apart  even  from  the  mediaBval 
revival:  he  is  simply  a  true  son  of  the  past. 
— ScuDDEB,  ViDA  D.,  1895,  The  Life  of  the 
Spirit  in  the  Modem  English  Poets,  p.  176. 

"The  Dream  of  Gerontius,"  as  Newman 
informed  me,  owed  its  preservation  to  an 
accident.  He  had  written  it  on  a  sudden 
impulse,  put  it  aside,  and  forgotten  it.  The 
editor  of  a  magazine  wrote  to  him  asking 
for  a  contribution.  He  looked  into  all  his 
"pigeon-holes,"  and  found  nothing  theo- 
logical; but,  in  answering  his  correspond- 
ent, he  added  that  he  had  come  upon  some 
verses  which,  if,  as  editor,  he  cared  to  have, 
were  at  his  command.  The  wise  editor  did 
care,  and  they  were  published  at  once.  I 
well  remember  the  delight  with  which  many 
of  them  were  read  aloud  by  the  Bishop  of 
Gibraltar,  Dr.  Charles  Harris,  who  was  then 
on  a  visit  with  us,  and  the  ardour  with 
which  we  all  shared  his  enjoyment — Ds 
Vere,  Aubrey,  1897,  ReeoUedions,  p.  271. 

Newman's  great  reputation  for  prose, 
and  the  supreme  interat  attaching  to  his 
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life,  seem  to  have  obsenred  the  fame  he 
might  have  won,  and  deserved,  as  a  poet 
His  poetry  is  religious  without  the  weak- 
ness, or  at  any  rate  the  limitedness,  which 
mars  so  much  religious  verse.  He  was,  in 
poetry  as  well  as  in  theology,  a  greater  and 
more  masculine  Keble,  one  with  all  the  real 
purity  of  Keble,  but  with  also  the  inds- 
pensable  flavour  of  earth.  ''I  was  in  a  hu- 
mour, certainly,"  he  says  of  the  Anglican 
divines,  "to  bite  off  their  ears;"  and  one 
loves  him  for  it.  It  is  worth  remembering 
also  that  he  taught  the  need  of  hatred  as 
well  as  love;  and  though  he  explained  and 
limited  the  teaching,  there  is  meaning  in  the 
very  form  of  expression.  There  was  iron  in 
Newman's  frame  and  gall  in  his  blood. — 
Walker,  Hugh,  1897,  The  Age  of  Tenny- 
eon.  p,  148. 

No  doubt  it  is  somewhat  hard  for  the 
staunch  Protestant  to  wax  enthusiastic 
over  the  invocation  of  a  ''Kindly  light" 
which  led  its  author  straight  into  the  arms 
of  the  Scarlet  Woman  of  the  Seven  Hills. 
Against  this  may  be  put  the  fact  that  when 
the  Parliament  of  Religions  met  at  Chicago, 
the  representatives  of  every  creed  known  to 
man  found  two  things  on  which  they  were 
agreed.  They  could  all  join  in  the  Lord's 
Prayer,  and  they  could  aU  sing,  ''Lead 
kindly  Light."  This  hymn,  Mrs.  Drew 
tells  me,  and  "Rock  of  Ages,"  are  two  of 
Mr.  Gladstone's  "most  favourite  hymns." 
—Stead,  W.  T.,  1897,  Hymns  Thai  Have 
Helped,  p.  107. 

"The  Dream  of  Gerontius"  described 
the  vifflon  of  a  dying  Christian,  and  is  the 
most  powerful  and  imaginative  of  his 
poems,  though,  curiously  enough,  it  was  not 
composed  until  late  in  life. — ^Miles,  Alfred 
H.,  1897,  The  Poets  and  the  Poetry  of  the  Cen- 
tury, Socid,  Moral,  and  Religious  Verse, 
p.  187. 

There  is  nothing  romantic  in  dther  tem- 
per or  style  about  Newman's  poems,  all  of 
which  are  devotional  in  subject,  and  one  of 
which— "The  Pillar  of  the  Qoud"  ("Lead 
kindly  Light")— is  a  favourite  hymn  in 
most  Protestant  communions.  The  most 
ambitious  of  these  is  "The  Dream  of  Ger- 
ontius,"  a  sort  of  mystery  play  which  Sir 
Henry  Taylor  used  to  compare  with  the 
"Divine  Comedy."  Indeed  none  but 
Dante  has  more  poignantly  expressed  the 
purgatorial  passion,  the  desire  for  pain, 
which  makes  the  spirits  in  the  flames  of 
purification  unwilling  to  intermit  their 


torments  even  for  a  moment.  —  Beebs, 
Henrt  a.,  1901,  A  History  of  EngKsh  Ro- 
manticism in  the  Nineteenth  Century,  p.  362. 

This  "Dream"  is  a  true  and  vivid  ex- 
ample of  what  Berkeley  intended,  when  he 
represented  the  whole  world  as  shown  to 
the  spirit,  though  not  existing  outside  it, 
and  on  that  account  the  more  real.  It  has 
no  local  habitetion;  we  do  not  once  think, 
in  reading  it,  of  the  Dantean  cosmography. 
It  takes  place  where  the  soul  is,  and  the 
Angels,  where  we  love  and  suffer.  But  the 
solid  frame  of  things,  as  it  lately  appeared, 
is  no  more.  Alone  the  spirit  utters  its  be- 
liefs, while  it  seems  falling  mto  the  abyss; 
alone,  amid  litanies  and  absolutions,  it 
passes  away,  the  priest  reciting  most  music- 
ally his  anttiem,  "Go  forth  upon  thy  jour- 
ney. Christian  soul!"— Barry,  William, 
1904,  Neuman  {Literary  Lives),  p.  163. 

GENERAL 
His  writings,  at  least  all  I  have  seen  of 
them,  leave  an  unsatisfactory  impression  on 
my  mind.  He  appears  always  to  view  a 
sid)ject  at  some  acute  angle  or  another;  he 
never  looks  at  it  in  a  direct  or  straightfor- 
ward manner.  He  never  embraces  it  as  a 
totality.  His  acuteness  loses  itself  in 
minuteness,  like  some  meandering  rivulet 
which  sinks  out  of  sight  in  the  sand.  He 
throws  a  peculiar  haziness  over  everything 
he  touches;  not  exactly  that  kind  of  hazi- 
ness which  arises  from  the  emplo3rment  of 
quaint  and  obscure  language  or  phrases; 
but  that  which  results  from  a  species  of 
intellectual  side-jglancing  at  objects  instead 
of  steadily  looking  them  full  in  the  face. 
He  is  always  fishing  for  pearls  in  deep  water, 
and  always  striving  to  express  the  most 
conunon  and  familiar  thoughts  in  the  for- 
mal drapery  of  philosophiod  diction.  A 
healthy  and  rational  mode  of  thinking  is 
out  of  his  beat;  partly,  I  conceive,  from  con- 
stitutional tendencies,  and  partly  from  a 
bad  habit  of  thinking  and  reasoning.  The 
casual  and  accidental  relations  of  tlmigs  are 
more  important  to  him,  as  a  thinker,  than 
the  necessary  and  essential.— Blaket, 
Robert,  1851,  Memoirs,  ed.  Miller,  p,  203. 

Two  points  are  quite  certain  of  Father 
Newman,  and  they  are  the  only  two  which 
are  at  present  material.  He  was  undeniflJbly 
a  consummate  master  of  the  difBculties  of 
the  creeds  of  other  men.  Witti  a  profoundly 
religious  organization  which  was  hard  to 
satisfy,  with  an  imagination  which  could 


JOHN  HENRY  NEWMAN 


751 


not  help  setting  before  itself  simply  and  ex- 
actly what  different  creeds  would  come  to 
and  mean  in  life,  with  an  analyidng  and 
most  subtle  intellect  which  was  sure  to  de- 
tect the  weak  point  in  an  argument  if  a 
weak  point  there  was,  with  a  manner  at 
once  grave  and  fascinating,— he  was  a 
nearly  perfect  religious  disputant,  what- 
ever may  be  his  deficiencies  as  a  religious 
teacher.— Bagbhot,  Wambr,  1862,  Mr. 
ChugVz  Poems,  Works,  ed.  Morgan,  vol.  I, 
p.  184. 

Those  who  are  old  enough  to  remember 
1840  wiU  remember  that  ''mystical,"  not 
''popish,''  was  the  public  epithet  of  dislike 
for  Dr.  Newman's  mode  of  treating  Chris- 
tian truth  at  that  period.  Its  doctrine  of 
"reserve  in  communicating  religious  truth" 
was  that  which  first  embroiled  nascent 
'  Tractarianism  with  the  religious  world. 
Just  so  in  the  recent  ferment  on  occasion 
of  "Essays  and  Reviews."  It  was  not  the 
crudities,  blunders,  and  hasty  opinions  that 
volume  contains  which  has  stirred  all  the 
indignation,  but  the  transcendental  treat- 
ment of  religion  from  within.  Newman's 
constant  effort  was  to  "realize"  the  doc- 
trines of  the  Church;  it  was  his  favourite 
word  at  one  time.  Jowett  is  ever  idealizing 
the  language  of  Scripture.  To  the  common 
understan(Ung  both  alike  are  felt  to  be  not 
only  passing  beyond  its  ken,  but  to  be 
talang  truth  away  with  them  into  some 
region  into  which  it  cannot  follow.— Patti- 
80N,  Mark,  1863-89,  Learning  in  the  Church 
of  England,  Essays,  ed.  Netileship,  vol.  U,  p. 
303. 

His  mind  was  essentially  sceptical  and 
sophistical,  endowed  with  various  talents 
in  an  eminent  degree,  but  not  with  the 

Eower  of  taking  firm  hold  on  either  specu- 
itive  or  histonc^  truth.  Yet  his  craving 
for  truth  was  strong  in  proportion  to  the 
purity  of  his  life  and  conscience.  He  felt 
that  he  was  entirely  unable  to  satisfy  this 
craving  by  any  mental  operations  of  his 
own,  and  that  if  he  was  to  depend  on  his 
own  ability  to  arrive  at  any  settled  con- 
clusion he  should  be  for  ever  floating  in  a 
sea  of  doubt;  therefore  he  was  irresistibly 
impelled  to  take  refuge  under  the  wings  of 
an  infallible  authority.  ...  He  bow^  to 
an  image  which  he  had  first  himself  set  up. 
There  was  at  once  his  strength  and  his 
weakness.  He  could  deceive  himself,  and 
could  not  help  letting  himself  be  deceived. 
— Thirlwall,  Connop,  1867,  To  W.  Dun- 


das,  April  30;  Letters  Literary  and  Theologi- 
cal, ed.  Peroume  and  Stokes,  pp.  260,  261. 

I  cannot  help  recording  my  conviction 
that  whenever  posterity,  sits  m  judgment 
on  the  character  of  Dr.  Newman,  as  it  will 
some  day,  dutifulness  to  Bishops  will  not  be 
reckoned  amon^  his  strong  pomts,  or  com- 
mended as  a  pnnci[)le  of  action  in  general, 
from  the  success  with  which  it  was  prac- 
ticed in  his  case.— FouLKES,  Ediiund  S., 
1872,  Dr.  Neumanns  Essays,  Contemporary 
Review,  vol.  19,  p.  383. 

To  turn  from  Dr.  Newman's  Apologia  to 
Mill's  autobiographv  is,  in  the  slang  of 
modem  science,  to  plunge  the  organism  in  a 
totally  different  environment.  With  Dr. 
Newman  we  are  kneedeep  in  the  dust  of 
the  ancient  fathers,  poring  over  the  his- 
tories of  Eutychians,  Monophysites,  or 
Arians,  comparing  the  teaching  of  Luther 
and  Melanchthon  with  that  of  Augustine; 
and  from  such  dry  bones  extracting— not 
the  materials  of  antiquarian  discussion  or 
philosophical  histories— but  living  and 
effective  light  for  our  guidance.  The  ter- 
minal limit  of  our  inquiries  is  fixed  by  But- 
ler's Analogy.  Dr.  Newman  ends  where 
Mill  began.— Stephen,  Leslie,  1877,  Dr. 
Neumanns  Theory  of  Belief,  Fortnightly  Re- 
view, vol.  2S,  p., 680. 

It  is  not,  however,  our  part  here  to  esti- 
mate the  need  or  the  value  of  the  work  he 
has  done.  But  it  is  easy  to  see  how  well  his 
rare  and  peculiar  genius  fitted  him  for  doing 
it.  If,  on  the  one  side,  he  had  the  imagina- 
tive devotion  which  clung  to  a  past  ideal, 
he  had,  on  the  other  side,  that  penetrating 
insight  into  human  nature,  which  made  him 
well  understand  his  own  age,  and  its  ten- 
dencies. He  was  intimately  acquainted 
with  his  own  heart,  and  he  so  read  the  hearts 
of  his  fellowmen,  that  he  seemed  to  know 
their  inmost  secrets.  In  his  own  words  he 
could  tell  them  what  they  knew  about  them- 
selves, and  what  they  did  not  know,  till 
they  were  startied  by  the  truth  of  his  reve- 
lations. His  knowledge  of  human  nature, 
underived  from  books  and  philosophy,  was 
intuitive,  first-hand,  practical.  In  this 
region  he  belonged  to  the  pre-scientific  era. 
He  took  what  he  found  within  him,  as  the 
first  of  all  knowledge,  as  the  thing  he  was 
most  absolutely  certain  of.  The  feeling, 
desires,  asphrations,  needs,  which  he  felt  in 
his  own  heart,  the  intimations  of  conscience, 
sense  of  sin,  longing  for  deliverance,  these 
were  his  closest  knowledge,  to  accept,  not 
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to  explain  away,  or  to  analyse  into  nothing. 
They  were  his  original  outfit,  they  fixed  his 
standard  of  judgment;  they  furnished  the 
key  by  which  he  was  to  read  the  riddle  of 
life,  and  to  interpret  the  world;  they  were 
the  "something  within  him,  which  was  to 
harmonise  and  adjust"  all  that  was  ob- 
scure and  discordant  without  hinu— ^hairp, 
John  Campbell,  1881,  Prote  Poets,  Aspeds 
of  Poetry,  p.  451. 

It  is  hardly  an  overstramed  mference  to 
believe  that,  with  that  half-conscious  aspira- 
tion which  arises  in  the  minds  of  most  men, 
when  tiiey  contemplate  a  life  in  which  they 
recognise  the  embodiment  of  their  own  ideal 
the  John  Henry  Newman  of  those  days 
sought  to  be  the  Ken  of  the  nineteenth 
century,  striving  to  lead  the  Church  of  Eng- 
land, and,  through  her,  other  Christian  com- 
munities, to  the  doctrine  and  the  worship  of 
that  undivided  Church  of  the  East  and 
West,  after  which  Ken  yearned  even  to  his 
dying  hour.—PLUMPTRE,  Edward  Hayes, 
1882,  The  Life  and  Lettere  of  Thomas  Ken, 
vol.u. 

Of  all  that  he  has  done,  poetry  is  that 
which  Cardinal  Newman  has  done  least 
well.  Theare  are  qualities  in  his  mind  and 
circumstances  in  his  career  which  have 
been  unfavorable  to  any  remarkable  de- 
velopment of  his  genius  in  this  direction. 
The  outward  phenomena  of  nature  have 
ever  been  subordinated  by  him  to  abstract 
truths,  and  this  has  of  necessity  diverted 
his  observation  from  the  details  of  physical 
life,  which  are  in  so  great  a  degree  tiie 
sources  of  poetic  inspiration  and  the  object 
of  poetic  description.  His  life  has  been  in- 
tensely interior,  and  its  ascetic  character 
has  imparted  to  his  verse  a  certain  severity 
which  IS  not  compensated  by  finely-chbelled 
outline  of  Hellenic  form.  The  influence  of 
women  on  his  thoughts,  feelings,  and  modes 
of  expression  in  verse  is  hardly  to  be  traced, 
and  he  writes  as  might  a  solitary  penitent  in 
his  cell,  or  a  prophet  in  his  cleft  of  the  rock. 
The  softness  and  sweetness  and  melody  of 
versification  proper  to  the  poet  are  with  him 
only  occasional,  and  if  we  want  to  read  his 
best  poetry  we  must  betake  ourselves  to 
his  prose.  In  his  sermons  and  sometimes  in 
his  essays  the  depth  and  fervor  of  his  re- 
ligious emotions  supply  every  requisite  and 
overflow  every  disadvantage,  and  far 
from  our  feeling  him  severe,  rude,  or  rug- 
ged, we  are  deluged  by  his  ineffable  tender- 
ness.  Onceyindeed,— in  his ''Lead,  Kindly 


light,''— he  has  surpassed  himself  as  a 
poet,  and  written  what  touches  every  heart 
and  satisfies  every  ear,  and  will  last  as  long 
as  the  language  in  which  it  is  composed.  It 
is  purely  and  simply  a  poetic  inspiration 
—a  gem  without  a  flaw.— Earle,  John 
CHA^iES,  1882,  Cardinal  Newman  as  a  Man 
of  LeUers,  American  Catholic  Quarterly  £e- 
view,  vol.  7,  p.  606. 

The  published  works  of  Newman  fill 
thirty-five  volumes,  and  abundantly  testify 
to  the  thoroughness  and  extent  of  hu 
knowledge  and  the  versatility  of  his  mind. 
His  "History  of  the  Arians,"  his  "Primi- 
tive  Church"  and  his  annotations  of  St. 
Athanasius,  his  "Historical  Sketches,''  re- 
veal his  intimate  acquaintance  with  the 
history  of  the  early  church.     No  work  of 
fiction  has  ever  given  its  readers  a  clearer  \ 
view  of  the  outward  forms  and  inward    ) 
spirit  of  the  Christianity  of  the  third  cen-  / 
tuiy,  especially  in  Africa,  than  his  "Call-  ( 
ista."    Its  attractiveness  for  empty  hearts    \ 
and  troubled  minds,  the  vigor  of  its  life 
even  in  its  apparent  death,  its  power  to  r&> 
call  the  careless  and  indifferent  and  to  re-    , 
animate  fainting   souls,  has  never  been   / 
more  happily  portrayed.      The  writer  of  / 
such  a  book  must  have  had,  in  his  mind 
and  heart,  a  picture  of  the  church  of  that 
far  distant  time  and  cUme  as  vivid  and  real 
as  that  of  the  church  at  whose  altars  he 
served.  .  .  .  Ifis  two  ablest  works,— works 
which  give  him  a  high  place  among  the 
thinkers  on  the  profoundest  subjects  that 
can  occupy  the  human  mind,  almost  as  im- 
portant as  tiie  study  of  the  crayfish,— are 
the  "Development  of  Christian  Doctrine," 
and  the  "Grammar  of  Assent."      Both 
works  are  valuable  and  interesting,  not  only 
because  of  the  power  of  thought  and  ex- 
tent of  information  imd  richness  of  suggee- 
tion  that  are  to  be  found  in  them,  but  be- 
cause they  are  the  operations  of  a  great 
and  earnest  spirit  upon  problems  that  had 
for  a  long  time  occupied  and  exercised  it  as 
practical  matters.— Hornbrooke,  Frangib 
B.,  1885,  The  Life  of  Cardinal  Newman, 
Andover  Review,  vol.  4,  pp.  108, 109. 

It  is  not  to  be  supposed,  however,  that 
with  all  Newman's  energy  and  genius  the 
Tracts  were  at  once  successful.  For  some 
time  they  were  only  "as  seed  cast  on  the 
waters."  As  we  read  them  now,  or  try  to 
read  them,  it  seems  strange  that  they 
should  have  ever  moved  any  number  of 
minds.   If  some  were  found  to  be  "heavy 
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reading"  at  the  time,  they  are  now  mainly 
interesting  to  the  theological  antiquarian. 
But  this  only  shows  the  more  how  inflam- 
able  the  clerical  and  lay-clerical  mind  was 
at  the  time.  —  TuLLOCH,  John,  1885, 
Movements  of  Religious  Thought  in  Britain 
During  the  Nineteenth  Century,  p.  71.  ' 

One  of  the  most  winning  writers  of  Eng- 
lish that  ever  existed.— Morlet,  John, 
1887,  On  the  Study  of  Liierature,  Studies  in 
Literature,  p.  211. 

Dr.  Newman's  style  is  pelludd,  it  is  an- 
imated, it  is  varied;  at  times  icy  cold,  it 
oftener  glows  with  a  fervent  heat;  it  em- 
ploys as  its  obedient  and  well-trained  ser- 
vant a  vast  vocabulary,  and  it  does  so  al- 
ways with  the  ease  of  the  educated  gentle- 
man, who  by  a  sure  instinct  ever  avoids 
alike  the  ugly  pedantry  of  the  bookworm, 
the  forbidcOng  accents  of  the  lawyer,  and 
the  stiff  conceit  of  the  man  of  scientific 
theory.  Dr.  Newman's  sentences  sometimes 
fall  upon  the  ear  like  well-considered  and 
final  judgments,  each  word  being  wdghed 
and  counted  out  with  dignity  and  precision; 
but  Bt  other  times  the  demeanor  and  Ian* 
guage  of  the  Judge  are  hastily  abandoned, 
and  substituted  for  them  we  encounter  the 
impetuous  torrent— the  captivating  rhet- 
oric, tiie  brilliant  imagery,  the  frequent 
examples,  the  repetition  of  the  same  idea 
in  different  words,  of  the  eager  and  ac- 
complished advocate  addressing  men  of 
like  passions  with  himself.  —  Birrell, 
AuQUSTiNB,  1888,  Cardinal  Newman,  Scrib- 
net's  Magazine,  vol,  3,  p.  739. 

His  sermons  were  read,  are  still  read. 
They  are,  or  many  of  them  are,  admirable 
discourses;  but  they  are  sermons,  and  ser- 
mons they  must  remain.  His  "Lead  Kindly 
Light"  is  an  immortal  hymn.  That  and  the 
''Apologia"  excepted,  it  were  rash  indeed  to 
predict  immortality  of  the  rest  I  am  almost 
tempted  to  call  him  a  great  journalist,  so 
fragmentary  was  his  writing;  so  strictly  did 
it  answer  the  appeal,  "Give  us  day  by  day 
our  daUy  bread;"  so  accurately  adapted 
was  it  to  the  necessities  of  the  particular 
occasion  on  which  he  wrote.  Whether  he 
expressed  himself  in  a  column  or  a  volume  is 
accidental,  not  essential.  His  books  did 
the  work,  in  a  measure  and  within  limits 
which  they  were  meant  to  do  when  writ- 
ten. They  affected  the  thought  and  to 
some  extent  modified  the  lives  of  his  read- 
ers. None  the  less  were  they  occasional,  and 
none  the  less  are  they  likely  to  be  ephemeral. 
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That  is  why  it  is  so  difficult  to  look  upon 
Newman's  place  in  English  literature  as 
a  very  great  one  for  all  time  to  come.— Smal- 
LEY,  George  W.,  1890-95,  Studies  of  Men, 
p.  7. 

The  history  of  our  land  will  hereafter 
record  the  name  of  John  Henry  Newman 
among  the  greatest  of  our  people,  as  a  con- 
fessor for  the  faith,  a  great  teacher  of  men, 
a  preacher  of  justice,  of  piety,  and  of  com- 
passion.—Manning,  Henry  Edward  Car- 
dinal, 1890,  Address  on  Cardinal  Neuman, 
Aug.  20;  Life  of  Manning,  ed.  PureeU,  voL 
n,  p.  751. 

What  literary  powers  were  those  that 
thus  seem  to  have  been  squandered  away 
on  temporary  objects!  Bizarre  as  his  rear 
soning  semed  to  most  of  us,  how  subtiy  he 
weaved  the  weft  of  it.  Dealing  for  the  most 
part  with  subjects  remote  from  human 
interests,  he  would  so  order  his  argument 
that  it  would  have  the  attraction  of  a  plot 
for  us.  Topics  that  seemed  forbidding  both 
for  their  theological  technicalities  and  their 
repulse  of  reason  were  presented  by  him 
with  such  skill  that  they  appeared  as  in- 
evitable as  Euclid  and  as  attractive  as 
Plato.  All  the  resources  of  a  master  of 
English  style— except,  perhaps,  one,  de- 
scription—were at  his  command;  pure  dic- 
tion, clear  arrangement,  irony,  dignity,  a 
copious  command  of  words  combined  with  a 
reserve  in  the  use  of  them— all  these  quali- 
ties went  to  make  up  the  charm  of  New- 
man's style,  the  finest  flower  that  the  earliest 
system  of  a  purely  classical  education  has 
produced.— Jacobs,  Joseph,  1890,  John 
Henry  Newman,  IMerary  Studies,  p.  122. 

In  the  workings  of  Cardinal  Newman's 
thought  as  such,  apart  from  the  psychologi- 
cal or  literary  interest  attached  to  them, 
not  many  people  of  the  present  day,  within 
at  any  rate  the  arena  of  free  discussion,  can 
be  said  to  feel  themselves  very  deeply  con- 
cerned. The  ground,  so  to  speak,  on  which 
that  thought  worked  has  been  imder- 
mined  on  all  sides.  Many  of  the  questions 
Newman  discussed  have  assumed  totally 
new  aspects;  still  more,  the  questions  he 
did  not  discuss  at  all  have  become  all-im- 
portant.—Ward,  Mary  \.,  1891,  Philomy- 
ttiM,  The  Nineteenth  Century,  vol.  29,  p.  769. 

I  protest  that  in  honesty  any  edition  of 
my  brother's  writing  while  he  was  a  nom- 
inal Anglican  ought  to  state  in  the  title 
page,  or  some  equally  conspicuous  place, 
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that  he  was  already  a  hater  of  the  Reforma- 
tion,  and  eager  to  oonvert  us  to  Romanism. 
My  brother  hated  Protestantism,  and  ac- 
cepted as  a  divine  mission  to  supplant  it 
(I  do  not  say  by  Popery,  but)  by  full  Ro- 
manism. As  warning  to  incautious  par- 
ents, I  have  felt  it  my  duty  to  exhibit  the 
facts.  Scholars  like  my  very  able  friend 
Dr.  James  Martineau  may  read  with  profit 
my  brother's  works;  so  perhaps  may  Mr. 
Richard  Hutton.  But  parents  who  would  be 
sorely  grieved  by  their  children  becoming 
convert  to  Romanism  will  not  be  wise  in 
exposing  the  young  and  inexperienced  to 
the  speciousness  of  his  pleadings.— New- 
man, Francis  W.,  1891,  Contributions 
Chiefly  to  the  Early  History  of  the  Late  Car- 
dinal Newman,  p.  140. 

Newman  knew  well,  and  taught  his  fol- 
lowers, tiiat  no  man  can  be  said  to  know 
anything  of  religious  importance  till  he  has 
done  something  in  consequence  of  it.  So 
far  as  he  imbued  his  party  with  this  very 
practical  truth  he  helped  them  to  success. 
Whatever  is  done  regularly,  in  the  definite 
name  of  region,  drives  a  nail  through  the 
character,  and  fixes  a  man  in  his  adherence 
to  what  he  professes.  .  .  .  Newman  has 
left  us  something  to  imitate,  much  more 
to  avoid.  Our  debt  to  him  is  negative  rather 
than  positive.  Not  to  despise  God's  facts, 
and  not  to  be  afraid  of  God's  justice,  are  the 
two  great  lessons  to  be  learned  by  all  Eng- 
lishmen, and  especially  by  English  theo- 
logians, from  Newman's  Anglican  career.— 
Abbott,  Edwin  Abbott,  1892,  Anglican 
Career  of  Cardinal  Newman. 

We  speak  of  him  with  regard,  respect, 
affection,  almost  without  reference  to 
schools  of  thought;  we  print "  Lead,  Kindly 
Light"  in  all  our  hymn-books,  whether 
"Ancient  and  Modem,"  "Hymnal  Com- 
panion," Society  for  the  Promoting  Chris- 
tian Knowledge,  or  what  not.  When  the 
Cardinal  departed  this  life  there  was  some- 
thing like  a  national  sorrow,  and  yet  how 
many  Englishmen  have  practically  followed 
his  leading?  How  many  have  felt  the  Eng- 
lish Church  unsound  and  unsafe  in  virtue  of 
these  arguments  which  led  him  to  desert 
her?  What  are  they  who  followed  him,  as 
compared  witii  the  multitude  who  have 
recognised  all  that  was  beautiful  in  his 
character  and  remarkable  in  his  intellectual 
powers,  and  who  have  sorrowed  over  him 
as  one  who  left  a  grand  post  of  spiritual  in- 
fluence from  which  it  seemed  possible  that 


he  might  have  moved  the  world,  in  ordor 
to  adopt  a  position  against  which  in  his 
best  days  no  one  had  protested  more 
strongly  than  himself  7— Carlisle,  H.,  1892, 
ProbaMlity  and  Faith,  Contemporary  Re- 
mew,  vol.  61,  p.  51. 

Yet  who  can  doubt  that,  when  Protest- 
antism is  no  more,  and  when  the  Church 
stimds,  as  the  sole  champion  of  her  Master's 
divinity,  face  to  face  with  materialism  and 
infidelity,  the  record  of  Newman's  mind 
will  live,  not  merely  on  account  of  the 
matchless  English  with  which  it  is  clothed, 
but  because  within  its  pages,  according  to 
its  author's  pregnant  motto:  Cor  ad  cor 
loquiturf--WlLBEBFOBCE,  WiLFBID,  1894, 
wUHam  Oeorge  Ward,  Dublin  Review,  voL 
115,  p.  23. 

Newman's  paragraphs  are  the  result  of 
the  most  careful  analysis  on  the  part  of 
their  writer.  In  them  unity,  usually  phU- 
osophical,  often  complex,  is  severely 
observed.  The  style  is  lughly  redinte- 
grating, in  spite  of  the  aggregating 
sentence  and  bookish  vocabulary.  But  it 
can  never  be  called  impartially  redinte- 
grating, as  one  is  sometimes  tempted  to 
.  call  De  Quincey's.  The  most  careful  selec- 
tion of  thought  is  made,  and  whatever 
subsidiary  matter  may  have  been  generated 
in  the  act  of  composition  is  sternly  re- 
pressed in  the  writing.  In  this  matter  we 
may  compare  Newman  and  DeQuincey— 
botii  artistic  minds.  Both  men  are  inter- 
ested in  the  various  phases  of  the  material 
they  use  for  any  given  purpose,  though 
of  course  Newman  less  than  DeQuincey  in 
the  sensuous  qualities.  But  DeQuincey 
cannot  express  one  phase  of  his  mterest  at 
a  time;  Newman  can.  We  find  Newman 
not  indeed  depending  upon  connectives  for 
coherence,  but  using  them  freely  for  in- 
creased accuracy. — Lewis,  Edwin  Her- 
bert, 1894,  The  History  of  the  English 
Paragraph,  p.  151. 

As  Scott's  imagination  was  fascinated 
with  the  pictur^ue  paraphernalia  of 
feudalism — with  its  jousts,  and  courts  of 
love,  and  its  coats  of  mail  and  bufP-jerkins 
—so  Newman's  imagination  was  capti- 
vated by  the  gorgeous  ritual  and  ceremonial, 
the  art  and  arclutecture  of  mediaeval  Chris- 
tianity. .  •  .  Newman  sought  to  revive  in 
the  Church  a  medieval  faith  in  its  own 
divine  mis^on  and  the  intense  spiritual 
consciousness  of  the  Middle  Ages;  he  aimed 
to  restore  to  religion  its  mystical  character. 
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to  exalt  the  sacramental  system  as  the 
divinely  appointed  means  for  the  salvation 
of  souls,  and  to  impose  once  more  on  men's 
imaginations  the  mighty  spell  of  a  hierarch- 
ical organisation,  the  direct  representative 
of  God  in  the  world's  affairs.  .  •  .  Both 
he  and  Scott  substantially  ruined  them- 
selves through  their  medisBvalism.  Scott's 
luckless  attempt  was  to  place  his  private 
and  family  life  upon  a  feudal  basis  and  to 
give  it  mediaeval  colour  and  beauty;  New- 
man undertook  a  much  nobler  and  more 
heroic  but  more  intrinsically  hopeless  task 
—that  of  re-creating  the  whole  English 
Church  in  harmony  with  the  mediaeval  con- 
ceptions.—Gates,  Lewis  E.,  1896,  td.  Seke- 
HoTu  from  Newjnan,  Introduction^  p.  356. 

Newman's  prose  style  may  be  compared 
in  its  distinguishing  quality  to  the  at- 
mosphere. It  is  at  once  simple  and  subtle; 
it  has  vigour  and  elasticity;  it  p^etrates 
into  every  recess  of  its  subject;  and  it  is 
transparent,  idlowing  each  object  it  touches 
to  display  its  own  proper  colour.  The  com- 
parison holds  qIso  m  two  further  points,  the 
apparent  effortlessness  of  its  successes,  and 
the  fact  that,  in  consequence,  its  virtue  at- 
tracts little  notice.— Bbbchinq,  H.  C,  1896, 
English  Ptoh,  ed.  Craik,  vol,  v,  p.  443. 

The  books  composed  during  tiiis  long  and 
eventful  career,  especially  in  the  first  half  of 
it,  were  very  numerous.  Cardinal  Newman's 
works  at  the  time  of  his  death,  and  before 
the  addition  of  Letters,  etc.,  extending  to 
nearly  forty  volumes.  Much  of  the  matter 
of  tiiese  is  still  cinu  dolosisrimus,  not  to  be 
trodden  on  save  in  the  most  gingerly  man- 
ner in  such  a  book  as  this.  Yet  there  are 
probably  few  qualified  and  impartial  judges 
who  would  refuse  Newman,  sJl  things  con- 
sidered, the  title  of  the  greatest  theological 
writer  in  English  during  this  century;  and 
there  are  some  who  uphold  him  for  one  of 
the  very  greatest  of  English  prose  writers. 
It  is  therefore  impossible  not  to  give  him  a 
place,  and  no  mean  place,  here.  ...  He 
was  perhaps  the  last  of  the  very  great 

Ereachers  in  England — of  those  who  com- 
ined  a  thoroughly  classical  trdning,  a 
scholarly  form,  witii  the  incommunicable 
and  aJmost  inexplicable  power  to  move 
audiences  and  readers.  And  he  was  one  of 
the  first  of  that  class  of  journalists  who  in 
the  new  age  have  succeeded  the  preachers, 
whether  for  good  or  iU,  as  the  prophets  of 
the  illiterate.— Saintsburt,  George,  1896, 
A  History  oj  Nineteenth  Century  Literature. 


He  is  the  greatest  subjective  writer  of  our 
age;  his  power  over  it  is  but  the  fascination 
exercised  by  his  revelation  of  himself.  In 
his  more  scholastic  treatises  in  his  dog- 
matic works,  in  his  attempts  at  historical 
writin^his  strained  subtieties,  his  violent 
prejudices,  his  wilfulness,  and  his  often 
startiing  pettiness,  make  him  one  of  the 
authors  a  dispassionate  student  finds  it 
hardest  to  read.  But  the  moment  his  own 
experience  is  distilled  into  a  sermon,  or 
tract,  or  book,  his  peculiar  and  often  almost 
irresistible  fascination  appears.  —  Fair- 
bairn,  A.  M.,  1897,  Oxford  and  JoweU,  Con- 
temporary Review,  vol.  71,  p.  835. 

Plutarch  has  written  "Parallel  Lives;*' 
and  history,  no  less  than  drama,  delights  in 
contrast  and  coincidents.  But  seldom,  per- 
haps, did  it  execute  in  this  line  a  stroke  so 
remarkable  as  when,  in  the  month  of  Octo- 
ber, 1845,  and  almost  on  the  same  day  of 
the  month,  it  led  John  Henry  Newman  to 
the  door  of  the  Catholic  Church  while  Ern- 
est Renan  was  issuing  thence,  and  bidding 
his  early  faith  an  everlasting  farewell.  .  .  . 
For  these  two  men,  although  never  meeting 
in  the  body,  nor  acquainted  with  each 
other's  writings,  were  in  fact  rivals  and  an- 
tagonists—parallel and  opposed;  each  had 
fought  the  battie  of  belief  and  unbelief  in 
his  own  bosom;  together  they  summed  up 
the  tendencies  of  an  age.  And  in  variety  of 
gifts,  in  personal  romance,  in  the  influence 
which  went  forth  from  them  and  subdued 
more  than  one  generation,  who  shall  say 
that  they  were  greatiy  unequal?  The  most 
striking  resemblance  between  them  is  their 
masteiy  of  style.  Newman  has  long  been 
recognised  as  one  of  the  crowned  and  scep- 
tred kings  of  English  prose  literature,  with- 
out a  competitor  save  Ruskin;  but  as  a 
spiritual  teacher,  a  liffht  in  the  world  of  re- 
ligious development,  he  is  by  far  the  great- 
est that  has  risen  up  during  our  century. 
On  the  other  hand,  which  among  illustrious 
French  writers  has  excelled  Renan? — 
Barry,  Wiluam,  1897,  Newman  and  Renan, 
Naiionai  Review,  vol.  29,  p.  557. 

Whose  best  sermons  and  controversial 
essays  displayed  a  delicate  and  flexible 
treatment  of  language,  without  emphasis, 
without  oddity,  which  hardly  arrests  any 
attention  at  first— the  reader  being  ab- 
sorbed in  the  argument  or  statement— but 
which  in  course  of  time  fascinates,  and  at 
last  somewhat  overbalances  the  judgment, 
as  a  thing  miraculous  in  its  limpid  grace 
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and  suavity.  The  style  which  Newman  em- 
ploys is  the  more  admired  because  of  its 
rarity  in  English;  it  would  attract  less  won- 
der if  the  writer  were  a  Frenchman.  If  we 
banish  the  curious  intimidation  which  the 
harmony  of  Newman  exercises,  at  one  time 
or  another,  over  almost  every  reader,  and 
examine  his  methods  closely,  we  see  that 
the  faults  to  which  his  writing  became  in 
measure  a  victim  in  later  years— the  re- 
dundancy, the  excess  of  colour,  the  langour 
and  inelasticity  of  the  periods— were  not 
incompatible  with  what  we  admire  so  much 
in  the  "Sermons  at  St.  Mary's  Church" 
and  in  the  pamphlets  of  the  Oxford  Move-- 
ment.— GossE,  Edmund,  1897,  A  Short 
History  of  Modem  English  Ldteratvre,  p.  350. 

In  spite  of  having  taken  a  most  unpopu- 
lar step  in  leaving  the  national  churah, 
Newman  always  retained  the  popularity 
which  he  had  so  well  earned  as  a  member  of 
that  Church.  I  have  myself  been  one  of  his 
true  admirers,  partly  from  having  known 
many  of  his  intimate  friends  at  Oxford, 
partly  from  having  studied  his  earlier 
works  when  I  first  came  to  England.  I 
read  them  more  for  their  style  than  for 
their  contents.  If  Newman  had  left  behind 
him  no  more  than  his  exquisite  University 
sermons  and  his  sweet  hymns  he  would  al- 
ways have  stood  high  among  the  glories  of 
England.— MijLLER,  F.  Max,  1898,  Auld 
Lang  Syne,  p.  113. 

Newman's  work  reveals  him  as  one  of  the 
great  masters  of  graceful,  scholarly,  fin- 
ished prose.  It  is  individual;  it  has  charm, 
and  this  is  the  secret  of  its  power  to  interest. 
No  writer  of  our  time  has  reflected  his  mind 
and  heart  in  his  work  as  has  he.  He  has 
light  for  the  intellect,  and  warmth  for  the 
heart.— George,  A.  J.,  1898,  From  Chaucer 
to  Arnold,  Types  of  Literary  Art,  p.  655. 

He  has  attached  himself  to  the  everlast- 
ing world  of  literature  by  his  gift  of  imag- 
ination and  speech.  Nothing  in  English  can 
be  compared  to  his  simplicity  and  self-re- 
straint. An  acute  critic  has  placed  him  for 
music  of  language  alongside  of  Cicero;  yet 
this  gift  is  a  mere  incident,  for  of  more 
worth  is  the  sincerity  of  the  mind  behind 
the  faculty— the  truth  consbtent  with  and 
dmost  one  with  the  expression.  The  per- 
sonal element  in  all  he  has  written  is  very 
akin  to  Dante's  characteristic;  yet  the  per- 
sonalities of  each  are  vastly  dissimilar.  .  .  . 
There  are  passages  of  his  which  act  like  a 
sedative  on  the  mind  and  the  heart.     We 


must  thank  England  for  giving  us  this 
spiritual  genius.  Amid  the  strife  of  many 
voices  his  note  of  solemn  unction  sounds 
clear  and  brings  silence,  as  the  music  of  a 
bird  when  all  the  woods  are  hushed.— 
O'Keefpe,  Henry  E.,  1900,  Another  As- 
pect of  Neuman,  Catholic  World,  vol.  71,  pp. 
81,  82. 

If  Arnold's  constitutional  defidency  was 
unguardedness  and  exaggeration,  New- 
man's was  impatience  and  despair.  We  see 
his  limitations  clearly  now;  of  temper, 
knowledge,  mental  discipline,  even  piety. 
We  see  haste  to  be  despondent  in  the  hero 
of  his  valedictory  novel,  more  nakedly  in 
his  letters  to  his  sister,  until  criticism  is  dis- 
armed by  their  agony  as  the  crisis  becomes 
inevitable.  That  his  secular  knowledge 
was  limited  all  his  reviews  and  essays 
show;  ignorant  of  German  as  we  know  him 
to  have  been,  the  historic  development  of 
religious  reason  with  its  underlying  unity 
of  thought  lay  outside  the  narrow  philo- 
sophical basis  on  which  were  reared  his 
Anglican  conclusions;  while  Arnold  was 
just  the  man,  invicem  prosbens  crura  sagiUis, 
to  elucidate,  correct,  counterbalance,  these 
flaws  in  his  temperament  and  system.  And 
if  will  governed  and  narrowed  his  intellect, 
so  did  impatience  dominate  his  piety  and 
self-discipline.— Tuckwell,  W.,  1900,22€to- 
iniscences  of  Oxford,  p.  185. 

Apart  from  their  subject  matter,  New- 
man's prose  writings  will  assiu^dly  have  a 
permanent  place  in  the  front  rank  of  Eng- 
lish literature.  His  poems  can  scarcely 
claim  so  high  a  rank,  though  those  con- 
tained in  the  ''Lyra  Apostolica"  and  his 
"Occasional  Verses"  will  not  readily  be 
forgotten.  The  fascinating  poem,  entitled 
"The  Dream  of  Gerontius,"  dedicated  to 
his  friend,  John  Joseph  Gordon  of  the  Or- 
atory, is  perhaps  the  most  remarkable  at- 
tempt ever  made  to  realize  the  passage  of  a 
soul  from  this  world  through  deat£  into 
the  unseen.  The  well-known  chant  of  "  The 
Fifth  Choir  of  Angelicans,"  "Praise  to  the 
Holiest  in  the  height,  and  in  the  depth  be 
praise,"  has  found  its  way  into  numerous 
hymnals,  and  has  been  sung  at  the  grave- 
side of  many  an  English  Christian,  includ- 
ing Mr.  Gladstone  and  Dean  Church.  If  the 
doctrine  of  purgatory  had  always  been  dealt 
with  in  the  delicate,  reverent  manner  of 
this  wonderful  effort  to  realize  the  state  of 
the  disembodied  spirit,  Christendom  might 
have  been  saved  not  only  the  horrors  of  the 


NEWMAN— BURTON 


757 


medisBval  conception  of  purgatorial  fires, 
but  all  the  disastrous  reaction  and  revolt 
that  has  followed  them.— Donaldson, 
Aug.  B.,  1900,  Five  Oreat  Oxford  Leaders. 

Newman's  "Christian  Doctrine"  is  an  in- 
vestigation into  the  philosophical  justifica- 
tion of  all  belief  in  dogmatic  Qiristianity. 
Christianity  as  a  living  creed,  exhibiting 
its  life  in  history,  in  practical  action  and 
in  dogmatic  expression,  proving  its  ob- 
jective reality  by  its  vitality,  is  the  subject 
of  the  book,  which  is  at  once  hbtorical  and 
philosophical  in  the  sense  in  which  the  two 
coalesce  under  the  influence  of  the  theory 
of  evolution.  There  is  undoubtedly  a  plane 
of  theological  writing  to  which  the  phrase 
''provincial  dogma"  is  applicable.  But 
Newman's  Essay  is  no  more  on  that  plane 
than  are  the  "Pensto"  of  Pascal.  Both 
writers  accept  a  dopnatic  church.  But  both 
have  that  perception  from  different  points 
of  view  of  the  questions  they  discuss,  that 
sense  of  the  impossibility  of  complete  in- 
tellectual solutions  of  the  deepest  problems, 
and  that  true  estimate  of  the  relation  of 
their  own  partial  solution  to  the  specida- 
tions  of  other  thinkers,  which  mark  their 
work  as  due  to  the  vision  of  genius,  freely 
exercised,  and  wide  in  range,  seeing  things 
as  they  are,  with  ite  own  eyes,  and  not 
vicariously.  Personally  I  beUeve  that  the 
"Essay  on  Development"  will  ultimately 
be  judged  to  contain  materials  for  a  greater 


work  than  Newman  ever  completed  any- 
where, or  outlined  elsewhere.  And  even 
now  I  cannot  doubt  that,  by  those  who 
really  know  it,  it  will  be  allowed  to  belong 
not  to  "provincial"  dogma,  but  to  the 
literature  of  the  world.— Ward,  Wilfrid, 
1901,  Newman  and  SdboHer,  FartnighUy 
Review,  vol  75,  p.  809. 

While  Newman  was  completing  this  book 
he  was  thinking  himself  into  the  Roman 
Catholic  Church.  It  is  quite  in  the  modem 
spirit  in  its  way  of  approaching  the  prob- 
lem; it  views  the  history  in  the  light  of  the 
idea  of  Development.—  Mellone,  Sydney 
Herbert,  1902,  Leaders  of  Religious  Thought 
in  the  Nineteenth  Century,  p.  62. 

Newman  was  a  writer  almost  by  accident. 
He  was  essentially  a  leader  of  men,  an 
ecclesiastical  prince,  who  used  literature  as 
an  instrument  of  his  rule.  But  he  was  also 
a  mystic  and  a  poet,  gifted  with  literary 

E)wer  of  the  most  winning  and  magnetic 
nd.  His  influence  upon  pure  literature 
has  therefore  been  great.  His  medieval 
cast  of  mind,  his  passionate  perception  of 
the  beauty  of  the  symbolism  embodied  in 
the  mediaeval  church,  imited  with  Ruskin's 
devotion  to  media)val  art  to  influence  a  re- 
markable group  of  young  painters  and  poets, 
known  as  the  "Preraphaelites.  "—Moody, 
William  Vaughn,  and  Lovett,  Robert 
MoRfiS,  1902,  A  History  of  English  Liter- 
ature, p.  342. 


Sir  Kichard  Francis  Burton 

1821-1890. 

Bom,  at  Barham  House,  Herts,  19  March,  1821.    Taken  abroad  soon  afterwards. 

To  school  at  Tours,  1827.    To  school  at  Richmond,  1830.    Returned  to  France,  1831. 

Privately  educated  in  France  and  Italy,  1831-40.    To  Trinity  Coll.,  Oxford,  Oct.  1840; 

rusticated,  autumn  of  1841.    To  Bombay  with  conmiission  in  H.  E.  I.  C.'s  service,  Oct. 

1842.  Joined  18th  Bombay  Native  Infantry  at   Baroda.     Regimental    Interpreter, 

1843.  Journey  to  Medina  and  Mecca,  1852.  To  Somaliland  with  Speke,  1854-55.  In 
Constantinople,  1856.  Left  Zanzibar,  with  Speke,  on  expedition  to  Central  Africa,  June 
1857.  Returned  to  England,  1859;  Gold  Medal  of  Royal  Geographical  Soc.  Visit  to 
America,  1860.  Married  Isabel  Arundell,  22  Jan.,  1861.  Consul  at  Fernando  Po, 
Aug.  1861.  Consul  at  SSo  Paulo,  Brazil,  1865;  travelled  widely  in  Brazil.  Consul  at 
Damascus,  Oct.  1869;  exploration  in  Syria.  Returned  to  England,  1871.  Visit  to  Ice- 
land, 1872.  Consul  at  Trieste,  1872-90.  Travelled  in  Land  of  Midian,  1876,  1877-78; 
in  interior  of  Gold  Coast,  1882.  K.  C.  M.  G.,  1886.  Died,  at  Trieste,  20  Oct.,  1890. 
Works:  "Goa  and  the  Blue  Mountains,"  1851;  "Scinde;  or,  the  Unhappy  Valley," 
1851;  "Sindh,  and  the  Races  that  inhabit  the  Valley  of  the  Indus,"  1851;  "Falconry  m 
the  Valley  of  the  Indus,"  1852;  "A  Complete  System  of  Bayonet  Exercise,"  1853;  "Per- 
sonal Narrative  of  a  Pilgrimage"  (3  vols.),  1855-56;  "First  Footsteps  in  East  Africa," 
1856;  "The  Lake  Region  of  Central  Africa,"  1860;  "The  Qty  of  the  Saints,"  1861; 
"Wanderingsin  West  Africa"  (under  initials:  F.  R.  G.  S.),  1863;  "Abeokuta,"  1863; 
''The  Nile  Basin"  (from  "Morning  Advertiser"),  1864;  "A  Mission  to  Gelele"  (2  vols.). 
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1864;  "Stone  Talk"  (under  pseud,  of  Frank  Baker),  1865;  "Wit  and  Wisdom  from  West 
Africa,"  1865;  "Explorations  of  the  Highlands  of  Brazil,"  1869;  "Letters  from  the 
Battlefields  of  Paraguay,"  1870;  "Zanzibar,"  1872;  "Unexplored  Syria"  (with  C.  F.  T. 
Drake),  1872;  "Ultima  Thule,"  1875;  "Two  Trips  to  (Jorilla  Land,"  1876  [1875];  "A 
New  System  of  Sword  Exercise,"  1876;  "Etruscan  Bologna,"  1876;  "Sind  Revisited," 
1877;  "The  (Jold  Mines  of  Midian,"  1878;  "The  Land  of  Midian  Revisited,"  1879;  "A 
Glance  at  the  'Passion-Play,'"  1881;  "Lord  Beaconsfield"  [1882?];  "To  the  Gold  Coast 
for  Gold"  (with  V.  L.  Cameron),  1883  [1882];  "The  Book  of  the  Sword,"  1884.  Postr 
humous:  "The  Kastdah  of  Hajt  AbdtJ  Al-Yazdi,"  ed.  by  Lady  Burton,  1894;  transla- 
tions of  "D  Pantamerone,"  1893;  and  Catullus'  "Carmina,"  1894.  He  tanOaiedr 
"Vikram  and  the  Vampire,"  1870;  Lacerda's  "Lands  of  Cazembe,"  1873;  Camoens' 
Works,  1880-84;  "Arabian  Nights,"  188&-86;  "  Supplemental  Nights,"  1886-88; 
Pereira  da  Silva's  "Manuel  de  Moraes"  (with  Lady  Burton),  1886;  and  edited:  Marcy's 
"Prairie Traveller,"  1863;  Stade's" Captivity,"  1874;  Leared's"Moroccoand  the  Moors," 
1891  [1890].  Collected  Works:  "Memorial  Edn.,"  ed.  by  Lady  Burton  and  L.  Smithers, 
1893,  etc.  Life:  by  Lady  Burton,  2  vols.,  1893;  by  G.  M.  Stisted,  1896.— Sharp,  R. 
Farquharson,  1897,  A  DicHonary  of  English  Authors,  p.  42. 


PERSONAL 

Burton  was  a  man  whose  mental  capacity 
was  extraordinary,   and   whose  physical 

Eowers  were  far  above  the  average,  whilst 
e  sdso  possessed  a  phenomenal  love  and 
power  of  hard  work.  It  may  be  asked  why  a 
man  so  exceptionally  gifted  did  not  achieve 
a  phenomenal  success  and  die  a  Peer  and 
Knight  of  the  Garter.  The  answer  is  not 
far  to  seek;  he  preferred  a  position  where  he 
was  practically  mdependent,  and  where 
he  could  say  and  do  what  he  liked,  to  one 
which,  however  splendid,  would  involve 
certam  restraints.  He  was  not  a  man  to  en- 
dure the  wearing  of  any  fetters,  not  even  if 
they  were  golden  and  bejeweled.  His  in- 
dependence he  valued  before  all  else,  and 
this  love  of  freedom  and  his  unflinching, 
outspoken  honesty  prevented  his  ever  be- 
coming a  courtier.  If  he  could  have  stooped 
ever  so  littie  no  one  can  calculate  the  height 
(as  judged  by  ordinary  standards)  to  which 
he  must  have  risen.  ...  His  scientific, 
apart  from  his  linguistic  and  scholarly  at- 
tainments, were  most  wonderful,  and  if  he 
had  cared  to  make  them  known  to  the 
world  he  would  have  ranked  high  as  geolo- 
gist, naturalist,  anthropologist,  botanist,  or 
antiquarian;  in  fact,  he  was  admirably 
equipped  in  all  ways  as  a  scientific  explorer, 
and  when  you  add  to  the  above  qualifica- 
tions his  marvellous  aptitude  for  languages 
and  his  equally  marvellous  accuracy,  it 
must  be  allowed  that  no  traveller  of  present 
or  past  ages  outrivals,  even  if  any  equals  or 
comes  near  him.  .  .  .  Another  point  of 
superiority  in  Burton  to  most  men  was  his 
power  of  instantiy  putting  a  stop  to  argu- 
ment and  dissension,  and  this  whether  the 
parties  were  white,  black,  or  of  both  colors. 


Fortunately  I  have  not  seen  him  have 
cause  to  do  this  more  than  twice  or  thrice, 
but  on  each  occasion  his  influence  was 
magical.  As  he  could  control  others  so  he 
could  also  control  himself,  and  in  my  ex- 
perience of  him  I  have  never  seen  him  lose 
his  temper;  and  the  perfect  submission 
with  which  during  the  last  few  years  of  his 
life  he  acquiesced  in  the  regulations  of  his 
wife  and  his  doctor,  without  one  word  of 
murmuring  or  symptom  of  dissatisfaction, 
was  one  of  the  most  touching  things  I  ever 
witnessed,  and  also  a  proof  of  how  com- 
pletely he  had  mastered  what  in  his  young 
days  had  been  a  fiery  temper. — Cameron, 
V.  LovETT,  1890,  Burton  as  I  Knew  Him, 
ForinigkUy  Review,  vol  64,  pp.  878,  880, 
881. 

His  pilgrimage  in  disguise  to  Mecca,  his 
discovery  of  Lake  Tanganyike,  and  his 
translation  of  the  ''Thousand  and  One 
Nights"  (which  his  wife  never  read  un- 
expurgated,  though  it  was  copied  by  ''a 
lady  amanuensis"),  are  the  three  things  for 
which  he  will  chiefly  be  remembered^  In 
spite  of  great  achievements,  his  was  a  life  of 
signal  troubles  and  disappointments.  He 
declared,  "My  career  in  India  has  been  in 
my  eyes  a  failure;"  even  the  famous  Mecca 
trip  was  but  a  part  of  what  he  had  meant  to 
do;  the  irregular  Turkish  force  which  he 
helped  to  organise  during  the  Crimean  war 
never  saw  service,  and  his  various  sugges- 
tions met  with  snubs;  his  expedition  with 
Speke  ended  in  a  bitter  quarrel  between  the 
two,  and  it  was  Speke  who  was  chosen  to  go 
a  second  time  and  have  the  glory  of  dis- 
covering the  sources  of  the  NUe;  his  name 
was  struck  off  the  Army  List  without  warn- 
ing when  he  entered  the  consular  s^rioe  at 
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erhaps  the  worst  possible  post,  Fernando 
^o;  when  he  did  at  last  get  a  situation  to 
his  hearty  the  consulship  at  Damascus, 
after  a  while  he  was  abruptly  cashiered, 
though  his  conduct  was  subsequently  ap- 
proved and  he  was  sent  to  Trieste  where  he 
was  left  from  1873  till  his  death  m  1890. 
.  .  .  This  is  a  sad  record  for  a  man  of  such 
great  and  varied  abilities,  of  such  energy 
and  industry,  who  knew  twenty-nine  lan- 
guages, who  understood  the  EaBt  as  few 
Europeans  ever  have,  who  was  one  of  the 
pioneers  of  modem  AMcan  exploration,  and 
who  wrote,  on  widely  different  subjects, 
works  that  will  always  have  value.  In 
spite  of  Lady  Burton's  protestations,  we 
can  see  that,  to  a  certain  extent,  he  had 
himself  to  blame  for  his  woes;  but  we  will 
not  imdertake  to  say  how  much.^— GooL- 
IDGB,  A.  C,  1893,  Life  of  Sir  Richard  Bur- 
ion,  The  Nation,  vol  57,  p.  178. 

Truly,  the  story  of  this  good  knight  and 
''Isabel  his  wife"  should  be  writ  in  other 
languages  than  our  nineteenth  century 
work-a-day  tongue.  It  should  be  simg,  as  a 
''romaunt"  of  heroic  emprise,  of  battle 
with  savage  foes,  of  wandering  through 
the  magic  lands  and  mysterious  cities  of  the 
sun:  of  glory  and  mishap,  and  much  perse- 
cution; above  all,  of  true  love  that  never 
failed  or  wavered,  through  life  or  in  death. 
Such  a  story  we  might  have  received  as  a 
legend  of  early  mediaBval  times,  and  treas- 
ured, like  the  acts  of  a  St.  George,  or  a 
knightly  Quest  originated  at  the  "Round 
Table"  of  Emg  Arthur.  It  is  difBcult  to 
look  upon  it  in  the  light  of  modem  day,  as  a 
tale  of  marvels  enacted  concurrently  with 
our  own  lives.  The  potent  spell  of  it  all 
lies  in  the  man's  Ul-rewarded  courage  and 
endurance  for  honour  and  country's  sake; 
in  his  lady's  love  and  loyal  service  at  his 
side,  "surpassing  woman's  power." — Gow- 
ING,  EimJA  Atlicer,  1894,  Sir  Richard 
Burton,  Belqravia,  vol.  84,  p.  146. 

His  mtellectual  gifts,  his  power  of  assum- 
ing any  character  he  pleased,  his  facility  in 
acquiring  languages,  his  love  of  adventure 
and  contempt  for  danger — all  singled  him 
out  as  a  remarkable  man.  He  was  very 
dark,  of  an  almost  gypsy  aspect.  In  fact, 
although  he  had  no  known  Oriental  blood. 
Lady  Burton  always  thought  it  strange 
that  he  had  so  many  characteristics  of  the 
race.  He  possessed  the  same  power  to  read 
the  hand  at  a  glance,  the  same  restlessness 
and  inability  to  stay  long  in  one  place,  the 


same  philosophic  endurance  of  any  evil, 
and  the  same  horror  of  a  corpse,  that  dis- 
tinguish the  highest  gypsy  races.  WhUe  in 
the  East  he  could  disguise  himself  so  well  as 
to  pass  for  a  dervish  in  the  mosques,  or  as  a 
merchant  in  the  bazars.  He  undertook  a 
pilgrimage  to  Mecca,  disgidsed  as  a  pilgrim, 
and  accomplished  it  in  safety,  his  real  iden- 
tity and  nationality  never  being  suspected. 
It  is  a  proof  of  the  power  of  the  man  that  he 
carried  the  assumed  character  through  to 
the  end—  for  one  mistake  or  slip  would  have 
caused  him  to  pay  the  forfeit  with  his  life. — 
Curtis,  Gborgina  P.,  1900,  Itabel,  Lady 
Burton,  Catholic  World,  vol  72,  p.  93. 

GENERAL 

His  cast  of  mind  was  so  original  that  not 
only  did  he  never  borrow  from  any  one 
else,  but  he  was  disposed  to  resent  an- 
other's trespassing  upon  such  subjects  as 
he  considered  his  own.  But  no  man  could 
be  more  cordial  in  his  admiration  of  honest 
work  done  in  bordering  fields  of  leammg. 
He  was  ever  ready  to  assist,  from  the  stores 
of  his  experience,  young  explorers  and 
young  scholars;  but  here,  as  in  all  else,  he 
was  intolerant  of  pretentiousness  and  scio- 
lism. His  virility  stamped  everything  he 
said  or  wrote.  His  style  was  as  character- 
istic as  his  hand-writing.— Cotton,  J.  S., 
1890,  Sir  Richard  Burton,  The  Academy,  voL 
38,  p.  365. 

A  living  soul  that  had  strength  to  quell 
Hope  the  spectre  and  fear  the  spell, 

Clear-^yed,  content  with  a  scorn  sublime 
And  a  faith  superb,  can  it  fare  not  well? 

While  England  sees  not  her  old  praise  dim, 
While  still  her  stars  through  the  world's  night 
swim, 

A  fame  outshining  her  Raleigh's  fame, 
A  light  that  lightens  her  loud  sea's  rim, 
Shall  shine  and  sound  as  her  sons  proclaim 
The  pride  that  kindles  at  Burton's  name. 

And  joy  shall  exalt  their  pride  to  be 
The  same  in  birth  if  in  soul  the  same. 

—Swinburne,  Algernon  Charles,  1891, 
Verses  on  the  Death  of  Richard  Burton,  New 
Review,  vol.  4,  p.  99. 

No  man  of  modem  times  lived  a  life  so 
full  of  Romance  as  Burton.  To  find  his 
parallel  we  must  turn  to  the  careers  of  the 
Elizabethan  heroes,  notably  Sir  Walter 
Raleigh.  For  Burton  was  something  more 
than  a  "gentieman  adventurer.''  He  was 
at  once  a  poet— as  the  Kasidah,  wisely 
quoted  by  Lady  Burton  in  full,  shows  be- 
yond ca^ol— historian,  traveller,  profound 
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oriental  scholar,  and  soldier.  Even  his 
faults,  often  virtues  in  uncongenial  sur- 
soundings,  were  those  of  the  Elizabethan 
age;  and  his  failures  were  due  ahnost  en- 
tirely to  the  fact  that  he  had  to  live,  not 
under  the  personage  of  Gloriana,butinour 
nineteenth  century.  .  .  .  That  such  a  man 
as  Burton  should  have  been  reduced  to  his 
last  £15  is  a  burning  scandal  to  the  country 
whose  interests  he  strove  so  gallantly  to 
aerve.  His  entire  fitness  for  an  Eastern 
post  is  demonstrated  by  the  respect  the 
natives  of  all  classes  and  divisions  felt  for 
him,  and  the  fear  and  love  he  awakened  in 
his  subordinates.— Addleshaw,  Perot, 
1893,  Life  of  Sir  Riehard  Burton,  The  Acad- 
emy, vol  44,  pp.  333, 334. 

Sir  Richard  Burton  has  left  behind  him 
an  enormous  mass  of  published  and  un- 
published writings,  consisting  of  accounts 
of  countries  which  he  visited,  reports  to  the 
Royal  Geographical  Society,  treatises  on 
various  subjects  connected  with  his  ex- 
peditions, a  translation  of  Camoens,  and 
numerous  grammars,  vocabularies,  and 
other  linguistic  works.  As  an  Oriental 
scholar  it  is  possible  that  his  much-dis- 
cussed edition  of  tiie  "Arabian  Nights"  is 
his  most  valuable  production;  and  it  is 
therefore  probable  that  the  destruction  of 
his  manuscript  "The  Scented  Garden," 
was,  at  all  events,  a  loss  to  Eastern  scholar- 
ship. Generally  speaking,  his  books,  al- 
though graphic  and  vivacious,  suffer  from 
the  want  of  a  more  complete  digestion,  and 
greater  care  in  compilation,  are  too^  im- 
petuous, and  have  the  air  of  being  written 
au  eaurant  de  plume,  without  much  arrange- 
ment or  revision.  Such  volumes,  however, 
as  the  famous  "Pilgrimage  to  Mecca;" 
*'Scinde;  or,  the  Unhappy  Valley;"  or 
the  Account  of  his  Mission  to  the  IQng  of 
Dahom^,  would  alone  be  a  sufficient  monu- 
ment even  of  an  extraordinary  man;  but 
Sir  Richard  lets  them  fall  by  the  way  as 
chronicles  of  his  amusements  and  records  of 
the  more  picturesque  episodes  of  his  career. 
—Newton,  Mrs.  Robinson,  1893,  The 
*'IAfe  of  Mr.  Riehard  Burton,"  Westminster 
Review,  vol  140,  p.  482. 

Whether  or  no  Lady  Burton  was,  all  m 
all,  justified  in  burning  the  "Scented  Gar- 
den" is  at  least  an  open  question;  but  the 
charge  that  in  so  doing  she  showed  "the 
btgotiy  of  a  Torquemada  and  the  vandal- 
ism of  a  Jolm  Knox"  is  overstrained.  Miss 
Stisted's  characterization  of  the  act  as 


"theatrical"  is  unfair.— Johnson,  E.  G., 
1897,  Lady  Isabel  Burton,  The  Dial,  vol  22, 
p.  355. 

Burton  was  attracted  to  Camoens  as  tiie 
mouthpiece  of  the  romantic  period  of  dis- 
covery in  the  Indian  Ocean.  The  voyages, 
the  misfortunes,  the  chivalry,  the  patriot- 
ism of  the  poet  were  to  him  those  of  a 
brother  adventurer.  In  his  spirited  sketch 
of  the  life  and  character  of  Camoens  it  is  not 
presumptuous  to  read  between  the  lines 
allusions  to  his  own  career.  This  sympathy 
breathes  through  his  translation  of  ttie 
Portuguese  epic,  which,  though  not  a  popu- 
lar success,  won  the  enthusiastic  approval  of 
the  few  competent  critics.  .  .  .  Of  Burton's 
translations  of  "The  Arabian  Nights"  it  is 
difficult  to  speak  freely.  While  the  "Ca- 
moens" was  only  a  sv^es  d^esHme,  and 
"The  Book  of  the  Sword"  littie  short  of  a 
failure,  the  private  circulation  of  "The 
Book  of  a  Thousand  Nights  and  a  Night" 
(1885-6, 10  vols.),  brought  to  the  author  a 
profit  of  about  10,000/  which  enabled  hun 
to  sp^d  his  declining  years  in  comparative 
luxury.  This  much  at  least  may  be  said  in 
justification  of  some  of  the  baits  that  he 
held  out  to  the  purchasers.  For  it  would  be 
absurd  to  ignore  the  iact  that  the  attrac- 
tion lay  not  so  much  in  the  translation  as 
in  the  notes  and  the  terminal  essay,  where 
certain  subjects  of  curiosity  are  discussed 
with  naked  freedom.  Burton  was  but  fol- 
lowing the  example  of  many  classical  schol- 
ars of  high  repute  and  mdulging  a  taste 
which  is  more  widespread  t£an  modem 
prudery  will  allow.  In  his  case  something 
more  may  be  urged.  The  whole  of  his  life 
was  a  protest  agunst  social  conv^tions. 
Much  of  it  was  spent  in  the  East,  where  the 
intercourse  between  men  and  women  is 
more  according  to  nature,  and  things  are 
called  by  plain  names.  Add  to  this  Bi^n's 
insatiable  curiosity,  which  had  impelled 
him  to  investigate  all  that  concerns  human- 
ity in  four  continents.  Of  the  merits  of 
Burton's  translation  no  two  opinions  have 
been  expressed.  The  quaintness  of  ex- 
pression that  some  have  found  fault  with 
in  the  ''  Lusiads"  are  here  not  out  of  place, 
since  they  reproduce  the  topsy-turvy  world 
of  the  original.  If  an  eastern  story-teller 
could  have  written  m  English  he  would 
write  very  much  as  Burton  has  done.  A 
translator  can  expect  no  higher  praise. — 
Cotton,  J.  S.,  1901,  Dictionary  of  National 
Biography,  Supplement,  vol  i,  pp.  354,  355. 
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Henry  Parry  Liddon 

182»-1890. 
Born  at  North  Stoneham,  Hampshire,  20th  August,  1829,  the  son  of  a  naval  captam, 
at  seventeen  went  up  from  King's  College  School,  London,  to  Christ  Church,  Oxford,  where  in 
1850  he  graduated  B.  A.  Ordained  in  1852  as  senior  student  of  Christ  Church,  from  1854  to 
1859  he  was  vice-principal  of  Cuddesdon  Theological  College,  and  in  1864  became  a  pre- 
bendary of  Salisbury,  in  1870  a  canon  of  St.  Pad's,  and  Ireland  professor  of  Exegesis  at 
Oxford  (till  1882).  In  1866  he  delivered  his  Bampton  Lectures  on  the  ''Divinity  of  our 
Lord"  (1867;  13th  ed.  1889).  He  strongly  opposed  the  Church  Discipline  Act  of  1874, 
and  as  warmly  supported  Mr.  Gladstone's  crusade  against  the  Bulgarian  atrocities  m 
1876.  In  1886  he  declined  the  bishopric  of  Edinburgh,  and  in  1887  visited  the  Holy 
Land.  Canon  liddon  was  the  most  able  and  eloquent  exponent  of  Liberal  High  C!hurch 
principles.  He  died  suddenly  at  Weston-super-Mare,  9th  Sept.,  1890.  An  "Analysis 
of  the  Epistle  to  the  Romans''  was  published  m  1893;  his  ''Life  of  Pusey"  was  edited 
by  Johnston  and  Wilson.—  Patrick,  and  Groome,  eds.  1897,  Chamben'i  Biograpkieal 
Didionary,  p.  590. 


PERSONAL 

The  greatest  preacher  by  far,  and  per^ 
haps  the  greatest  genius  (though  he  re- 
tired a  good  deal  from  action),  in  the  Eng- 
lish Church  is  taken  from  us.  You  knew 
him  much  better  than  I  did,  but  I  have 
known  him  well  since  1846,  and  almost 
from  the  first  anticipated  his  greatness. — 
Lake,  William  Charles,  1890,  Letter  to 
Lord  Halifax,  Sept.  10;  Memoriahf  ed.  hi$ 
Widow,  p.  305. 

As  a  preacher,  his  influence  has  been 
unique  in  our  time— more  powerful,  as  I  be- 
lieve, even  than  that  of  the  present  Bishop 
of  Peterborough  or  the  late  Bishop  Wil- 
berforce,  notwithstanding  the  close  logic 
of  the  former  and  the  persuasive  rhetoric 
of  the  latter;  for  Liddon  combined  the 
two.  Profound  and  ever-increasing  stores 
of  learning,  careful  study  and  prepara- 
tion, great  power  of  language,  a  clear,  dis- 
tmct  intonation,  and  withal  that  great 
force  which  earnest  personal  conviction 
brings  with  it  (the  ^0ucff  wums  of  Aristotle) 
these  seem  to  me  to  have  been  some  of  the 
elements  of  his  strength.  It  has  been  said 
that  hk  style  was  formed  upon  French 
rattier  than  English  models.  ...  Of  his 
charm  m  private  life,  of  the  value  of  his 
personal  friendship,  of  the  brilliancy  of  his 
conversation,  of  his  quiet  humour  and 
power  of  sarcasm— ever  kept  within  due 
boimds— of  these  things  I  do  not  trust  my- 
scdf  to  speak.  Much  that  I  might  say  seems 
too  private  and  too  sacred  for  these  pages. 
It  is  rather  of  his  public  life  and  his  work 
for  the  Church  that  I  write.— Pott,  Al- 
fred, 1890,  Canon  Liddon,  New  Review, 
vol.  3,  pp.  306, 307. 

I  never  heard  Liddon  preach.  But  I  have 


walked  with  him  many  hours  and  miles. 
And  when  Liddon  got  deeply  interested  in 
what  he  was  saying,  and  stopped,  ^azed  in- 
tently on  you,  and  talked  m  touchmg  tones, 
accompanied  with  a  graceful  little  move- 
ment of  both  hands,  you  had  no  difficulty  in 
makmg  out  the  great  preacher  of  great  St 
Paul's.  —  Boyd,  Andrew  K.  H.,  1892, 
Tweniy-Five  Years  oj  Si.  Andrews,  vcl.  I,  p. 
142. 

The  personal  factor,  by  which  the  claim 
of  St.  Paul's  to  become  once  more  a  wide 
spiritual  home  for  London  could  make  it- 
self heard  and  felt  over  the  hearts  of  large 
multitudes,  was  to  be  found  in  the  preach- 
ing of  Dr.  Liddon.  That  voice  reached  far 
and  wide.  It  fixed  the  attention  of  the 
whole  city  on  what  was  going  forward  in  its 
midst.  It  kindled  the  imagination,  so  that 
the  big  worki  outside  was  prepared  for 
grcAt  wings.  It  compelled  men  to  treat 
seriously  what  was  done.  No  one  could 
suppose  that  the  changes  in  the  services  and 
ritual  of  St.  Paul's  were  superficial  or  for- 
mal or  of  small  account,  so  long  as  that 
voice  rang  on,  like  a  trumpet,  telling  of 
righteousness  and  temperance  and  judg- 
ment, preaching  ever  and  always,  with  per- 
sonal passion  of  belief,  Jesus  Christ  and 
Him  crucified.— Holland,  Henry  Scott, 
1894,  Life  and  Letters  of  Dean  Church,  ed. 
his  Daughter,  p.  260. 

A  twofold  memorial  will  keep  his  fame  be- 
fore the  minds  of  future  generations.  Fu^ 
the  beautiful  monument  in  the  great  Ca- 
thedral, and  next  the  scholarships  at  Ox- 
ford, founded  m  his  name,  for  the  trainmg 
of  candidates  for  Holy  Orders  in  the  careful 
and  scientific  study  of  theology.  But  his 
character  and  life  will  never  be  forgotten  so 


762 


LIDDON—BOUCICA  ULT 


long  as  English  Churchmen  gratefully  re- 
call the  debt  they  owe  to  him  in  the  noble 
band  of  Oxford  theologians  and  preachers. 
Single-hearted,  perfectly  free  from  all  vul- 
gar craving  for  honour  or  preferment,  cour- 
ageous in  proclaiming  truth,  the  friend  of 
the  oppressed,  generous  in  giving  almost  to 
lavishness,  considerate  and  tender  to  lowly 
men  and  women,  his  example  as  well  as  his 
splendid  gifts  wiU  be  for  ever  linked  with  the 
great  revival  of  the  Church  of  England  in 
which  he  played  so  noble  a  part.— Donald- 
son, Aug.  B.,  1900,  Five  Qreai  Oxford  Lead- 
ers, p.  308. 

GENERAL 

In  all  Liddon's  discourses  we  can  mark 
an  apologetical  aim,  but  his  method  is  best 
seen  in  the  volume  called  "University  Ser- 
mons," originally  published  under  the  title 
"Some  Words  for  God,"  and  in  the  "Ele- 
ments of  Religion, "  a  course  of  lectures  de- 
livered during  Lent,  1870,  in  St.  James's 
Church,  Piccadilly.  These  discourses  show 
that  he  possesses,  m  a  high  degree,  many  of 
the  qualities  needed  in  a  modem  apologist 
of  Christianity.  No  apologist  in  our  time, 
writing  from  the  strict  Church  standpoint, 
has  done  his  special  work  so  well.  He  may 
be  compared  without  disadvantage  with 
Lacordaire,  whom,  indeed,  he  greatly  ex- 
cels in  learning  and  range  of  thought.— 
GiBB,  John,  1880,  Theobgians  of  the  Day, 
Catholic  Presbyterian,  vol,  3,  p.  3. 

His  intellect,  as  such,  would  never  stir. 
You  could  anticipate,  exactly,  the  position 
from  which  he  would  start.  It  never  varied. 
He  had  won  clear  hold  on  the  dogmatic  ex- 
pressions by  which  the  Church  of  the  Coun- 
cils secured  the  Catholic  belief  in  the  In- 
carnation; and  there  he  stood  with  unalter- 
able tenacity.    Abstract  ideas  did  not  ap- 


peal to  him :  for  philosophy  he  had  no  likmg, 
though,  naturally,  he  could  not  fail  in  hand- 
Ung  it  to  show  himself  a  man  of  cultivated 
abUity .  But  it  did  not  affect  him  at  all :  he 
never  felt  drawn  to  get  inside  it.  He  did  not 
work  in  that  region.  His  mental  tone  was 
intensely  practical;  it  was  Latin,  it  was 
French,  in  sympathy  and  type.  For  Teu- 
tonic speculation  he  had  a  most  amusing 
repugnance.  Its  misty  magniloquence,  i^ 
grotesque  bulk,  its  inunense  clumsiness, 
its  laborious  pedantry,  which  its  best  friends 
admit,  brought  out  everything  in  him  that 
was  alert,  rapid,  compact,  practical,  effec- 
tive, humorous.  There  was  nothing  against 
which  his  entire  armoury  came  mto  more 
vivid  play— his  brilliant  readiness,  his  pene- 
trating irony,  his  quick  sense  of  proportion, 
his  admirable  and  scholarly  restraint,  his 
delicate  grace,  his  fastidious  felicity  of 
utterance.  ...  He  had  the  double  gift  of 
the  preacher.  He  impressed,  he  overawed, 
he  mastered,  by  the  sense  of  unshaken  solid- 
ity which  his  mental  characteristics  as- 
sured to  him.  Men  felt  the  force  of  a  posi- 
tion which  was  as  a  rock  amid  the  surging 
seas.  Here  was  the  fixity,  the  security,  the 
eternal  reassurance  most  needed  by  tiiose 
who  wondered  sadly  whether  the  sands 
under  their  feet  were  shifty  or  no.  And  yet, 
at  the  service  of  this  immoving  creed  was  a 
brain,  a  heart,  alive  with  infinite  motion, 
abounding  in  rich  variety,  fertile,  resource- 
ful, quickening,  expansive,  vital.  And,  if 
we  add  to  this  a  strong  will,  possessed  of 
unswerving  courage,  and  utterly  fearless  of 
the  world,  we  shall  see  that  there  was  in 
him  all  the  elements  that  constitute  a  great 
Director  of  Souls.  —  Holland,  Henry 
Scott,  1890,  H.  P,  Liddon,  Contemporary 
Review,  vol.  58,  pp.  476, 477. 


Dion  BoiLcicault 

1822-1890. 
A  British  dramatist  and  actor;  bom  in  Dublin,  Dec.  26,  1822;  died  in  New  York, 
Sept.  18,  1890.  His  first  drama,  "London  Assurance,"  was  written  before  he  was  19 
years  of  age,  and  made  him  famous.  He  also  attained  celebrity  as  an  actor  and  man- 
ager in  England  and  the  United  States;  established  a  school  for  acting  and  produced 
about  300  dramas,  many  of  which  were  original  and  many  adaptations  from  the 
French.  He  dramatized  Washington  Irving's  "Rip  Van  Winkle,"  which  Joseph 
Jefferson  enlarged;  and  produced  a  series  of  Irish  dramas  which  were  extraordinarly 
popular,  such  as:  "The  Colleen  Bawn"  (1860);  "Arrah-na-Pogue"  (1864);  and  "The 
Shaughraun"  (1875);  in  which  he  played  the  principal  parts.  "Old  Heads  on  Young 
Shoulders;"  "The  Corsican  Brothers;"  "The  Streets  of  London;"  "Flying  Scud;"  and 
"After  Dark;"  were  among  his  later  productions.— Warner,  Charles  Dudley,  ed.  1897^ 
Library  of  the  World's  Best  LUeratwre,  Biographical  Dictionary,  vol.  xxix,  p.  69. 
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GENERAL 

That  despicable  mass  of  inanity.  ["Lon- 
don Assurance."}— PoE,  Edgar  Allan, 
1846,  The  Literati,  Works,  ed.  Stedman  and 
Woodbury,  vol.  vni,  p.  31. 

We  have  abeady  noticed  Mr.  Dion  Bou- 
cicault's  share  in  "Foul  Play."  This 
collaboration  gratified  Charles  Reade  more 
thoroughly  than  any  during  his  life- 
time; and  although  he  could  chaff  Mr. 
Boucicault  as  "a  sly  fox,"  esteemed  both 
his  society  and  friendship  very  highly.  On 
one  occasion,  when  a  remark  was  hazarded 
in  disparagement  of  a  drama  by  this  gentle- 
man, he  turned  contemptuously  on  the 
speaker  with  the  query,  "Will  you  find  me 
another  man  in  England  who  could  write 
such  a  comedy?"  Nor  was  his  belief  in 
Mf.  Boucicault  ever  shaken— indeed,  he 
envied  his  capacity  for  conmianding  both 
the  tears  and  laughter,  the  astoni^ment 
and  delight,  of  the  Gallery. — Reade, 
Charles  L.,  and  Rev.  Compton,  1887, 
Memoir  of  Charles  Reade,  p.  398. 

I  remember  that  when  Mr.  Dion  Bouci- 
cault originally  produced  the  "Shaugh- 
raun"— it  was  at  Wallack's  Theatre  in 
New  York  ten  or  twelve  years  ago— there 
was  an  attempt  to  prove  that  he  had  taken 
his  plot  from  an  earlier  Irish  drama  by  Mr. 
Wybert  Reeve.  At  first  sight  the  similarity 
between  the  two  plays  was  really  striking, 
and  parallel  colunms  were  erected  witti 
ease.  But  a  closer  investigation  revealed 
that  all  that  was  common  to  these  two 
plays  was  common  to  fifty  other  Irish 
plays,  and  that  all  that  gave  value  to  the 
"Shaughraim"— the  humor,  the  humanity, 
the  touches  of  pathos,  the  quick  sense  of 
character— was  absent  from  tiie  other  play. 
There  is  a  formula  for  the  mixing  of  an 
Irish  drama,  and  Mr.  Reeve  and  l£r.  Bou- 
cicault had  each  prepared  his  piece 
according  to  this  formula,  making  due 
admixture  of  the  Maiden-in-Distress,  the 
Patriot -in -danger -of -his -Life,  and  the 
cowardly  Informer,  who  have  furnished 
forth  many  score  plays  since  first  the  Red- 
Coats  were  seen  in  ttie  Green  Isle.  Both 
dramatists  had  drawn  from  the  common 
stock  of  types  and  incidents,  and  there  was 
really  no  reason  to  believe  tiiat  Mr.  Bouci- 
cault was  indebted  to  Mr.  Reeve  for  any- 
thing, because  Mr.  Reeve  had  little  in  his 
play  which  had  not  been  in  twenty  plays 
before,  and  which  Mr.  Boucicault  could 
not  have  put  together  out  of  his  recollec- 


tions of  these  without  any  knowledge  of 
that.— Matthews,  Brander,  1888,  Pen 
and  Ink,  p.  42. 

Dion  Boucicault  brought  the  stage  ro- 
manticism '  of  Victor  Hugo  and  Dumas 
down  to  our  day.  But  the  transit  was 
not  made  in  Victor  Hugo's  vehicle.  That 
which  was  a  conviction  with  the  Master, 
became  an  expedient  with  the  imitator. 
To  fix  the  status  of  this  indefatigable 
worker,  who  was  always  felicitous  without 
being  fecund,  is  not  an  easy  matter.  His 
repertoire  affects  the  student  of  stage  litera- 
ture now,  like  a  long  twilight  which  gets 
glory  from  what  has  departed.  And  yet 
it  is  in  Dumas  and  Klopstock  that  we  must 
find  the  prototypes  of  this  inspired  activity, 
rather  tiian  in  Lope  de  Vega.  If  he  was 
not  endowed  with  that  reflex  of  the  Infinite, 
which  creates  by  an  inbreathing,  he  was  at 
least  gifted  with  the  wonderful  finite  craft 
wMch  can  fashion  by  an  onlaying.  This 
is  always  the  playwright's  function,  in  con- 
tradistinction to  the  dramatist's.  But 
Dion  Boucicault  had  something  more 
than  the  playwright's  craft.  He  possessed 
the  swift  instinct  which*  apprehends  the 
aberrations  of  the  public  pulse,  and  can 
seize  and  use  for  its  own  purposes  those 
vague  emotions  which  sweep  over  a  com- 
munity, and  are  at  once  irresistible  and 
evanescent.  .  •  .  The  Dion  Bouci- 
cault of  "London  Assurance"  is  an  un- 
known quantity.  The  Dion  Boucicault  of 
"  The  Colleen  Bawn  "  is  within  the  measure- 
ment of  most  of  us.  And  here  it  should  be 
said  at  once  that  "The  Colleen  Bawn"  is 
probably  the  most  romantic,  as  it  was 
certainly  the  most  successful,  Irish  play 
that  had  been  written,  up  to  the  time  of  its 
production.  The  success  was  Dion  Bou- 
dcault's.  The  romance  belonged  to  another. 
...  He  had  produced  "The  Shaughraim." 
Greater  and  nobler  plays  lie  like  wrecks 
all  along  the  record.  A  more  phenom- 
enal public  triumph  cannot  be  mentioned. 
...  It  is  a  matter  of  approximate  verifi- 
cation that  Dion  Boucicault  received  as 
his  share  of  the  profits  of  the  "Shaugh- 
raun  "  over  eight  hundred  thousand  dollars. 
—Wheeler,  A.  C,  1890,  Dion  BoucieauU, 
The  Arena,  vol.  3,  pp.  47,  52,  59. 

His  dramas  show  little  originality,  being 
almost  without  exception  built  on  some 
work,  play,  or  romance  previously  existing. 
—Knight,  Joseph,  1901,  Dictionary  of  Na- 
tional Biography,  Supplement,  vol.  l,  p,  237. 
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Charles  Mackay 

1814-1889. 
A  Scottish  poet,  journafist,  and  miscellaneous  writer;  bom  at  Perth,  March  27,  1814; 
died  in  London,  Dec.  24, 1889.  He  was  editor  of  the  illustrated  London  News,  1852-59. 
He  lectured  in  the  United  States  in  1857-58.  While  special  correspondent  of  the  London 
Times  in  New  York  during  the  Civil  War  (strongly  favoring  the  Southern  cause),  he  un- 
earthed the  Fenian  conspiracy  (1862).  He  wrote:  "The  Sahnandrien,  or  Love  and  Im- 
mortaUty"  (1842);  "Voices  from  the  Crowd"  (1846);  "Voices  from  the  Mountains" 
(1847);  "History  of  the  Mormons"  (1851);  ete.— Warner,  Charles  Dudley,  ed.  1897, 
Library  of  the  Worlds  $  Besi  LiteraturCf  Bio^aphied  Dictionary,  vol.  xxix,  p.  359. 


PERSONAL 

I  was  charmed  with  Mackay,  the  "Poet 
of  the  People."  He  has  a  fine  face,  lighted 
up  with  noble  emotions  of  the  soul. — Le- 
Vert,  Octavu  Wai/ton,  1853.  Souvenirs 
of  Travdy  vol.  i,  p.  79. 

Throughout  his  career  Charles  Mackay 
was  a  most  energetic  and  prolific  worker, — 
poems,  novels,  essays,  critical  articles, 
lectures,  dissertations  on  literary  antiqui- 
ties, papers  on  philology,  whether  in 
French  or  Engli^,  coming  apparently 
with  equal  faculty  from  Us  pen.  His 
"History  of  Popular  Delusions"  was  one 
of  his  most  popular  books,  and  his  "Gaelic 
Etymology  of  the  Languages  of  Western 
Europe,"  and  his  "Recreations  Gauloises 
et  Ongines  Frangaises"  were  his  most  im- 
portant contributions  to  philological  sci- 
ence. A  frequent  contributor  to  journal- 
istic literature,  his  "Voices  from  the  Crowd," 
which  appeared  in  the  "Daily  News,"  are 
still  remembered,  while  his  uiicles  in  the 
"Nineteenth  Century"  on  "Bums  and 
Beranger,"  and  on  "BoUeau  and  Pope," 
show  him  to  have  been  an  able  and  elo- 
quent critic— Miles,  Alfred  H.,  1892, 
The  Poets  and  the  Poetry  of  (he  Century, 
Frederick  Tennyson  to  A.  H.  dough,  p.  456. 

GENERAL 
One  of  the  most  popular  authors  of  the 
day.  .  .  .  Mr.  Mackay  is  emphatically 
the  lyric  poet  of  progress.  He  writes  witii 
great  animation  and  deep  feeling,  and  no 
one  can  fail  to  see  that  he  has  a  true  heart — 
a  deeply  philanthropic  spirit;  and  that  he 
has  a  fu*m  faith  in  the  ultimate  happmess 


of  the  race, — in  the  reign  of  universal  love. 
—Cleveland,  Charles  D.,  1853,  English 
Literature  of  the  Nineteenth  Century,  p.  701. 

like  all  the  ^reat  song-writa^  Dr. 
Mackay  is  a  musician,  and  the  composer  of 
aU  the  melodies  published  with  many  of  his 
songs.  He  possesses  in  a  high  degree  the 
rare  faculty  of  a  true  lyric  poet,  that  of 
working  his  words  and  music  up  into  har- 
mony and  unison  with  the  feelings  they 
express.— Beeton,  S.  0.,  1870,  ed.  Great 
Book  of  Poetry. 

Among  the  authors  of  the  day,  uniting 
political  sympathies  and  aspirations  with 
lyrical  poetry,  is  Dr.  CSiarles  Mackay. 
Some  of  his  songs  are  familiar  as  househoM 
words  both  m  t£is  country  and  in  America, 
and  his  influence  as  an  apostie  or  minstrel 
of  social  reform  and  the  domestic  affections 
must  have  been  considerable. — CJhambers, 
Robert,  1876,  Cydopesdia  of  English  Liter- 
ature, ed.  CarriUhers. 

Like  those  of  many  other  poets,  his 
longer  efforts  in  verse  have  lost  whatever 
int^*est they  may  have  once  excited,buthis 
songs  and  shorter  poems  still  give  lyrical 
expresfflon  to  popular  feeling,  sentiment, 
and  philosophy.  These  are  characterized 
by  a  clear  resonant  ring,  and  animated  by 
a  healthy,  liberal  spirit.  ''John  Littie- 
john"  is  of  the  happiest  class  of  popular 
verse,  and  "Tubal  Cain"  swmgs  along  and 
drives  home  its  points  as  with  the  sweep 
and  force  of  the  blacksmith's  hammer.— 
Milnes,  Alfred  H.,  1892,  The  Poets  and 
the  Poetry  of  the  Century,  Frederick  Tenny- 
son to  A.  H.  Clough,  p.  457. 


George  Henry  Boker 

1823-1890. 
Dramatist  and  Diplomat,  bom  Philadelphia,  Penn.,  6  Oct.,  1823;  died  there,  2.  Jan., 
1890.  Graduated  at  Princeton,  and,  after  a  period  of  travel  in  Europe,  made  his  perma- 
nent homo  in  Philadelphia.  His  first  volume  of  verse,  "The  Lesson  of  life,  and  Other 
Poems,"  was  issued  in  1847.  It  was  succeeded  the  following  year  by  "Calaynos,"  a 
blank-verse  tragedy,  which  was  successfully  produced  m  1849  at  a  London  theatre. 
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"Francesca  da  Rimini''  is  now  the  best  known  of  the  metrical  dramas  which,  with  his 
miscellaneous  poems,  were  published  in  two  volumes,  "Plays  and  Poems,"  1856.  Mr. 
Boker  was  secretary  of  the  Union  League  of  Philadelphia  from  1861  to  1871,  and  was 
actively  patriotic  during  the  CSvil  War.  "Poems  of  the  War,"  contaming  Some  lyrics 
widely  familiar,  appeared  in  1864.  Later  volumes  are  "Konigsmark,  and  Other  Poems," 
1869;  "The  Book  of  the  Dead,"  1882;  and  "Sonnets,"  1886.  He  was  U.  S.  minister  to 
Turicey  from  1871  to  1875,  and  to  Russia  from  1875  to  1879.  Throughout  his  literary 
career  he  was  closely  associated  with  Bayard  Taylor  and  R.  H.  Stoddani.  To  represent 
Boker  with  fairness,  extracts  should  be  given  from  the  dramatic  work  to  which  he  devoted 
his  best  powers,  and  for  which  the  repeated  success  of  "Calaynos"  and  "Francesca  da 
Rimini"  showed  that  he  possessed  both  literary  and  practical  equipments.  The  ballads, 
sonnets,  etc.,  to  which  this  Anthology  is  restricted,  exhibit  his  lyrical  strength  and 
quality.— Stedman,  Edmund  Clarence,  1900,  ed.,  An  American  Anthology,  p.  780. 

very  counterpart  of  the  bust  of  Byron.  A 
few  years  later  N.  P.  Willis  described  him 
in  the  "Home  Journal"  as  the  handsomest 
man  in  America.  He  had  been  from  boy- 
hood as  precociously  a  man  of  the  world 
as  I  was  the  opposite.  He  was  par  emir 
nence  the  poet  of  our  college,  and  in  a  quiet, 
gentlemanly  way  its  "swell."  I  passed  a 
great  deal  of  my  time  in  his  rooms  reading 
Wordsworth,  Shelley,  and  Byron,  the  last 
named  being  his  ideal.— Leland,  Charles 
Godfrey,  1893,  Memoirs,  p.  97. 


PERSONAL 

Young  Boker,  author  of  the  tragedy  of 
"Calaynos,"  a  most  remarkable  work,  is 
here  on  a  visit,  and  ^ent  several  hours 
tonight  with  me.  He  is  another  hero,— a 
most  noble,  glorious  mortal!  He  is  one  of 
oiu*  band,  and  is,  I  think,  destined  to  high 
renown  as  an  author.  He  is  nearly  my 
own  age,  perhaps  a  year  or  two  older,  and 
he  has  lived  through  the  same  sensations, 
fought  the  same  fight,  and  now  stands  up 
with  the  same  defiant  spHt.— Taylor, 
Bayard,  1848,  To  Mary  Agnew,  Oct.  13; 
Life  and  Letters,  ed.  Taylor  and  Seudder,  vol. 
I,  p.  136. 

An  early  portrait  of  Boker  bears  strong 
resemblance  to  Nathaniel  Hawthorne  in 
his  manly  prime.  But  passing  decades, 
while  they  have  not  bent  the  tall,  erect 
figure,  have  whitened  the  thick,  military- 
looking  moustache  and  short  curling  hair 
that  contrast  strikingly  with  a  firm,  ruddy 
complexion.  His  conmianding  presence 
and  distinguished  appearance  are  as  well 
known  in  Philadelphia  as  his  sturdy  person- 
ality and  polished  manners  are. — Lathrop, 
Georqe  Parsons,  1888,  Authors  at  Home, 
The  Critie,  vol  12,  p.  176. 

He  had  one  quality  which  is  the  dis- 
tinction of  most  great  writers,  of  master- 
minds, like  Shakespeare,  B3rron,  Scott,  and 
Browning,— fecundity  of  conception  and 
rapidity  of  execution,— and  beyond  all 
other  American  poet's  creation  was  neces- 
sary to  his  intellectual  well-being. — Stod- 
dard, Richard  Henry,  1890,  George  Henry 
Boker,  Lippincotes  Magazine,  vol.  45,  p.  857. 

George  H.  Boker  had  a  great  influence 
on  me.  We  were  in  a  way  connected,  for 
my  uncle  Amos  had  married  his  aunt,  and 
my  cousin,  Benjamin  Godfrey,  his  cousin. 
He  was  exactly  six  feet  high,  with  the  form 
of  an  ApoUo,  and  a  head  which  was  the 


This  rare  man,  bom  to  fortune  and  to  a 
fashionable  position  which  he  enjoyed,  kept 
up  his  classics  and  his  literary  work  to  the 
end.  .  .  .  There  was  something  of  the 
grandeur  and  gloom  of  Hawthorne  about 
Mr.  Boker  when  he  was  serious.  At  a 
dinner  he  preferred  to  be  humorous.  His 
temperament  was  changeful,  as  is  always 
the  case  with  children  of  genius.  He  was 
a  gifted  creature,  and  most  generous  to  poor 
authors,  for  whom  he  drew  many  a  check. 
...  I  know  no  man  who  seemed  to  me 
to  have  led  more  nobly  the  dual  life  of  man 
of  the  world  and  man  of  the  library.  He 
had  a  beautiful  head  and  the  manners  of 
Lord  Chesterfield.— Sherwood,  Mary  E. 
W.,  1897,  An  Epistle  to  Posterity,  pp. 
193, 194. 

Excellent  as  some  of  his  work  has  been, 
especially  in  his  sonnets,  it  is  undeniable 
that  Boker's  work  has  not  been  taken  with 
entire  seriousness;  the  division  of  his  abili- 
ties between  two  such  divergent  exactions 
explains  in  part  his  lack  of  a  fast  reputation. 
He  was  versatile  beyond  question,  even  at- 
taining to  high  degree  of  skill  as  a  me- 
chanic. His  personal  appearance  had 
somethmg  to  do  with  his  successes.  Early 
in  his  life  Willis  had  declared  him  "the 
handsomest  man  in  America. "  He  was  six 
feet  in   hdght,   and    Leland   calls    him 
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'  'distingue,"  and,  again,  "the  American  Sid- 
ney of  his  time."  Modesty  was  character- 
istic of  him,  and  he  never  was  first  to  allude 
to  his  writings.  In  his  shyness  he  has  been 
compared  to  Hawthorne.  ...  As  a  rep- 
resentative American  abroad  he  was  irre- 
proachable, and  in  attainments  and  social 
training  he  has  been  favorably  compared 
with  Motiey.  "  Respectability  "  may  have 
proved  his  bane  in  literature,  though  it  was 
the  mainspring  of  his  social  and  political 
life.—SwiFT,  Lindsay,  1900,  Our  Literary 
Diplomats,  The  Book  Buyer,  vol,  21,  p.  48. 

GENERAL 
Stoddard  spent  Saturday  night  with  me, 
and  we  read  the  "Song  of  the  Earth"  to- 
gether. He  was  rapturous  in  his  praises  as 
we  went  along,  swinging  on  your  dactyls, 
marching  through  your  files  of  iambics,  and 
sliding  over  your  anapests.  He  has  the  soul 
to  comprehend  the  grandeur  of  the  thing, 
and  not  a  drop  of  that  danmable  spirit  of 
depreciation  which  curses  half  our  authors. 
—Taylor,  Bayard,  1849,  To  George  H. 
Boker,  May  29;  Life  and  Letters,  ed.  Taylor 
and  Scudder,  vol  I,  p.  146. 

Our  only  American  dramatic  poet  in  its 
highest  sense — George  H.  Boker. — Bar^ 
RETT,  Lawrence,  1887,  A  Blot  in  the  *  Scutch- 
eon and  Other  Dramas,  ed.  Rolfe  and  Hersey, 
p.  13. 

Among  the  dramas  which  were  the  fruit 
of  his  youth,  "Calaynos"  and  "Francesca 
da  Rimini"  achieved  a  great  success,  both 
in  England  and  in  this  country.  The  re- 
vival of  "  Francesca  da  Rimini "  at  the  hand 
of  Lawrence  Barrett,  and  its  run  of  two  or 
three  seasons,  thirty  years  after  its  first 
production,  is  one  of  the  most  remarkable 
events  in  the  history  of  the  American  stage. 
Nor  should  it  be  forgotten  that  Daniel 
Webster  valued  one  of  Boker's  sonnets  so 
much,  that  he  kept  it  in  memory,  to  recite; 
and  that  Leigh  Hunt  selected  Boker  as  one 
of  the  best  exponents  of  mastery  in  the  per- 
fect sonnet.— Lathrop,  George  Parsons, 
1888,  Authors  at  Home,  The  Critic,  vol  12, 
p.  176. 

In  the  desert  of  the  American  drama  the 
work  of  Boker,  then,  is  doubly  welcome.  It 
is  not  "indigenous"  or  newer  indispensable; 
it  merely  offers  somewhat  of  the  strength 
of  the  word,  the  flame  of  color,  the  inten- 
sity of  act,  of  the  earlier  or  later  English 
makers  of  plays,  to  whom  the  bloody  pages 
of  medUeval  history  have  been  so  rich  an 


inspiration.  —  RiCHARDSOK,  Charles  F., 
1888,  American  Literature,  1607-1885,  vol 
n,  p.  249. 

He  was  the  creator  of  our  Poetic  Drama, 
which  began  with  "Calaynos"  and  ended 
with  "Kdnigsmark."  That  his  tragedies 
were  capable  of  effective  representation 
was  known  to  those  of  us  who  saw  Mr. 
Davenport  and  Miss  Dean  in  "  Francesca  da 
Rimini"  years  ago,  and  is  known  to  those  of 
us  who  have  since  se^  Mr.  Barrett  and  Miss 
Wainwright  in  the  same  play.  The  con- 
ception of  his  tragedies  and  comedies,  their 
development,  their  movement,  and  their 
catastrophies,  are  dramatic.  Poetical,  they 
are  not  overweighted  with  poetry;  emo- 
tional and  passionate,  their  language  is 
naturally  figurative,  and  the  blank  verse 
rises  and  falls  as  the  occasion  demands. 
One  feels  in  reading  them  that  the  writer 
had  studied  tiie  Elmtbethan  and  Jacobean 
dramatists,  and  that  they  harmed  as  well  as 
helped  him.  If  he  couM  have  forgotten 
them,  and  remembered  only  his  own  gen- 
ius, his  work  would  have  been  more  or- 
iginal. A  bom  dramatist,  he  was  a  genuine 
balladist,  as  I  could  prove  by  comparing 
his  ballads  with  those  of  Macaulay,  and  a 
bom  sonneteer,  as  I  could  prove  by  com- 
paring his  sonnets  with  those  of  Sidney, 
Sp^ser,  Daniel,  and  Shakespeare.— Stod- 
dard, Richard  Henry,  1890,  George  Henry 
Boker,  Lippincotts  Magazine,  vol.  45,  p.  866. 

While  "classical"  in  form,  his  works  are 
refreshingly  free  from  the  high-stepping 
twaddle  to  which  at  one  time  our  ti^c 
muse  seemed  hopelessly  wedded.  It  may  be 
said  of  all  his  plays  that  they  possess  the 
essentials  of  true  drama,— life,  action,  and 
feeUng.  The  best  known  of  these  doubtless 
owes  much  of  its  popularity  to  its  fine  in- 
terpretation on  the  stage  by  Lawrence  Bar- 
rett.—Onderdonk,  James  L.,  1899-1901, 
History  of  American  Verse,  p.  233. 

Perhaps  our  lack  of  a  vigorous  dramatic 
literature  is  not  mainly  chargeable  to  our 
poets.  Certainly,  even  when  merely  read 
carefully,  Boker's  "Francesca"  seems  a 
very  remarkably  strong  play.  The  versifi- 
cation, and  the  character  drawing,  though 
both  lack  the  dreamy  mysterious  charm  of 
Stephen  Phillips's  recent  "Francesca,"  are 
strong,  masculine,  and  clear.  Indeed, 
Boker's  plays  are  probably  the  best  yet 
produced  among  us.— Lawton,  William 
Cranston,  1902,  Introduction  to  the  Study  of 
American  Literature,  p.  341. 
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1844-1890. 
Born  m  Dowth  Castle  Co.  Meath,  Ireland,  28  June,  1844;  died  Hull,  Mass.,  10  Aug., 
1890.  Son  of  the  master  of  Nettleville  Institute  at  Dowth  Castle.  He  did  some  journal- 
istic work  in  Drogheda,  near  his  birthplace,  but  was  sent  to  England  as  an  agent  of  the 
Fenian  society.  He  was  arrested  ana  condenmed  to  death,  but  his  sentence  was  com- 
muted, and  he  was  sent  to  Australia.  After  a  year  of  penal  servitude  he  escaped  in  a 
boat,  was  rescued  by  an  American  whaler,  and  landed  at  Philadelphia,  Penn.,  1869.  He 
became  editor  and  joint  owner  of  the  Boston  ''Pilot,"  and  published  ''Songs  of  the 
Southern  Seas,"  1873;  "Songs,  Legends,  and  Ballads,"  1878;  "Moondyne,"  novel,  1879; 
"Statues  in  the  Block,?'  poems,  1881;  "In  Bohemia,"  1886;  "The  Ethics  of  Boxing," 
1888;  "Stories  and  Sketches,"  1888.  At  the  time  of  his  death  he  was  preparing  a  work 
on  Ireland.  In  1896  a  statue  of  Mr.  Ofleilly  by  Daniel  French  was  unveiled  m  Boston. 
Below  the  statue,  which  is  fourteen  feet  tall,  is  a  group  of  symbolic  figures.— STEDiiAN, 
Edmund  Clarence,  1900,  ed.  An  American  Anihology,  p.  812. 


PERSONAL 

He  was  throughout  all  and  above  all  a 
gentleman.  There  are  a  great  many  defini- 
tions of  that  word,  most  of  them  formu- 
lated by  teilors  or  by  footmen,  and  some  by 
those  who  estimate  a  man's  worth  by  the 
social  standing  of  his  grandfather.  He 
would  have  st(K)d  the  tests  of  all  those  three 
critical  classes,  and  if  we  happen  to  prefer  a 
higher  standard  he  would  not  have  failed 
before  that  For  he  was  courteous  to  all 
men,  of  whatever  estate;  he  was  chivaht)us 
to  women  and  tender  to  children  and  all 
weak  and  helpless  ones;  he  was  magnani- 
mous to  his  enemies,  loyal  to  his  friends,  and 
merciful  to  all  mankind.  He  believed  in 
humanity  and  in  his  age;  and  his  faith  was 
rewarded,  for  he  was  appreciated  in  his  life 
and  mourned  in  his  death  as  no  private 
citizen  ever  has  been  mourned.  What  he 
did  to  lift  his  fellow  men  to  that  apprecia- 
tion will  be  known  in  long  years  to  come.  If 
he  was  not  a  saint,  he  worked  at  least  one 
miracle — ^he  made  men  grateful.— Roche, 
James  Jeffrey,  1890,  John  Boyle  (yReilly, 
The  Cosmopolitan,  vol  9,  p.  770. 

He  was  a  revolutionist  always;  but  he 
was  much  more  than  that.  He  was  a  recon- 
structive, also.  I  have  never  known  any 
one  who  showed  such  deep  and  searching 
and  wide  interest  in  the  welfare,  comfort 
and  progress  of  the  whole  human  race.  He 
had  an  almost  infinite  compassion  for  the 
si^erings  of  mankind,  and  an  unlimited 
fund  of  hope  for  the  alleviation  of  those 
sufferings.  Sometimes,  however,  he  uttered 
terrible  theories  looking  towards  the  de- 
struction of  human  society  as  it  now 
exists.  These  theories  were  only  a  sort  of 
rendrock,  intended  merely  to  blow  up  the 
granite  walls  of  inert  prejudice,  and  make 


an  opening  for  broader  paths  of  progress 
and  enlightenment;  but  these  caused  him  to 
be  misunderstood.  Full  of  the  fighting 
spirit,  athletic,  independent,  and  abso- 
lutely uncompromising  when  he  measured 
existing  institutions  by  the  standard  of 
lofty  ideas  and  pure  principles,  he  was  yet 
one  of  the  gentlest  among  men.  I  never 
heard  him  utter  a  word  of  malice  or  ill  will 
towards  any  one,  even  when  he  was  speak- 
ing of  those  who  represented  the  extreme 
of  opposition  to  his  views.  .  .  .  He  did  not 
obtrude  his  opinions;  but,  when  moved  to 
talk,  he  expre^ed  them  with  a  fire,  a  bril- 
liance, a  wealth  of  wit  and  humor  and  good 
fellowship,  which  convinced  every  un- 
prejudiced listener  that  he  was  not  only 
sincere,  but  was  also  the  earnest  and  cordial 
friend  of  every  living  creature.  Further- 
more, it  was  evident  that  he  possessed 
that  quality  which  we  call  greatness  of 
mind.— Lathrop,  George  Parsons,  1890, 
John  Boyle  (yReilly,  The  Critic,  vol  17, 
p.  83. 

He  was  the  most  widely  beloved  man  in 
Boston,  and  it  will  be  long  before  the 
mention'  of  his  name  fails  to  provoke  ex- 
presdons  of  sorrow  and  affection.  The 
anecdotes  about  him  are  unfailing.  He  was 
one  of  those  men  who  sparkled  with  witti- 
cisms and  unexpected  sayings,  and  there  is 
no  friend  who  has  not  something  to  tell 
which  is  worth  hearing.— Bates,  Arlo, 
1890,  Literary  Topics  in  Boston,  The  Book 
Buyer. 

No  man  dared  say  twice  to  him:  "We 
don't  mean  your  kind  of  Irish  or  Catholic 
O'Reilly. "  All  that  bore  the  name  was  his, 
bone  of  his  bone  and  flesh  of  his  flesh;  and 
this  man,  who  cherished  no  personal  en- 
mities, who  forgave  and  succored  even  the 
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wretch  who  betrayed  him,  was  mercfless  in 
his  resentment  of  an  insult  to  the  least  of 
his  people,  untU  condign  satisfaction  had 
been  made.  Thus  he  inspired  a  wholesome 
fear  in  the  bully,  and  won  the  respect  of  all 
honest  and  fair-minded  non-Catholics,  for 
there  is  nothing  your  New  England  Yankee 
honors  above  "grit."  .  .  .  O'Reilly  valued 
his  personal  advantages,  his  early-won  liter- 
ary fame,  and  immense  social  popularity 
and  influence  chiefly  as  they  promoted  the 
cause  of  his  people. — Conwat,  Eatherine 
E.,  1891,  John  BoyU  O'Reilly,  Catholie 
World,  vol  53,  pp.  209,  211. 

Boyle  O'Reilly  easily  became  one  of  the 
most  popular  men  and  scholars  of  Boston. 
He  took  an  active  part  in  all  public  affaurs, 
social  and  political,  and  soon  became  as  ''to 
the  manor  bom."  He  was  successful  as  a 
lecturer  from  the  outset,  for  he  had  the 
genius  of  the  poet,  and  the  wit  and  warmth 
of  an  Irishman — qualities  that,  with  a  most 
attractive  presence,  made  him  popular  al- 
ways. But  he  cared  more  for  his  home,  his 
newspap^,  and  his  library  than  for  the 
platform.  Nevertheless,  he  was  able  to  do  a 
good  deal  of  lecturing,  where  the  distances 
would  permit,  without  neglecting  his  other 
duties.— Pond,  J.  B.,  1900,  Eeeentrieities  of 
Oeniui,  p.  327. 

GENERAL 
His  verse  is  masculine,  spontaneous,  and 
novel.— Roberts,  Charles  G.  D.,  1888,  ed. 
PoeTM  of  Wild  Life,  p.  235,  noU. 

Mr.  O'Reilly's  work  is  known  to  all  read- 
ers. He  prefers  to  be  known  by  it  and 
through  it.  Otherwise  one  might  be  tempted 
to  write  indefinitely  of  his  personal  char- 
acter, his  unbounded  popularity  with  all 
classes,  his  catholic  sympathy  with  the 
oppressed  and  suffering  of  every  class, 
creed  and  color,  his  healthy  robustness, 
mental  and  physical.  But  all  these  are 
patent  in  his  writings,  which  reflect  the 
man  as  in  a  mirror.  In  the  scant  leisure  of 
an  active  journalist's  busy  life,  supple- 
mented by  unceasing  and  earnest  labors  m , 
the  cause  of  Irish  nationality,  he  has  found 
time  to  write  half  a  dozen  or  more  books. 
—Roche,  James  Jeffrey,  1889,  John  Boyle 
O'Reilly,  Magazine  of  Poetry,  vol.  1,  p.  47. 

In  tiiese  later  poems  the  ethical  ten- 
dency of  O'Reilly's  thought  is  vigorously, 
developed,  the  spirit  of  human  brother-' 
hood  is  prominent,  and  an  impatience  with 
the   conventions   of  society   even    when 


embodied  in  organized  charities,  is  mani- 
fest. The  interest  taken  by  O'Rdlly  in 
athletics  which  was  shown  by  his  ex- 
ploits with  the  gloves,  the  foils,  and  the 
paddles,  is  seen  m  ''The  Ethics  of  Boxing 
and  Manly  Sport,"  published  in  1888.  Some 
of  the  most  brilliant  of  O'Reilly's  literary 
successes  were  seciu^  upon  the  platform, 
where  as  lecturer,  orator,  and  poet  he  won 
a  national  reputation.  His  poem  at  the 
dedication  of  the  Pilgrim  monument  at 
Plymouth  in  August,  1889,  was  a  wonder- 
ful iUustration  of  his  sympathetic  insight 
into  characters  and  conditions  which  as  an 
Irish  Catholic  he  was  thought  unfitted  to 
appreciate.  —  Young,  Alexander,  1890, 
John  Boyle  O'Reilly,  ChatUatiquan,  p.  343. 

Of  the  four  notable  poems  of  his  matur- 
ity, one  was  for  Ireland,  "The  Exile  of  the 
Gael;"  one  for  America,  "The  Pilgrim 
Fathers^'  one  commemorated  Wendell  Phil- 
lips; and  one  the  negro  proto-martyrof 
American  liberty,  Criipus  Attucks.  His 
only  novel,  "Moondyne,"  written  but  a 
few  years  after  his  escape  from  Australia, 
was  based,  not,  as  one  would  naturally  ex- 
pect, on  the  Irish  national  struggle,  in  one 
phase  of  which  he  bore  so  notable  a  part, 
but  on  phases  of  English  life.  Its  hero, 
Joseph  Wyville,  "Moondyne"  to  the  Aus- 
tralian aborigines,  was  an  Engli^man.  Its 
motive  was  the  reform  of  the  English  penal 
system.— Conway,  Katherine  E.,  1891, 
John  Boyle  O'Reilly,  Calholie  World,  vol  53, 
p.  216. 

As  an  artist  in  verse  he  too  often  fell 
short;  yet  the  very  marked  increase  of 
dexterity  and  delicacy  in  some  of  his  later 

Eieces  demonstrated  how  well  fitted  he  was 
y  nature  to  rise  to  the  higher  plane  of  ex- 
pression. His  influence  as  a  writer  and  as  a 
man  was  very  wide,  not  only  among  classes 
usually  littie  affected  by  artistic  literature, 
but  also  among  many  cultivated,  refined, 
and  sensitive  minds. — Lathrop,  George 
Parsons,  1891,  Open  Letten,  Century  Maga- 
zine, vol  43,  p.  313. 

His  genius  was  his  fortune.  He  worked 
for  a  small  salary  until  1873,  when  he  pub- 
li^ed  his  first  volume  of  poems,  "Songs  of 
the  Southern  Seas."  On  reading  these  de- 
lightful poems,  it  is  not  probable  that 
anybody  asked  or  cared  whether  the  author 
was  a  prince  or  an  exiled  stranger.— Con- 
NELL,  Richard  E.,  1897,  A  Citizen  of  the 
Democracy  of  LUeraiure,  Catholie  World,  vol. 
65,  p.  756. 


25     ^ 


